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    ‘SINGLED OUT’
  


  
    ROBINSON CRUSOE
  


  
    The first great hero in the British novel is a German called Kreutznaer. His father is from Bremen, but his mother is a Yorkshire woman from a family called Robinson, and it’s not long before the people of York anglicise the family surname to Crusoe. The Teutonic and the West Riding strains are dominant in the headstrong and resourceful Robinson Crusoe. His ‘ancient’ father wants him to be a lawyer, but the eighteen-year-old Crusoe longs only for the sea. He is an adventurer by nature, but also a merchant; his idea of seafaring is not to serve in the King’s Navy but to make money by trading – tobacco, gold, slaves, anything. Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe (first published in 1719) is extraordinary in that its main character passes most of his life alone, thus forfeiting the world of ‘personal relationships’ that was to form the staple subject matter of the novel as it developed. Yet its main character offered a sort of gold standard of what the new form could do in terms of giving the reader privileged access to a developing state of mind; it was as though the novel was in this way fully formed at birth.
  


  
    Crusoe’s father is like a parent in a Philip Roth novel, full of émigré caution, urging his young son to find a steady job, to stick to the ‘middle path’ and not over-reach himself; he has already lost two sons. From the start, Crusoe shows a mixture of determination and cunning. He decides to ignore his father’s advice, but enlists his mother to break the news to the old man; he cannily waits to engage her until she is in a good mood – ‘a time when I thought her a little pleasanter than ordinary’. These humorous touches are vital in a story that will soon cease to contain any human intercourse. No sooner is Crusoe out of the Humber estuary on his first voyage than the wind blows a storm and he is so seasick that he vows to do his father’s bidding. The next day, he is made drunk on punch by his fellow crewmen, and with a calm sea and a skinful of liquor all his good intentions are forgotten. A worse storm sinks the ship off Yarmouth, and although the crew are saved, the master’s son tells Crusoe he should take it as a sign that the sea is not for him. Crusoe, though aware of the hand of Providence in all things, is a cussed fellow. He is a man who tempts Providence – ‘tempts’ in the sense of ‘tests’. ‘Providence’ to his northern Protestant mind is the movement of chance in the world, guided by the hand of God; it is not as rigid as Fate, nor as flexible as something that stems from direct divine intervention; it lies somewhere between the two, but is something you ‘tempt’ at your peril. His attitudes to Providence and to God change as the plot unfolds; the older Crusoe who narrates the story has learned from the experiences of the young hero and is able to see his life as a Christian narrative in which the many ‘strange’ and ‘surprising’ events are actually instances of God choosing natural means to work out his providential plans for both humankind and for Crusoe himself.
  


  
    The narrative is plain yet exotic. Like many of the greatest novels, it is set (beginning in 1651) many years before it was written4 (1719) and it seems to offer a direct route into the past. This, you feel, is a quasi-journalistic account of what life was like in those days, not dollied up with fine phrases, but told in merchant seaman’s prose. The effect is undoubtedly thrilling, like time travel, but is made more so by the fact there is something modern about Crusoe’s attitudes. His brash entrepreneurial spirit seems familiar, and only the religious qualms with which it is – intermittently – restrained seem especially of their era.
  


  
    After a rewarding voyage to the African coast, Crusoe sets sail again, only to be taken captive by Moorish pirates and made a personal slave to the master of the privateer. He escapes with a Muslim boy and is rescued at sea by a Portuguese ship to whose captain he sells the boy as a slave on the condition that he will be converted to Christianity. He goes with the Portuguese ship to Brazil where he sets up a successful tobacco plantation, but then sets off again for Africa in the hope of taking and trading more slaves. It is shocking to read of such things mentioned in the same terms as any other commerce (‘few Negroes were bought, and those excessive dear’), but bracing to read of them unmediated by anachronistic judgement. The ship does not get far before a storm wrecks it somewhere in the Caribbean. Crusoe, the only survivor, is washed up on an uninhabited island, where begins his life of solitude.
  


  
    What the novel deals with, as everyone knows, is survival. The drama springs partly from the physical demands – the adventure story, which Defoe handles with skill and humour – but more importantly from the spiritual torment of solitude. There are questions of religious faith, of the values of Christian civilisation in a world that includes cannibals, and then there is the overriding test that Crusoe must answer: is humankind sufficiently developed and self-reliant that, with no other of his species on hand, he will continue to behave as a man. I think the book is, at its most interesting level, a consideration of the extent to which the speciating elements of Homo sapiens hold up under pressure and enable Crusoe to maintain his separateness from the rest of creation. One of the crucial points in the evolution of human consciousness came when an individual was first able to function apart from the group – to go out hunting or fishing alone and to carry in his head the idea of others continuing to exist without his presence.5 Crusoe does more than this; his heroic belief not only in humanity but in the narrower virtues of Protestant Europe is triumphantly vindicated.
  


  
    The ship is conveniently stranded on a sand bar, allowing Crusoe to swim out, rig up a raft from broken timbers and bring ashore as much as he can, most importantly some ‘fowling pieces’ (guns) and a carpenter’s chest of tools. He is tempted by the large quantity of European and Brazilian coins on board, but comes to his senses when he recognises the money is of no use to him and would be better off at the bottom of the sea, like a ‘creature whose life is not worth saving’. What is engaging about Crusoe, however, is the tension, often comic, between the pious, Low Church
  


  
    Among his first kills is a suckling she-goat. He hopes to bring up the orphaned kid as a pet, but ‘it would not eat so I was forc’d to kill it and eat it myself’. This is a characteristic Crusoe sequence: knowledge of right and wrong, qualm, practical despatch. The other repeating pattern of thought is to bewail his wretched lot – being cut off from his fellow man for all time in desolate loneliness – and to ask why ‘Providence should thus compleatly ruin its creatures’; then, just before giving way to despair, to wonder at his good fortune in being the only man saved from the wreck. ‘Why were not they sav’d and you lost?’ he asks himself in Calvinist terms; ‘Why were you singled out?’
  


  
    His spiritual project is to convince himself that he is not desolate but chosen, not abandoned but fortunate. Although he claims that ‘I had very few notions of religion in my head’, he seems to have absorbed a great deal; a whole vein of Protestantism is summed up in his reminder to himself that in the ‘most miserable of all conditions in this world... we may always find something to comfort ourselves’. And no one who had not absorbed the rhythms, at least, of the King James Bible could have written this meditation: ‘In a word as my life was a life of sorrow one way, so it was a life of mercy another; and I wanted nothing to make it a life of comfort, but to be able to make my sence of God’s goodness to me, and care over me in this condition, be my daily consolation; and after I did make a just improvement of these things, I went away and was no more sad.’
  


  
    And was no more sad... What intensifies his interest in the divine, however, is something that seems to him a miracle. He chucks out some dried corn husks from a bag he has salvaged from the ship and some time later sees that a small crop of barley has grown up where he threw them. A tiny crop of rice appears from the same unlikely source. It is one thing to recognise the different plants, another to know how to make bread. Crusoe is by no means a natural smallholder, still less a cook; like most of us, his ideas of how grain is harvested, winnowed, milled or whatever are rather sketchy. There is something touchingly ham-fisted and believable in his struggles to make this simplest of human foods. And as for his attempts at crockery...
  


  
    The pace and character of the narrative are varied by some pages from a journal. These also serve to give an impression of the passing of time – the days, the seasons, the years... The philosophical debate in Crusoe’s mind takes on a sharper outline. The concession that the previously unregarded God has been merciful means He must be omnipotent and has therefore brought Crusoe to this pass. Again, despair beckons; and again he saves himself from it by reflecting on his ‘mis-spent life’, and asking why he was not drowned in previous shipwrecks, or killed by beasts in Africa or murdered by the pirates. None of these escapes, lucky though they were, really constitutes a ‘mis-spent’ youth. The things he might regret – slave-trading and avarice – do not occur to him as faults. However, he progresses from thinking rarely about God to giving ‘hearty thanks’ for allowing him this island solitude in which he may be happier than he would have been in society; and when in his salvaged Bible he comes across the words ‘I will never, never leave thee, nor forsake thee’, he believes they are written to him personally. Whatever one’s own religious beliefs, it is hard not to feel a pricking of the eyes at this moment.
  


  
    Most narratives of despair and imprisonment contain a moment of transcendence, at which the castaway or prisoner is able to see himself as part of a larger creation and is able somehow not only to accept his fate but to bless his fellow creatures, even his persecutors. One thinks of the Ancient Mariner, who has violated the natural order by shooting the albatross, so bringing death on his shipmates, but is able finally to save himself when he blesses the sea snakes he sees writhe below the surface of the endless ocean. In God’s Underground, the account of a Rumanian pastor, Richard Wurmbrand, persecuted and imprisoned by the Communist government in the 1960s, contains a scene in which Wurmbrand, in the darkness of his torture and solitary confinement, stood up and danced because he remembered that the Psalms had commanded joy. More recently, Brian Keenan’s moving account of his imprisonment in Lebanon, An Evil Cradling, has a moment of grace when he imaginatively reaches out and extends his sympathy to those who have so wronged him. For a precursor, Defoe had Pilgrim’s Progress, written by Bunyan in Bedford jail.
  


  
    The reader need neither be a believer nor be convinced that Robinson Crusoe is a sincere believer to be moved by the ardour of his hope. The crux of the novel, and the reason that it seems to have a resonance for all of us despite the outlandish nature of its central situation, is that Crusoe’s total solitude and his intense hope for connection in this life or the next are in essence the conditions of every human being at nightfall.
  


  
    While the spiritual aspect of Robinson Crusoe gives it depth of field, the foreground story of practical survival gives it charm. The hero’s efforts to make himself clothes are clownish and have led to many famous depictions of a bearded man in animal-hide breeches with a goatskin umbrella. ‘For if I was a bad carpenter,’ Crusoe admits, ‘I was a worse tayler’ – where his italics provide the modest service of today’s inverted commas. Yet he never really ‘goes native’. He is always a northern European in his tropical world: practical, grounded and, with whatever spasms of despair, self-confident. He makes a grindstone for his hatchets by rigging up a pedal and a piece of rope to turn it; when out at sea in his improvised canoe he finds a ‘current like the sluice of a mill’. He never loses sight of European domestic invention as his yardstick and comparator. This rigour makes his efforts look ham-fisted, but makes the reader quietly proud of all the things we take for granted. The use of river energy to mill corn, for instance: how much more elegant and ‘green’ an invention could there be? And all of these things were newer 350 years ago, so more forcefully a source of pride to Crusoe.
  


  
    There is more than pride and practicality, however, in the way he cleaves to the standards of the world he has left. There is a battle going on in him to remain human, to maintain a distinction between himself and the animals, both domesticated and wild, that are the other inhabitants of the island. I think it is significant that Crusoe does not become vegetarian. To begin with, when meat is his only source of food, he has no choice; but once, in addition to the available fruit, he has established cereal crops for bread and a dairy operation that produces butter and cheese, meat becomes optional. The instinct of most people in his isolated situation, I think, would be to try to draw comfort, succour, fellow feeling from the other living creatures in the environment. This would mean trying to commune with them on their level, as Crusoe does to a limited extent with a feral cat, a parrot and a dog; but for most people it would mean one thing before all others: not killing one’s only source of companionship. Crusoe, however, sees no need to – as it were – get on all fours with nature. He is a man, the plaything perhaps of Providence, but a man for all that and a European man to boot. He has a higher consciousness than the beasts; he can carry in his memory not only the knowledge of what he did the day before, but of his entire life; furthermore he can carry a verbal memory of things done by others of his species – grinding, milling, planting, sowing, sewing – and by his cognitive power and the dexterity derived from opposable thumbs can make real belly-filling bread from little more than a half-understood idea. There is no need for him to crawl.
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    ‘I was a worse tayler’ – Robinson Crusoe depicted in animal hide (1719 edition)
  


  
    Crusoe has passed the test of his species. With whatever help he may have enlisted from his god, the genetic factors that made him human have continued to keep him separate from, and superior to, his fellow creatures. He is ready now to meet a man. He sees a footprint in the sand, and his response surprises him – or at least it surprises the older man who is recounting the story. He, like us, would have expected this to be ‘a raising me from death to life, and the greatest blessing that Heaven itself... could bestow; I say that I should now tremble at the very apprehensions of seeing a man, and was ready to sink into the ground at but the shadow, or silent appearance of a man’s having set his foot in the island.’
  


  
    Be careful what you wish for; and when it comes, Crusoe feels only fear and disorientation. Part of this is the natural colonist’s caution, without which Europe would never have conquered vast areas of the other continents; but part is the personal panic of a man institutionalised in his own solitude: he cannot face the thought of violence; but nor can he face the thought of friendship. After consulting his Bible for comfort, Crusoe goes about fortifying his dwelling, making it safe against intruders. The storytelling Crusoe is a little ashamed of the young castaway’s reaction; Crusoe is no hero to himself – though this is perhaps what makes him a hero to the reader.
  


  
    It emerges that people from a nearby island, or mainland for all he knows, are using Crusoe’s island as a destination for cannibalistic ritual. A captive is brought, killed and eaten, raising doubts in Crusoe’s mind about whether he should intervene – though his firepower would mean murder. It works out that he does not at first need to act, and he gives thanks that God has delivered him from ‘blood-guiltiness’. For a time Crusoe lives in fear, baking his bread in an improvised smokeless oven to give no sign of his presence. Eventually, he believes himself alone again. More than twenty-three years have passed since his shipwreck but he can’t stop thinking about how much money he could have made from his tobacco plantation and from slave-trading if he had stayed in Brazil. He continues to blame his ‘original sin’ of disobeying his father, though still, oddly, does not admit that it was only by disobeying him and going to sea that he put himself in the way of the riches he now misses. He also begins to form a plan: next time the ‘savages’ come with a prisoner, he will free the individual, make him his servant, then use his services as a pilot to steer his, by now, sturdy canoe to civilisation. The first problem is that he will need to kill the captors, and he feels uneasy about this, ‘tho’ it was for my deliverance’; the second is that his yearning for escape shows insufficient gratitude to the Providence that has given him a comfortable life within his reinforced stockade.
  


  
    Soon, Providence works to his advantage. A captive due to be eaten escapes his captors, two of whom pursue him. It occurs to Crusoe that if he can dispose of the two pursuers, the rest of the savages need never know what has happened to them and he can turn the surviving fugitive into his servant. Not a ‘friend’: a servant. And so it happens. One of the pursuers makes to fire his bow and arrow at Crusoe, so that his pre-emptive gunfire is justifiable as self-defence. The fugitive himself obligingly kills the other pursuer by borrowing Crusoe’s sword and lopping his head off at a single blow. The bad deed is done by the non-Christian Caribbean, and Crusoe’s conscience is clear.
  


  
    Crusoe clothes his man (‘Friday’, as we know, is the name he chooses for him) and gives him a hare-skin cap, ‘very convenient and fashionable enough’. He prevents him from eating the flesh of his former pursuers and soon finds him a very faithful servant, of almost filial devotion. He teaches him to speak English, and ‘I began to really love the creature; and on his side, I believe he lov’d me more than it was possible for him ever to love any thing before.’ Friday’s increasing education gives rise to one or two ticklish theological questions – such as why does the all-powerful God not kill the Devil – but Crusoe’s attitude to religion is nothing if not practical, and ‘I pretended not to hear him.’ The comedy of the Crusoe–Friday friendship is all the more effective for the fact that Crusoe never seems enraptured by the release from solitude that Friday has miraculously provided; he always sees him as servant and a means to an end.
  


  
    When Crusoe leaves his island after twenty-eight years, two months and nineteen days, he takes his goatskin cap, his parrot, his umbrella – and the coins he had rescued from the wreck. The ordeal he has endured is something he will put behind him – a nuisance in the continuing merchant life he now intends to resume. This is the measure of the man and his triumph. He has conquered wild animals, seen off cannibals and manipulated foreign sailors into starting a small and peaceful colony on his island. He has looked into the void of time and the emptiness of the human heart, and if he has occasionally blinked, it has not been long before he has resumed his level gaze. He has shown himself to be the master of all that Providence has set before him and has called on his unseen Maker as much as he needed him, but no more. He has prostrated himself before neither God nor beast. He has trusted to the acquired knowledge of his species, of his family and his nation.
  


  
    Crusoe’s rescue from the island comes after hectic complications involving Friday’s father, more cannibals, an English ship, a Spanish captain and a mutiny. It is a strange reflection on the nature of narrative that rather than seize on all this as relief, the reader feels wistful for the quieter sections when Crusoe was learning how to make a watertight ceramic pot for his goat broth. It is eloquent of the interest that Defoe packs into the inner life of his hero that the adventurous action seems an anticlimax by comparison. It may also be that this first great English novel thus signposted the way for future writers by showing that in the new form the inner life would always trump the outer.
  


  
    ‘A THOUGHTLESS, GIDDY YOUTH’
  


  
    TOM JONES
  


  
    ‘Good-hearted’ seems to be the word for Tom Jones, the hero of Henry Fielding’s 1747 novel. Fielding had the fortune, good or otherwise, to be writing at the same time as Samuel Richardson, and tidy-minded readers have tended to see them as two weathermen. On the one hand, Richardson is all Puritanical seriousness, and his books are massively extended homilies on the necessity of Christian virtue, particularly in the female of the species. Pamela and Clarissa both show young women under siege from lustful males and there is no doubt of Richardson’s didactic intent; indeed with Clarissa he revised the text extensively to make its moral clearer and to remove any possibility of the reader’s sympathising with Clarissa’s would-be seducer, Robert Lovelace. And against narrow, dried-up Richardson there is Fielding – rubicund, generous, clasping a pint of wine, blessed with a far more forgiving and realistic view of human virtue. He is the sort of beak that Bertie Wooster would want to be up in front of after Boat Race night; Richardson would put him behind bars, but Fielding would send him on his way with a ten-bob donation to a charity. Henry Fielding’s very name seems to breathe a sort of National Trust benevolence.
  


  
    Luckily for us, there is more to it than that. It’s true that Fielding wrote Joseph Andrews, which starts as a parody of Richardson’s Pamela. The main character is Pamela’s brother and is subject to similar attempts on his virtue. Fielding had put his finger on a weakness in Pamela: like many readers he was not convinced that Pamela’s ‘virtue’ was based entirely on religious scruples; it seemed to have an element of calculation about it, since a young servant woman knows the price at which to sell her most valuable possession; and Pamela eventually succeeds in persuading her pursuer into marriage. Fielding was also the author of Shamela, an even more ribald satire of Richardson’s book. However, Fielding admired Clarissa and had no doubt that its psychological insight had taken the novel into territory that few other writers would ever reach. And, as we shall see (in the discussion of Clarissa’s Robert Lovelace), Richardson’s writing could be lively, allusive, witty, seductive – and flexible enough to go deeper into human motivation than Fielding’s.
  


  
    I pretended to have read Tom Jones at the age of seventeen and it was quite easy to write a convincing schoolboy essay, because the colours (so far as I had glimpsed them through a couple of critical essays) seemed bright and primary. I did finally read it at university, where my college had been founded by Puritans so Richardsonian that they had built the chapel on a north–south axis to avoid any taint of symbolism (the Son rising above the altar in the east). And at the age of nineteen I found Tom Jones to be everything I had confidently called it in my entrance exam. Tom was the sort of hero a student could identify with. He starts with the disadvantage of being a foundling; he is misunderstood and not particularly devoted to his studies; he is vigorous, lustful and impulsively good-hearted – that word already. Of course the ‘morality’ that governed him was more flexible than the ecclesiastical dogma that brought Clarissa to an early death. It was fine by me that Tom should have an affair with Lady Bellaston in London and live off her bounty while trying to find his true love, Sophia Western. Lady B was ‘Establishment’ and rich, while Tom was an adventurer – and the lords of misrule are entitled to exploit the stewards of the house, just as the have-nots are always to be backed against the haves. It was terrific that his teachers, Thwackum and Square, one religious and one philosophical, should both be revealed to be scheming hypocrites. Ah, the stuffy older generation of pedagogues with their black gowns and chalk dust! Fielding knew as well as I did that they were in denial of life and lust. I loved the fact that promiscuous Tom was so modern in his free-love outlook and that he befriended people not for ‘who’ they were – worthy, respectable – but ‘what’ they were: basically good and basically good fun. Oh yes, Tom Jones – now that I had finally read his story – Tom Jones, c’était moi.
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    Our first sighting of Tom Jones, the foundling (1749 edition)
  


  
    I was looking forward to encountering Tom again, and through him perhaps a younger self; when I reopened the book I half-expected an aroma of Double Diamond and Number 6 to rise from its long-closed pages. The first person you meet, however, is not Tom, but Henry Fielding; and he is to be an ever-present guide through the adventures that lie ahead; Chapter 7 has the subtitle ‘Containing such grave matter, that the reader cannot laugh once through the whole chapter, unless peradventure he should laugh at the author’; I had forgotten quite how large he loomed. Yet there is confidence in Fielding’s narrative; without too much detail, he has what Henry James would call ‘solidity of specification’ in his descriptions of Squire Allworthy’s Somerset house, where Tom will spend his childhood. Some of the character names have a Jonsonian flag attached to them – decent Allworthy; Thwackum, the flogger – but they are filled in with defter touches. The jocular voice of the author, meanwhile, which will be with us for 912 pages in the Vintage Classics edition, carries an interesting edge of the experimental as it reminds us, by its constant presence, that this is a new form, unsettled as yet. Richardson absents himself completely from his novels by simply printing (and he was a professional printer) letters between the protagonists; Fielding, in utter contrast, mingles with his creations, puts an avuncular arm about their shoulders; you sometimes wonder whether Tom could get out of bed without the author there to rouse him. Either method is workable in the user-friendly, demotic form that the novel turned out to be, and many others would be discovered. It is easy to forget how rapidly the early practitioners of the novel – most famously Laurence Sterne in Tristram Shandy –tookitto pieces or ‘deconstructed’ it, like children with a fascinating new mechanical toy; so that not the smallest part of Jane Austen’s achievement, when the British novel had been alive for about a hundred years, was to establish a pattern of absentee narration through different character viewpoints that others could use as a template.
  


  
    Fielding, meanwhile, gives the engaging sense that he is seeing what he can do with the new form, as well as making up the story as he goes along. The bluff, Johnsonian nature of his evident beliefs, the longish classical sentences and copious Latin quotation should not deflect us from the adventurous nature of his construction – nor from the quite revolutionary concept of goodness as something separate from religious doctrine that lies at the heart of his book. Fielding’s idea of ‘goodness’ is still Christian, but it is looser than Richardson’s more pious idea of ‘virtue’. So when Tom is finally introduced in Book III Chapter 2, it is like this: ‘We are obliged to bring our Heroe on the Stage in a much more disadvantageous Manner than we could wish; and to declare... that it was the universal Opinion of all Mr. Allworthy’s Family, that he was certainly born to be hanged.’ He spends much of his time stealing apples and poaching game to give to Black George, a gamekeeper on Allworthy’s estate. ‘He was indeed a thoughtless, giddy youth, with little sobriety in his manners, and less in his countenance’.
  


  
    Tom is viewed unfavourably in comparison with Blifil, the son of Bridget Allworthy, the squire’s sister. Blifil, the companion of Tom’s youth, is also the favourite of his mother, who reproves her brother for his kindness towards the foundling, Tom. However, as Tom grows older and ‘gave tokens of the gallantry of temper which greatly recommends men to women’, Bridget Allworthy is won round and begins to favour Tom over Blifil; and her change of heart is much more significant than the reader can know at this stage.
  


  
    Allworthy’s neighbour, Squire Western, has a daughter called Sophia, the heroine of Tom Jones and one of the most successful characters Fielding created – a credibly unsophisticated country girl of good family, red-blooded, flirtatious but with a fine intelligence and a proper – though not mercenary – sense of her own worth. The excellent Sophia Western is Fielding’s conclusive riposte to Richardson’s Pamela Andrews. And what’s more, ‘she honoured Tom Jones and scorned Master Blifil almost as soon as she knew the meaning of those two words’. Tom, however, is not quite ready for Sophia, but is sowing some wild oats with Black George’s willing daughter. Luckily a riding accident gives him a chance to be gallant towards Sophia; the citadel of his heart soon falls ‘and the god of love marched in, triumphant’.
  


  
    Fielding’s interest in what he called ‘imperfect heroes’ gives Tom Jones its distinctive character and also caused a scandal when the book was published. The reading public still expected novels to be edifying in a religious sense and found Fielding’s flexible, humanistic scheme of right and wrong to be shocking. The outrage was a gratifying measure of the power the new form seemed to have. I don’t think I have ever read a social history in which the historian did not say that one of the defining aspects of his period was the ‘emergence of a new and powerful middle class’; but in the era of Richardson and Fielding this really does seem to have been the case. Rising literacy among a mercantile class swollen by empire trade and serviced by a vigorous bookselling industry meant that novels might reach an audience untouched by poetry, history or sermons. The novel was, from the start, a popular and middle-class art form. The masses who could not read relied on Bible lessons in church or some oral folk traditions for literary entertainment: literature and ‘improvement’ were, for most people, indivisible; so the thought that a new form might not only lack an orthodox didactic position but might also have the power to reach tens of thousands of readers was alarming – though presumably thrilling to the writer.
  


  
    I think it is really in this context that the character of Tom Jones has to be seen. In this book, I talk about fictional characters as though they were real people; the focus is deliberately narrow and psychological. There is a polemical aspect to the way I have tried to rehabilitate the simple idea of creating character from nothing – a sort of magic, and the gift that the novelist is selling to the public. I do recognise, however, that there are other ways of writing about novels; and in the case of Tom Jones, I think that trying to put the book in a literary–historical context is likely to be more rewarding than shining a tightly focussed beam on to the psychological make-up of its hero – for the simple reason that while Tom Jones the book is significant, there is not that much to Tom Jones the man.
  


  
    Fielding successfully creates a sense of jeopardy around him, a real possibility that the grown-ups of the Allworthy and Western households will conspire to make Sophia marry the sneaking, hypocritical Blifil. Tension derives from whether Sophia can resist them. Tom has a further and more insidious enemy: himself. When Allworthy recovers from what appeared to have been a life-threatening illness, Tom is so overjoyed that he becomes drunk. This is misrepresented to Allworthy by Blifil as Tom showing loutish indifference to his benefactor’s health, and Allworthy sadly banishes Tom, telling him to leave the country. Tom decides to go to sea, and makes for Bristol.
  


  
    On his way, he is detained in an inn, at Upton, where he misbehaves with a Mrs Waters. Sophia, as luck would have it, passes by the same inn on her way to London to escape from her father’s insistence that she marry Blifil. She discovers Tom’s dalliance, and at this point we see that Tom’s inability to keep his trousers on may be more damaging than all the wiles of age and money ranged against him. The reader, too, is detained at the inn at Upton – for almost 200 pages of only modestly entertaining incident. If there is a longer pub scene in English literature, I haven’t read it, and if I ever come across one, I may have to plead a headache.
  


  
    The sexual impulsiveness of Tom, which seemed so anarchic and so right to me at the age of nineteen, seemed a little trying this time round. Soon (by the standards of this leisurely narrative) he is in bed with Lady Bellaston, a prowling society cougar in London. And poor Sophia will discover this as well. Much though one likes and admires her, one does slightly wonder at what point her devotion to Tom and her belief in him might begin to waver.
  


  
    Tom Jones, however, does work as a hero because, with whatever reservations, we do identify with him. He fights the adversity of his illegitimate birth and the false witness brought against him by Blifil. He is our representative in the story, as heroes are, and he flatters us by being better with the duellist’s sword than we might be and more attractive to the opposite sex than we would dare believe ourselves. The way he treats people less well off than himself shows that he has intuitive, if not intellectual, access to a well-grounded value system; even strangers hail him as a ‘gentleman’.
  


  
    It is the ‘intuitive’ aspect that is limiting. While it’s true to say that the morality that guides him is a sophisticated one, arguably more so than the religiously based precepts by which Richardson’s heroines live because it is to some extent improvised and draws on Fielding’s wider philosophical reading, Tom’s understanding of it seems almost entirely instinctive. He is not a thinker; compared even to the practical trader Robinson Crusoe, Tom Jones seems to have no intellectual life. Such conflicts as arise in his existence are not solved by him. It is not only that he does not have the brain to outwit his enemies, he seems also to lack the moral courage to make any sort of self-sacrifice: of restraint, or chastity, for instance. He is always generous after the event, but seldom self-aware enough to be generous – or anything else – before it.
  


  
    Misfortunes accumulate towards the end of the book. Tom appears stuck with the scheming Lady Bellaston, who has it in her power to ruin him. Later, at the nadir, he finds himself in prison, having fought an illegal duel with a man called Fitzpatrick. While there, he learns from Partridge, the Latin-prone teacher who has been his Sancho Panza on the road, that the Mrs Waters he slept with in the inn at Upton is none other than Jenny Jones, the village girl from Somerset who is Tom’s... mother.
  


  
    He badly needs help, but can he help himself? Not once. Tom is extricated from the Lady Bellaston tangle by a friend called Nightingale, who suggests he propose marriage to her in order to scare her away. This works. Mrs Waters, his pub amour, gets him out of prison by telling Squire Allworthy that Mr Fitzpatrick did not die as a result of the duel, and furthermore now admits to having started it. Mrs Waters then tells Allworthy that a lawyer, acting on behalf of an unnamed gentleman, tried to persuade her to conspire against Tom. Allworthy guesses that the unnamed gentleman is Blifil and decides never to speak to him again. Next, Mrs Waters reveals that Tom’s mother was not herself, née Jenny Jones, but none other than Bridget Allworthy, the squire’s sister. Help then comes from a most unlikely quarter – Mr Square, Tom’s old tutor and tormentor, who writes to Allworthy to say that in fact Tom behaved honourably during the squire’s illness and became drunk only in relief at Allworthy’s recovery. The next good fairy is Tom’s London landlady, Mrs Miller, who explains to Sophia the reasons for Tom’s proposal to Lady Bellaston. And the final manumission is provided by the sorely tried Sophia, who grants Tom her loving forgiveness.
  


  
    It is a triumph for Fielding’s plotting – and he playfully points us to all the clues about Tom’s parentage we have overlooked – but less so for Tom’s character. It says something for the fecklessness of this ‘thoughtless, giddy youth’ that he needs not one but five other characters – Nightingale, Mrs Waters, Mr Square, Mrs Miller and Sophia – to swoop like dei ex machinis and free him from the troubles he has brought on his own head. Tom’s inability to help himself does not seem to me to threaten Fielding’s moral scheme, but it diminishes him as a character. First, we are inclined to think less of someone who relies so much on providence and on the kindness and enterprise of others to supply what he lacks. More importantly, though, Tom’s passivity makes him much less interesting as a fictional character because he has no internal struggles; there is no sense of conflict or growth. He is a jolly cork upon a choppy sea, and not much more.
  


  
    Some readers think that a hypothetical Tom Jones today, in middle age, would be active in public life, bringing light to bear on social issues. They may be right; but I have an unwelcome feeling that Tom at fifty would be a red-faced Somerset squire, given to referring to Sophia as ‘the management’; that she would glance at him with tolerant indulgence when he made nudging reference, yet again, to his ‘adventures on the road’; and that she would look out over the Mendips a little wistfully, wondering about the wisdom of her youthful ardour.
  


  
    ‘THE LITTLE MINX’
  


  
    BECKY SHARP
  


  
    Jane Eyre is a heroine; Becky Sharp, the main character of Thackeray’s Vanity Fair (1847–8), is a hero. No one seems to question the distinction: it’s obvious. Rather harder is to say quite why. In the end, I think, it’s a question of independence. Jane Eyre is a resilient woman, of higher moral calibre than Becky Sharp, but her happiness, and her psychological ‘completion’, seem to depend on her securing the love and companionship of another, Mr Rochester. All her battles from the orphanage onwards, with whatever doughty and feminist intelligence they are fought, are presented as leading to this one end. Becky can’t be a heroine because she is not a ‘good’ enough person; while Jane Eyre’s fine qualities see her through against the world, Becky is too much of that world. Her resourcefulness and skill at dealing with it, however, qualify her first for our interest, then for our backing and finally for something like heroic status.
  


  
    A hero may well have a lover; the chase and the affair give opportunities for displaying qualities of romance and constancy. Ultimately, though, a hero can be disappointed or defeated in love and it will not matter, because pairing off is not the goal or completion of the heroic trajectory. The hero imprints his or her qualities on society, and by doing so overcomes false or smothering social restrictions. Crusoe’s project is to retain the world of European ‘civilisation’ in his head while marooned for twenty-eight years. Does he even have a wife? He does, actually; he marries on his return to England, but she quickly dies before his next voyage. Tom Jones’s task is to embody his author’s philosophical ideas of a moral scheme more flexible than that embodied in the teaching of the Church. Tom will do battle with the social structures of both countryside and town and will triumph over them by his individual qualities. If Sophia had eventually tired of his sexual incontinence and married someone else, it would not have been fatal to Tom’s role as heroic individual contra mundum. Marriage, or ‘success’ in love, is the prerequisite of the heroine; for the hero it is an optional extra.
  


  
    While she has an undoubted fascination for men, Becky Sharp is magnificently indifferent to them. The thought of ‘settling down’ or ‘finding the right man’ would be risible to her, though from childhood she enjoys male company. She marries Rawdon Crawley because he is an affable, though temporary, associate in the business of her life: getting on in high society without working. He is no more, Thackeray says bluntly, than her ‘upper servant and maitre d’hotel’. Men, sex and marriage constitute an important, but by no means dominant, element of the lifelong survival game that Becky plays. Thackeray never suggests that Becky’s emotional life is such that it would influence her worldly actions. Most women in fiction cling at some stage to their feelings for a man as a fixed point or priority; it is at least one known star by which to steer. Becky never reaches such a stage of surrender, and would regard it as a weakness to admit that her progress in life had become dependent on something as unmarketable as ‘feelings’.
  


  
    This is a radical conception of female character in the mid-Victorian period and it is what gives Becky her enduring interest. Like Tom Jones, she has disreputable beginnings; she is the daughter of a French chorus girl and an alcoholic drawing master who abuses his wife and daughter. But from the first moment we see her, she is on the make, not inclined to ‘rehabilitate’ the memory of parents and to prove that ‘society’ disdain for them is snobbish or unkind, but to make a path for herself despite her disadvantages. Becky’s world is all about her; and her challenge is to keep the faith with her own egotistical drive in a social world that is more venal, corrupt and smothering than anything portrayed in Fielding’s London. Thackeray’s London is literally pre-Victorian, belonging to the Regency period in which the story is set, but also, through the biblical reference of the title and the generic names such as Lady Bareacres, purporting to be timeless.
  


  
    Becky begins what Thackeray aptly calls her ‘campaign’ in the company of the pleasant but silly Amelia Sedley. Becky is pale, slight and sandy-haired, but with enormous eyes that seem to fascinate men – including Amelia’s fat, shy and absurd brother Joseph, or Jos, who is an Indian colonial administrator (the Collector, indeed, of Boggley Wollah), on home leave chez Sedley, where Becky temporarily lodges. Becky at once wins Jos’s affections and has high hopes of coaxing a proposal from him; but Jos is at first too drunk to propose and is then teased about his feelings by George Osborne, a young dragoon with terrific side whiskers, who becomes Becky’s next potential prey. She sees George admiring himself in the mirror and does not feel disappointed at his vanity but pleased that she has already got his measure. The drawback is that George is the object of Amelia’s uncritical devotion, and they are expected to marry – though for Becky this is not a serious problem: she would think little of pushing Amelia to one side if she wanted George, but for the time being she wants to see if she could do better. She has self-belief, this penniless girl.
  


  
    Becky finds a post as governess to a family called Crawley, whose head, Sir Pitt, is MP for a Hampshire rotten borough. Sir Pitt is so rough in his manners that Becky mistakes him for the footman when he takes her luggage inside, but in her bedroom she sees a picture of his sons, ‘one in a college gown, the other [Rawdon] in a red jacket like a solider. When she went to sleep, Rebecca chose that one to dream about.’ Here is a young woman so focussed on self-betterment that she can control her unconscious mind and perhaps even sow in it, while sleeping, the seeds of love – or something that will pass for it. At this stage of the book, which was published serially, Thackeray is clearly enjoying himself with Becky. He is trying to shock the reader, a little, and to nudge us into disapproval. Of course, the high spirits of the narrative are such that every tut-tut from Thackeray – ‘the little minx’ – just draws us a little closer to her. We are novel-readers, not Stoic philosophers, and we already know which character holds the key to our amusement.
  


  
    Soon Becky, Crawley’s favourite, is behaving like the mistress of the house, though being careful not to offend the old retainers, because ‘though young in years, our heroine was old in life and experience, and we have written to no purpose if [our readers] have not discovered that she was a very clever woman’. It is interesting that Thackeray is ready to grant the title of ‘heroine’ to Becky, since he has curtly denied it to the more morally upright Amelia (‘As she was not a heroine, there was no need to describe her person’). In Thackeray’s mind the word appears to signify ‘main protagonist’, and he has used the feminine form for Becky because in the idiom of the day, which had not yet been overhauled on gender lines, it would have been a solecism to use the masculine. When he called Vanity Fair in its subtitle ‘a novel without a hero’, he meant to indicate, I think, that none of the male characters fulfilled the heroic role, viz. coming from a disadvantaged beginning; giving a point of identification, however flattering, to the reader; being equipped with at least one quality to admire; overcoming obstacles set before him, often unfairly; imprinting personal values on a hostile social world and vindicating a liberal–individual morality against agreed norms. Dobbin, the worthy soldier who is Amelia’s lifelong admirer, is a candidate for hero; he has qualities of honesty and faithfulness that the other men lack, but moral qualities are, oddly enough, beginning to seem the one dispensable aspect of the fictional hero as he evolves. As his name suggests, Dobbin is a bit of a carthorse, and not one who will kick over the traces.
  


  
    Becky uses her experience; she gathers more cards to her hand, but is canny about playing them. Back in London, she meets George Osborne again and is able to condescend to him, pulling his leg about his recently rich family. Osborne père is a hard-faced financier who was given an early break by Amelia’s father, a stockbroker, but in his new wealth is unwilling to repay any kindness to the now struggling Mr Sedley.
  


  
    Becky Sharp’s real problem lies not in her intelligence, education, beauty or cunning – on all of which she scores highly – but in the lack of liquidity in capital markets. It was simply very difficult for a clever middle-class girl with no money to acquire enough of it to live well. In the years between 1980 and 2008, by contrast, Becky might have found a job in finance and would have proved a cool-headed judge of deals and markets. But women did not do that in Regency London. And while Lord Steyne, a persistent admirer, has accumulated huge riches through gambling, even winning his title at the table, and while Osborne senior has chiselled out his speculative profits while turning his back on old Sedley, there is little to suggest in Vanity Fair – or from bankers such as Dickens’s Merdle in Little Dorrit or Melmotte in Trollope’s The Way We Live Now – that, outside straightforward usury, there were quick and easy profits to be made in finance. There were bubbles, crazes and flotations, but they were risky. Markets were not international, there were few open exchanges and no price differentials to arbitrage, while derivatives and other lucrative trading options existed only as wagers struck between individuals after dinner – not as billion-dollar leveraged bets with multiple interlocking parts. Had Becky and Rawdon lived at some time in the last thirty years, Rawdon could conceivably have found himself a position in finance. He is an unflappable and not entirely straight gambler; he would seem to have the qualifications to work on the proprietary desk of an investment bank.
  


  
    As it is, Becky is debarred by convention from working and has enough scruple, we think, not merely to sell her body for cash. Whether she actually sleeps with Lord Steyne in order to keep his flow of expensive presents coming her way, we do not know – because Thackeray tells us he does not know either. Acquiring straight cash by marriage into the Crawley family is made difficult, as so often in Victorian law and fiction, by a disputed will. Becky’s access to money is therefore sporadic, and securing it is the main occupation of her life.
  


  
    Her best opportunity seems to lie in war profiteering. The regiment is despatched to Brussels on the eve of the Battle of Waterloo, and Thackeray’s relish for the ‘campaign’ is evident – both for the fighting itself and for the personal struggle of Becky, who is ‘seen in the prettiest and tightest of riding habits, mounted on a beautiful little Arab... by the side of the gallant General Tufto’. The Brussels scenes are to the majority of readers the most successful in the book. Thackeray’s social message that ‘all is vanity’ can elsewhere appear narrow and monotonous, while his authorial mockery of his characters often prevents them acquiring depth and shadow. His comprehensive itemisation of all their small vanities becomes stifling because it leaves no room in the narrative for readers to flex their own judgements. In war, however, this is not the case. The pre-battle finery and parties – fashion and champagne in the face of death – make a natural target for the theme of vanity, and the coming slaughter gives an unprecedented sense of urgency. For the first time, the vain George Osborne (by now half-heartedly married to Amelia), the simple spiv Rawdon Crawley, the fat coward Jos Sedley and the glitteringly opportunistic Becky Sharp seem to have real flesh on their wooden puppet bones; for the first time in the novel our emotions are engaged with them. After a dissolute evening, George’s guilt-stricken farewell to Amelia, when he goes softly into her bedroom on the night before battle, provides one of those fictional moments when time seems to stop, as the whole plan of human life, and all its pitiful connections, are laid bare.
  


  
    Becky prepares her husband Rawdon for battle, having kept George Osborne’s approaches at arm’s length, without completely discouraging him; she books her escape from Brussels, should it be necessary, by reheating Jos Sedley’s interest in her. ‘“If the worst comes to the worst,” Becky thought, “my retreat is secure; and I have a right-hand seat in the barouche.”’ These editorial stings no longer seem arch or perfunctory, but sink home with a bite as deep and damaging as Jane Austen’s. In the event, Becky is able to sell her horses to Jos Sedley for a sum so great that she calculates that, with her widow’s pension and the sale of Rawdon’s effects, she will have enough to live on for the rest of her life. Unfortunately for Becky, it is not her husband who is killed in battle, but Amelia’s, George Osborne, ‘who was lying on his face, dead, with a bullet through his heart’.
  


  
    Becky and Rawdon move to Paris where they are able to live for a year on the money Becky was paid by Jos for her horses. This is the high point of their life. Few Parisians seem to understand that Becky is an upstart – or to care. For Rawdon, there is plentiful gaming and ‘his luck was good’. Back in Mayfair, they have a house in Curzon Street, and in a chapter called ‘How to live well on Nothing a Year’, Thackeray hints that ‘some foul play must have taken place in order to account for the continued success of Colonel Crawley’ at the gaming tables. Becky has a child, young Rawdon, and is a shockingly indifferent mother to him. Using charm and a simple Ponzi scheme, Becky is able to parlay Rawdon’s £1,500 army cash into ten times that amount. London society, or at least a louche section of it, agrees that ‘if the husband was rather stupid, the wife was charming’.
  


  
    The narrative interest of Vanity Fair derives from the fact that by the halfway point it is clear that with all her considerable skills, Becky is not going to pull off a definitive coup. The financial and social restrictions of the world are too great even for such an adventuress, and her story then becomes one of endurance and variation. While she is the most conniving hero in Victorian literature, Becky retains an odd kind of innocence. When she stays at her in-laws’ house in Hampshire she thinks she could be quite happy as a country gentleman’s wife, counting the apricots on the wall, dishing out soup to the poor and dressing in the fashions ‘of the year before last’ – if only she had £5,000 a year. It is that simple lack that ‘made the difference between her and an honest woman’, Thackeray suggests. ‘And who knows but Rebecca was right in her speculations?’
  


  
    The other path to contentment – the following of the heart’s affections – is not one that Becky ever contemplates. She seems to have no deep feelings. While she is fond enough of Rawdon as a business partner and ‘upper servant’, she does not love him. She dislikes her son. She views Amelia with sentimental compassion mingled with contempt. She sees the shallows of George Osborne from the first day. She enjoys the flattery, and perhaps even the company, of Lord Steyne, but there is no suggestion that she actually likes him. This emotional froideur seems psychologically plausible in someone who has undergone the childhood experiences that Becky has – abused, poor and ill-treated. Affection – and love even more so – need a basis of trust from which to proceed, and nothing in Becky’s life up to the point at which the book opens has given her reason to trust anyone. However, what makes Becky fascinating is not the plausibility of environmental influence, but Thackeray’s stronger suggestion that this is the way she is naturally made: a clever and attractive woman who cannot be won. This seems almost as thrilling a conception of character now as it must have seemed shocking then.
  


  
    For Becky, though, it means not just independence, but discontent and a sort of bearable isolation. She comforts herself with trivialities – with the thought that her sister-in-law is the daughter of an earl, that she is a figure in London society and married to a colonel, himself the brother of a baronet; and all this is much better than the scrounging life she had as the child of a drunken father when she was sent to wheedle sugar and tea on tick from the grocer. Or at least it would be better, if only she had a private income. She tries unsuccessfully to extract money from her brother-in-law and finally resorts to ‘looking after’ the handsome legacy left to a servant.
  


  
    The sticking point with Becky – the point at which many readers have parted company with her – is her dislike of her son, little Rawdon. She has no maternal feeling. She ignores him or bullies him, and is scornful of his father’s fondness. She makes him eat in the kitchen or with the servants and despatches him to boarding school as soon as possible. Once, on ‘seeing that tenderness was the fashion’, she kisses the boy in public, only for him to point out, loudly, that she never does so at home. Rawdon the father, meanwhile, is a Samson shorn of strength, dependent on the wiles of his Delilah to extract money from the men she flirts with, while he, once a handsome dragoon, becomes an occasional billiard-table hustler and card sharp. When he finds himself detained by a creditor, under a sort of civilian arrest, Becky makes no hurry to bail him out. Freed eventually by his sister-in-law, Rawdon returns home to find Becky canoodling with Lord Steyne. She pleads her innocence, but Rawdon has seen enough and Steyne angrily questions what ‘innocence’ has allowed her to keep her husband on the fruits of the presents he, Steyne, has given her. Rawdon finds a banknote for £1,000 in Becky’s purse and in the view of the world she is now ‘a wicked woman, a heartless mother and a false wife’.
  


  
    This is the end of Becky’s hope of living respectably on nothing. From now on she becomes an exile, a drifter and a person of clearly disreputable character. Thackeray’s way of portraying her becomes unstable, veering between his previously playful and half-approving stance and something more distancing. His narrative interest, meanwhile, shifts to the long-standing love of Dobbin for Amelia, and it is here that he provides the great emotional moment of his novel. Amelia is unable to see the value of the faithful Dobbin because she is still fixated on the memory of the self-seeking George. Thackeray, like Tolstoy, allows us to revisit characters after the passage of years and to see them subtly, and sadly, changed. Amelia, who was at first all sweetness by comparison with Becky, has suffered widowhood, poverty and the agony of seeing her beloved son brought up by the Osbornes, who were so ruthless towards her father, because she herself has no money. But Thackeray has worse in store for her. When Dobbin comes back and declares his love for her after so many hopeless years, she turns him down; and Thackeray lets us see how shallow and unworthy of Dobbin’s long devotion Amelia has become.
  


  
    Dobbin, for so long the doormat, rises to the occasion in a magnificent speech, which ends, ‘I withdraw. I find no fault with you. You are very good-natured, and have done your best; but you couldn’t – you couldn’t reach up to the height of the attachment which I bore you, and which a loftier soul than yours might have been proud to share. Good-bye, Amelia! I have watched your struggle. Let it end. We are both weary of it.’ This is one of the great speeches of Victorian fiction, and it is the entirely characteristic good manners and generosity of the majority that makes the dagger thrust – ‘a loftier soul than yours’ – so unbearably conclusive.
  


  
    The novel’s narrative coup is then to recall Becky and have her disclose to Amelia, for no selfish reason, that George asked her to run away with him on the night before Waterloo. With the icon of George now shattered, Amelia can recall Dobbin. But Dobbin and we know that Amelia, after all this time, is barely worth having. This is the Tolstoyan moment of the novel, and a great one – though it is not enough, despite what some critics have urged, to elevate Vanity Fair as a whole to the level of War and Peace, in the course of which Natasha, Prince Andrei, and Sonya, in particular, offer many more, and more penetrating, examples of how the passage of time can reveal a different aspect of a human personality; how that disclosure can alter our opinion of the character in question; and how that change casts a long mocking shadow on all the years that have gone before.
  


  
    The further irony of Becky’s intervention is that it turns out that Amelia has already written to Dobbin to summon him back – so Becky’s one selfless act turns out to have been irrelevant. She herself has come full circle and fastens on to the very first man she fascinated: Amelia’s capon of a brother, Jos. They live together in France, and when Jos dies mysteriously in Aix-en-Provence, Becky – or Lady Crawley, as she styles herself – is the beneficiary of the life insurance policy. She can at last live if not well, at least comfortably. Whether Becky is responsible for Jos’s death is not something we feel we need to know; though Dobbin sends back his and Amelia’s share of the insurance money and never speaks to Becky again.
  


  
    The interest of Becky Sharp lies in the fact that she is a hero with no morally good qualities. She fulfils all the narrative requirements of the hero, but Thackeray has jettisoned the idea that such a person must be ‘good’. The strange thing is, that it seems to work. Function trumps goodness. The novel is a user-friendly machine.
  


  
    ‘SWEETER FOR MY PRESENCE’
  


  
    SHERLOCK HOLMES
  


  
    Sherlock Holmes reinvigorated the idea of what a fictional hero could be. Despite the realism problem that Thackeray, Trollope and other mid-century novelists had experienced – the improbable idea that the main character should be ‘heroic’ rather than just interesting – Conan Doyle created a hero who was morally good and exceptionally gifted, but also fascinating and believable. Significantly, however, he did so outside the mainstream novel and in what had not yet developed as such but would shortly become a genre of its own: the crime story.
  


  
    So saturated were the bookshops by the end of the twentieth century with sleuths and detectives of all kinds – drunk, ‘hard-boiled’, depressed, divorced and so on – that it’s hard to remember that there were none of any significance before Sherlock Holmes at the end of the nineteenth century. There were detectives of a kind in Bleak House and The Moonstone, but Holmes’s only real antecedent was Edgar Allan Poe’s C. Auguste Dupin, the main character of ‘The Murders in the Rue Morgue’ (1841), which established many features of the genre: the ‘eccentric’ amateur detective, the less brilliant friend as narrator, the plodding police and the final dramatic revelation to the gathered cast; it was also a ‘locked-room mystery’ of the kind Conan Doyle and later Agatha Christie viewed as a supreme test of plotting. Unfortunately, ‘The Murders in the Rue Morgue’ was, as a story, little short of idiotic: it was not the butler but an orang-utan that did it.
  


  
    The glory of Holmes is that Conan Doyle took story-making seriously, and his plots are generally in that agreeable borderland between hokum and believability. They usually have two or three neatly interlocking turns or twists; they generally play fair with the reader by making important evidence available – though sometimes we have not seen Holmes discover vital facts. Most important of all is the character of Holmes himself. His powers of deduction are freakish and sometimes used by him as a circus trick to entertain or impress; his enemies consider his gifts ‘devilish’, and they do seem to border on the supernatural. Holmes draws on areas of darkness: cocaine, melancholy, dismal violin scraping. He is a city man, and, unlike Watson, immune to the attractions of the country air or the bracing seaside. In ‘The Resident Patient’, Watson says of a hot August in London, ‘I yearned for the glades of the New Forest or the shingle of Southsea’, but ‘neither the country nor the sea presented the slightest attraction to [Holmes]. He loved to lie in the very centre of five millions of people, with his filaments stretching out and running through them, responsive to every little rumour or suspicion of unsolved crime.’ He is unorthodox, operating outside the official police framework, though on cordial terms with it. He has no softer feelings, it seems, except on a handful of occasions when he betrays a fondness for Watson after having exposed him to unnecessary risk. He has never loved a woman – and not, it is suggested, because he is ‘not that way inclined’, but because all his processes are rational or intellectual. In Holmes’s oddly unscientific idea of what a mind is (an attic with very limited storage space: be careful what you put in it) there is simply no room for emotion. He admires Irene Adler in ‘A Scandal in Bohemia’, but ‘it was not that he felt any emotion akin to love for [her]... He never spoke of the softer passions, save with a gibe and a sneer.’
  


  
    It was acute of Conan Doyle to reckon that Holmes needed this much darkness to make his heroic qualities attractive. We never find him sentimental, or too good, though perhaps we should. He tells Watson in ‘The Final Problem’: ‘The air of London is the sweeter for my presence. In over a thousand cases I am not aware that I have ever used my powers on the wrong side.’ He is brave, unselfish, honourable and frugal in his tastes; he has little interest in revenge or in enabling the retribution of law against even the worst criminals; he prefers to let them take their chances with the police. He declines knighthoods and honours, yet will turn his mind to helping the government of the day on patriotic grounds. When we finally leave him he is keeping bees on the Sussex Downs while advising his country as the Great War approaches.
  


  
    Even the terrain in which Holmes operates is generally dark. London, we are told in the opening pages of the first story, A Study in Scarlet, isa ‘great cesspool into which all the loungers and idlers of the Empire are irresistibly drained’; Holmes is given to ‘long walks, which appeared to take him into the lowest portions of the city’. The stories are journalistically a very good snapshot of their time, in a way that Conan Doyle may himself not have appreciated. What they show is what Watson announces at the start: the meeting of Empire and Home – of Peshawar and Purley; of New South Wales and Wandsworth Common; of Tanganyika and Tooting.6 The wistaria-covered suburban villas disclose people who have died the most terrible deaths, their skulls smashed in and their faces frequently frozen in rictuses of such horror that others can’t bear to look at them. Yet the passions that lie behind such violence have seldom been fomented in Epsom or Redhill; they owe their fire to a rivalry in the Veld, treachery in the Bush or adultery in the Punjab. The brilliance of Conan Doyle’s conception was to see what drama lurked behind laburnum borders and rhododendron avenues when the mind filled in the gaps with palms and fever trees. There is a wistfulness in Watson (discharged wounded from the British Army Medical Corps in the second Afghan War), in the athletic Holmes – expert in unarmed combat and a traveller as far as Odessa on the Black Sea and Trincomalee in Ceylon – and perhaps in the rugby-playing medic Conan Doyle himself, for a virile empire that is starting to contract. The desperate deeds of men as they return from gold mines and tea plantations, from big-game hunting and East India trading, are granted a small indulgence: murder and violence are always wrong, but empire builders have lived an extraordinary existence, risking their one short life on foreign venture, far from domestic comfort and often to the economic advantage of their fellow countrymen at home; resettlement is always difficult, and a degree of understanding is extended even to the most hot-headed or vengeful. The poem that might provide the background music to all the Sherlock Holmes stories is Kipling’s ‘Recessional’, written for the Diamond Jubilee of 1897:
  


  
    
      God of our fathers, known of old—
    


    
      Lord of our far-flung battle line
    


    
      Beneath whose awful hand we hold
    


    
      Dominion over palm and pine—
    


    
      Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
    


    
      Lest we forget – lest we forget!
    


    
      The tumult and the shouting dies;
    


    
      The captains and the kings depart:
    


    
      Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,
    


    
      An humble and a contrite heart.
    


    
      Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
    


    
      Lest we forget – lest we forget!
    


    
      Far-called, our navies melt away;
    


    
      On dune and headland sinks the fire:
    


    
      Lo, all our pomp of yesterday
    


    
      Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!
    


    
      Judge of the Nations, spare us yet,
    


    
      Lest we forget – lest we forget!
    

  


  
    Many readers have viewed Conan Doyle as the supreme storyteller of British fiction, and I would not dispute this claim, except in one way. Too much of the action is given in speech. It is admittedly a convention of ghost stories, including Wuthering Heights, and of some plot-heavy novels such as Conrad’s Heart of Darkness, to have a baffled narrator to ‘frame’ the ghastly events; but the danger is that it can put the action at arm’s length. With Holmes, it is necessary for the client who comes panting up the stairs at Baker Street to give a summary of his or her problem, but it seems to me there are too many pages in which the paragraphs begin with inverted commas. Watson, you feel, could easily have summarised the salient points. Holmes often then relates to Watson what happens on a preliminary solo expedition; sometimes this contains a second lengthy testimony, so that we have inverted commas within Holmes’s inverted commas. This obviously has a distancing effect and it is odd that a narrative craftsman of Conan Doyle’s ability was happy to let it pass. The best stories tend to be those in which the majority of the action is witnessed, not related.
  


  
    Sherlock Holmes may be immortal. When he apparently tumbled off the edge of the Reichenbach Falls at the end of the Memoirs, the public were so outraged that Conan Doyle was compelled to bring him back. Holmes is a formally educated man whose knowledge nevertheless shows the patchiness of the autodidact. Watson marvels at his utter ignorance of astronomy, literature and philosophy; even on scientific subjects, Holmes is unsound. In ‘The Empty House’, his ideas on heredity are fanciful, though some principles of inheritance had started to be understood by the time the volume was published in 1905.7 It is only in chemistry, with a speciality in poisons, that Holmes convinces academically.
  


  
    He is impractical and uninterested in money, with one notable exception. In ‘The Priory School’, he extracts a reward of £6,000 from the Duke of Holdernesse for finding his missing son. At one point the duke tries to buy his silence with twice that figure. I am not sure how much the final cheque is for – £6,000 or £12,000 – but Holmes ‘placed it carefully in his notebook. “I am a poor man,” said he, as he patted it affectionately, and thrust it into the depths of his inner pocket.’ The sum of £6,000 in 1895 is the equivalent of £516,000 in 2011, using the retail price index as a measure; or, if you use average earnings, it comes to £2,890,000. It is not surprising that Holmes can be carefree about money in his other cases.
  


  
    He drinks little alcohol and eats sparingly, though in ‘The Adventure of the Veiled Lodger’ he points Watson to a pleasant-sounding supper that consists of ‘a cold partridge on the sideboard... and a bottle of Montrachet’. Holmes’s ancestors, he tells Watson in ‘The Greek Interpreter’, were country squires, though his grandmother was the sister of ‘Vernet, the French artist’ – a fact that leads him to some more unscientific speculation about heredity: ‘Art in the blood is liable to take the strangest forms.’ He believes his powers of observation to be ‘hereditary’ and offers his even more gifted brother Mycroft as proof. When, in ‘The Sussex Vampire’, Watson, for once in his life, comes up with a piece of information not already captured by Holmes, he is not gracious about it; Watson comes as close as he ever does to criticising his friend: ‘It was one of the peculiarities of his proud, self-contained nature that, though he docketed any fresh information very quickly and accurately in his brain, he seldom made acknowledgment to the giver.’
  


  
    Watson’s role, as we all know, is to question, to come to the obvious but wrong conclusion, and to express his wonder and surprise at Holmes’s genius. This leads him to a great number of ejaculatory remarks. ‘“My dear Holmes!” I ejaculated,’ he recalls in ‘The Resident Patient’. Watson ejaculates frequently in the pages of the early Adventures and the Memoirs, nowhere more inconveniently than during an all-night vigil with Holmes in ‘The Man With the Twisted Lip’. ‘In the dim light of the lamp I saw him sitting there, an old brier pipe between his lips, his eyes fixed vacantly upon the corner of the ceiling, the blue smoke curling up from him, silent, motionless, with the light shining upon his strong-set aquiline features. So he sat as I dropped off to sleep, and so he sat when a sudden ejaculation caused me to wake up.’ In the Return and His Last Bow, Watson ejaculates less often, and by the time of the final Case-Book he seems to have stopped altogether. Whether this is due to a word having been whispered in Conan Doyle’s ear or to a gradual weakening of the life force in an Afghan veteran seems beyond the scope of this essay to inquire.
  


  
    Holmes’s life force, meanwhile, remains unstoppable. He offers solutions, understanding and redemption in situations that at first sight seem impossibly tangled. I am not the first reader to have noticed that Conan Doyle was bringing out the Holmes stories at the same time that Freud was publishing his early case histories. Both are masterly narrators; both have an air of magic about them as they bring comfort to a modern world so badly strained by urbanisation and the loss of religious faith to scientific advance. At the end of a Freud case history you sometimes curse yourself for not having picked up the obvious ‘clues’ to the ‘real’ cause of some young woman’s stomach ache or stammer. Freud was himself aware of this literary quality, commenting, ‘It still strikes me myself as strange that the case histories I write should read like short stories and that, as one might say, they lack the serious stamp of science.’8 It would not be stretching the point too far to say that in the Holmes stories the Empire represents the Unconscious. It is in these dark regions, where violent passions are left forgotten or suppressed, that the investigator must look for the cause of the present symptoms. The body in the suburban villa, the missing horse or the league of redheads are the equivalents of the symptoms that present at first consultation – bizarre and distressing, certainly, but of interest to the magus principally for their representative or symbolic value.
  


  
    The difference between Holmes and Freud is that Holmes’s solutions are more scientific. They were also more varied in diagnosis. Freud viewed all his early patients as suffering from ‘hysteria’, a condition whose aetiology neither he nor his professor in Paris, Jean-Martin Charcot, had ever been able to establish. This led him to misdiagnose numerous young women who would today be seen to be suffering from types of epilepsy or, in one case, Tourette’s syndrome. It is rather as if Holmes had given a triumphantly convincing account of what had ‘really’ happened – but fingered the wrong culprit.
  


  
    Freud’s great work, of course, came when he dropped his opportunistic attempts at neurology and became a psychologist of commanding insight. Head to head with Holmes, however, there is no doubt whose work of this period has better stood the test of time. I suppose that is one of the advantages of being a fictional character.
  


  
    Holmes is a hero who transcended the stories that gave him birth and lives now, as Conan Doyle rather dreaded, ‘in some fantastic limbo of the children of the imagination, some strange impossible place where the beaux of Fielding may still make love to the belles of Richardson, where Scott’s heroes may strut, Dickens’s delightful Cockneys still raise a laugh, and Thackeray’s worldlings continue to carry on their reprehensible careers’.
  


  
    Sherlock Holmes would not have had such an impact had Conan Doyle not seen the need to balance the Christian redemptive qualities of his super-hero with some fin de siècle drugs and darkness. He would never have lived at all had Conan Doyle not seen both the huge entertainment potential of the detective puzzle and the drama that lay about him in the return of empire to the suburbs and the Home Counties.
  


  
    Conan Doyle’s wish that ‘some more astute sleuth with some even less astute comrade may fill the stage which they have vacated’ has not been granted. Many sharp-eyed solvers and plodding sidekicks have followed, but the mould that Sherlock Holmes set proved both too alluring and too inflexible for his epigones. After more than a century, Sherlock Holmes remains indispensable to the public imagination, capable of surviving the most witless portrayal on film. He was the first and the best, and he gave a new direction to the literary hero: away from the mainstream and into a territory to which he was in any case more suited – that of genre fiction, with its thrillers and horror and children’s stories and sci-fi, in a world where the Good can be good, yet still retain the whorish reader’s interest.
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    Sherlock Holmes as depicted in ‘The Man with theTwisted Lip’ (1891 edition)
  


  
    (WARNING. The following section contains lists. It is intended for Holmes aficionados only. Others may prefer to skip it.)
  


  
    In 1927, Conan Doyle drew up a list of his favourite Holmes stories in descending order. It went:
  


  
    
      1. ‘The Speckled Band’ (Adventures)
    


    
      2. ‘The Red-Headed League’ (Adventures)
    


    
      3. ‘The Dancing Men’ (Return)
    


    
      4. ‘The Final Problem’ (Memoirs)
    


    
      5. ‘A Scandal in Bohemia’ (Adventures)
    


    
      6. ‘The Empty House’ (Return)
    


    
      7. ‘The Five Orange Pips’ (Adventures)
    


    
      8. ‘The Second Stain’ (Return)
    


    
      9. ‘The Devil’s Foot’ (His Last Bow)
    


    
      10. ‘The Priory School’ (Return)
    


    
      11. ‘The Musgrave Ritual’ (Memoirs)
    


    
      12. ‘The Reigate Squires’ (Memoirs)
    

  


  
    ‘The Speckled Band’ has all the best elements enumerated above. It is the ‘locked-room mystery’ Poe might have dreamed of, and although it stretches credibility, it does hold up; it is short, neat and almost all the action is seen at first hand. ‘The Red-Headed League’ puts an outrageous ruse against a common bank robbery and succeeds because the surreal element of the first is so distracting. ‘The Dancing Men’ has a proper code to be broken and a Norfolk/Chicago tie-up; but the central story lacks a twist. ‘A Scandal in Bohemia’ has one of the best titles and, in Irene Adler, a woman for whom Sherlock Holmes feels ‘admiration’, if nothing more; it is also notable in that Holmes is outwitted by her; he loses. Yet the story lacks intricacy; the bird simply flies. ‘The Empty House’ is essentially a manoeuvre to bring Holmes back from the dead, after the end of ‘The Final Problem’, when he is assumed to have fallen from the Reichenbach Falls in a struggle with the arch-criminal Moriarty. It is more thriller than detective story, however, with Holmes and Watson in a stake-out at Baker Street with a waxwork dummy of Holmes behind a lit blind. ‘The Final Problem’ is also mechanical – a way of killing off Holmes, while Moriarty doesn’t convince as a villain, let alone as the ‘Napoleon of Crime’. ‘The Five Orange Pips’ has a memento mori motif (the pips) and a Ku Klux Klan background; it also uses a natural disaster (storm at sea) to mete out justice at the end – a common ploy when Conan Doyle wants to avoid a banal sense of revenge or legal retribution and to suggest that Holmes is on the side of a higher natural justice. The story itself, however, is far from his best and its inclusion merely confirms how much Conan Doyle preferred his early work – in the Adventures and the Memoirs – before he began to tire of Holmes.
  


  
    ‘The Second Stain’ is a different matter. It shows Holmes involved in high politics, but also has a proper sleuth clue in the eponymous stain and a genuine blow-me-down disclosure of who ‘did it’. ‘The Devil’s Foot’ takes Holmes to far-flung Cornwall, where some readers have found him ill at ease. I like it, though. It has excellent empire connections, a forgiving attitude to one ‘villain’ and another closed-room variation. ‘The Priory School’ runs on similar lines, though this time in an unspecified ‘North of England’ county. It has some excellent bicycle-tyre sleuthing and a shock perpetrator; the German teacher at the school in question is splendidly named Heidegger. ‘The Musgrave Ritual’ has another top title, some good trigonometry and an excellent ‘living grave’ denouement. It is perhaps the first crime story in which the ‘butler did it’ – and none the worse for that. ‘The Reigate Squires’, on the other hand (was ever there a better short-story titler than Conan Doyle?), is a routine tale, lacking distinctive features.
  


  
    Later, Conan Doyle added a further seven favourites, one from the later His Last Bow, the others from the first two collections en repêchage. They, also in descending order, were:
  


  
    
      1. ‘Silver Blaze’ (Memoirs)
    


    
      2. ‘The Adventure of the Bruce-Partington Plans’ (His Last Bow)
    


    
      3. ‘The Crooked Man’ (Memoirs)
    


    
      4. ‘The Man with the Twisted Lip’ (Adventures)
    


    
      5. ‘The Greek Interpreter’ (Memoirs)
    


    
      6. ‘The Resident Patient’ (Memoirs)
    


    
      7. ‘The Naval Treaty’ (Memoirs)
    

  


  
    Three of these are outstanding. ‘Silver Blaze’ challenges ‘The Speckled Band’ as the greatest Holmes story of all, and it’s odd that Conan Doyle overlooked it in his first selection. It tells of a Shergar-type mystery, though with a happier ending. It has a knock-me-down denouement, superb details (the mutton curry, the lame sheep), a convincing Dartmoor setting and one of the most famous lines in the canon about the dog that didn’t bark in the night. ‘The Crooked Man’ has a terrific Empire/Home Counties collision, high passions of treachery and revenge, and a genuine crawl of horror. ‘The Man With the Twisted Lip’ is another closed-room mystery, with a big pay-off revelation that was in retrospect easily available to the reader; it seems to me one of the very best London stories, with an opium den scene thrown in for good measure.
  


  
    For what it’s worth, then, my top ten Holmes stories are – in descending order, as the author himself did it:
  


  
    
      1. ‘The Speckled Band’
    


    
      2. ‘Silver Blaze’
    


    
      3. ‘The Man With the Twisted Lip’
    


    
      4. ‘The Red-Headed League’
    


    
      5. ‘The Crooked Man’
    


    
      6. ‘The Musgrave Ritual’
    


    
      7. ‘The Priory School’
    


    
      8. ‘The Solitary Cyclist’
    


    
      9. ‘The Second Stain’
    


    
      10. ‘The Devil’s Foot’
    

  


  
    This would make a formidable collection. I have added only one (‘The Solitary Cyclist’ – young woman pursued by bearded man on bike, forced marriage, Farnham/High Veld link), but have changed Conan Doyle’s order of preference a good deal. His favourite collection was clearly the second, the Memoirs (eight choices in total), which makes sense, as by then he would feel that he had found his rhythm but not yet grown tired of Holmes. Neither of us has been tempted to select from the last collection, The Case-Book of Sherlock Holmes, which seems to be the weakest.
  


  
    ‘A LONELY GHOST’
  


  
    WINSTON SMITH
  


  
    There is no chance of Winston Smith or anyone else being a hero in the imaginary Airstrip One of George Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four, first published in 1949. This much is clear from the novel’s opening, which gives details of a society in which, with the more or less willing connivance of its citizens, freedom – of thought or action – barely exists as a concept, let alone a possibility.
  


  
    Unheroic Winston is thirty-nine, yet seems older. He has trouble climbing the stairs of Victory Mansions to his squalid lodging; he has a varicose ulcer on his ankle and a chronic cough. His surname suggests that he is an average man and his demeanour suggests compliance and defeat. It is important for George Orwell to establish early the totality of control; even the tiny pleasures of Winston’s life – gin that tastes like nitric acid and rough cigarettes – are provided from a central commissary. Citizens of Airstrip One are crushed by the state but also dependent on it.
  


  
    In an alcove beyond the gaze of the telescreen (a device that both broadcasts and intrusively watches), Winston Smith begins to write a diary. He doesn’t seem to have much to say, though. Exhaustion saps his prose; he lays down the pen. He has noticed a ‘bold-looking girl of about twenty-seven, with thick dark hair’ and assumes that because she is a member of the Junior Anti-Sex League she is probably a spy for the party, looking out for ‘thought crime’ even in a man as drab as he is. Winston dislikes all women, ‘especially the young and pretty ones’, and particularly this one, with her ‘swift, athletic movements’. He hates the ‘atmosphere of hockey fields and cold baths and community hikes’ they carry with them because they are a denial of the sex instinct.
  


  
    Within the first twelve pages, therefore, Orwell has established that Winston is no hero, that heroism is impossible and that the girl with the scarlet sash of the Anti-Sex League is committed to celibacy. Where can the story possibly go from here? Well, in the unlikeliest directions, as it turns out, rebounding ultimately into the real world, where Winston Smith became an inspiration to Vaclav Havel and other dissident leaders in Eastern bloc Communist countries.
  


  
    Orwell was not a novelist of the talent or skill of his contemporaries Graham Greene, Evelyn Waugh or Henry Green. His non-political novels such as Keep the Aspidistra Flying or Coming Up for Air are accomplished and enjoyable, but lack deep psychological insight, great themes, profound emotion or architectural ambition. He was a peerless essayist, however, and his work will endure (if future generations read) for the way that it captures essential truths about the way political systems worked in the twentieth century. Orwell’s prose is a marvel of lucidity, democratically refined to make its ideas available to the greatest possible number of readers.
  


  
    I first read Orwell at the age of fourteen, when his essay ‘A Hanging’ struck me with the force of revelation. It was written while he was serving in the colonial police force in Burma, and tells of a morning when he acted as escort to a local prisoner due to be hanged for civilian crimes.
  


  
    It is curious, but till that moment I had never realized what it means to destroy a healthy, conscious man. When I saw the prisoner step aside to avoid the puddle I saw the mystery, the unspeakable wrongness of cutting a life short when it is in full tide. This man was not dying, he was alive just as we are alive. All the organs of his body were working – bowels digesting food, skin renewing itself, nails growing, tissues forming – all toiling away in solemn foolery. His nails would still be growing when he stood on the drop, when he was falling through the air with a tenth of a second to live. His eyes saw the yellow gravel and the grey walls, and his brain still remembered, foresaw, reasoned – even about puddles. He and we were a party of men walking together, seeing, hearing, feeling, understanding the same world; and in two minutes, with a sudden snap, one of us would be gone – one mind less, one world less.
  


  
    It was the first liberal challenge to the traditional sense of justice and retribution which had been at the core of what I’d learned till then, and it changed the way I looked at the world. I read the other essays in Decline of the English Murder and found them just as thrilling, even when they were dealing with things I knew little about. Almost every sentence seemed to strike home with the power of a simply revealed truth. Often in later life, when asked to give talks to students about ‘creative writing’, I have used the passage quoted above. I think there is perhaps only one occasion on which I have not used it, and that was when giving a class to a group of patients in Broadmoor Hospital in 2005, when I went instead with a poem by Thom Gunn called ‘Considering the Snail’.
  


  
    I first read Nineteen Eighty-Four while learning to speak French in Paris as a student. I saw it and several other tempting English paperbacks in a large librairie in the Boulevard Saint-Michel and thought how superior the French library system was to the English in having new books for readers to borrow. I wasn’t sure what the limit was, but risked five at the checkout desk. I was presented with a bill so large that I couldn’t eat lunch for ten days, but was too shy to quibble; my French language studies had not got as far as distinguishing between librairie (bookshop) and bibliothèque (lending library). Thank goodness for the free American Library in the rue Général Camou, which became my Monday destination for many weeks afterwards: Métro to Alma Marceau, then Pont de l’Alma across the Seine and brisk walk up Avenue Rapp, where a café sold a camembert sandwich – sans beurre – for a full ten centimes less than my local bar in place des Acacias. From the American Library I had my first experience of Henry James, Hemingway, Fitzgerald and Melville; and, as a reward for finishing Moby-Dick, To Kill a Mockingbird.
  


  
    Reading Nineteen Eighty-Four again, and bearing in mind Orwell’s acknowledged and partly self-imposed limitations as a novelist, I was impressed by how cleverly plotted it is. It is less of a tract and more of a novel than I remembered. Everything is set up to make you think that Winston is drab, sick and powerless. And yet, the first thing he does – to begin a diary – is probably punishable by death. Without knowing it, he is brave. It is a balancing act of some skill to make the reader think that a hero is not heroic; to gull you into thinking that no one, least of all a loser like Winston, can fight the most oppressive monolith known to human imagination, and then – almost before you understand it’s happening – to show him doing just that.
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    Big Brother is Watching You: Edmond O’Brien as Winston Smith in the 1956 film adaptation
  


  
    The nasty little Parsons boy from next door spots Winston at it before he has really begun: ‘“You’re a traitor,” yelled the boy. “You’re a thought-criminal! You’re a Eurasian spy! I’ll shoot you, I’ll vaporise you, I’ll send you to the salt mines!”’ Winston knows that the ‘thought crime’ of keeping a diary means he is already dead. But his recognition that his lifespan is now limited is what sets him free to continue. ‘He was a lonely ghost uttering a truth that nobody would ever hear. But so long as he uttered it, in some obscure way the continuity was not broken. It was not by making yourself heard but by staying sane that you carried on the human heritage.’ Orwell makes Winston’s act of defiance seem small and hopeless; thus he makes him credible as an Everyman-hero. Yet at the same time, the whole tragedy of the twentieth century – the gulags, the concentration camps, the millions of anonymous corpses – seems contained in the simple thoughts that Winston expresses. They inspire us as readers to reach out to this imagined character and demonstrate to him that posterity did, after all, take the time and the trouble to care.
  


  
    Winston, at thirty-nine, must have been born in 1945. His mother disappeared in one of the ‘great purges’, when he was about ten or eleven, therefore perhaps in 1956 (Orwell obviously could not have known that this would be the year of the Soviet invasion of Hungary, the watershed for Communism). Winston remembers from early childhood the day when ‘an atomic bomb had fallen on Colchester’, since when the continents of the world have been continuously at war. He thinks that Airstrip One was once called England and is fairly sure that London was always London. Orwell wisely does not give too many details of Winston’s youth because there are some logical difficulties in accepting the degree of his forgetfulness. Winston meets an old ‘prole’ in a pub one day who can remember earlier days, but luckily for the logic of the book he is drunk and unreliable; his memory was ‘nothing but a rubbish-heap of details’. Winston presses him on whether he preferred the past, but the old man thinks the question merely refers to his personal health. It is hard to imagine that people aged between forty and sixty in 1984 would all have suffered amnesia comparable to Winston’s; there would be colleagues in their fifties and sixties at the Ministry of Truth whom Winston could more profitably ask about the past, but perhaps it would be too risky for them to reminisce.
  


  
    The elderly prole’s response reminded me of a time I interviewed an old woman in a Moscow skyscraper as part of the research for a novel called On Green Dolphin Street. I asked her which of the many leaders she had lived under, from Lenin to Yeltsin, she had thought the best. She answered without hesitation: ‘Stalin.’ The interview was also part of a BBC Omnibus programme, and somewhere a film shows me choking on a piece of cake at this unexpected answer. The local BBC ‘fixer’ later told me not to be so surprised; many people, she said, agreed with the old lady. (She also reminded me of the story of an old man to whom the same question was put, his historical range of leader being from the tsar to Gorbachev. He also replied, ‘Stalin,’ adding, ‘because when he was leader I had better erections.’)
  


  
    Orwell might well have argued that the unavailability of the past in Airstrip One is due to the ability of the totalitarian state to demoralise its citizens and capture their minds. The odd thing is that, writing in 1948, he could not have known this, since the extent of thought control in the Eastern bloc had not yet been documented. So Nineteen Eighty-Four is not just a cautionary fantasy based on deep political understanding; it is prophetic. Orwell also, incidentally, anticipates the functioning of what President Eisenhower later christened the ‘military-industrial complex’: an economy that needs perpetual war to service itself.
  


  
    Winston’s ‘greatest pleasure in life was in his work’, which is rewriting history to suit the party, with ‘delicate pieces of forgery’. His colleague Syme is engaged on destroying Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton and Byron by translating them into Newspeak, though one feels it might have been easier for the party simply to burn the books. Syme has spotted some problems in his work. The party will need new slogans to reflect the new, simplistic language. ‘How could you have a slogan like “freedom is slavery” when the concept of freedom has been abolished?’ he asks Winston. Instead of seeing the resilience of language as validation of his own diary project, Winston merely reflects that Syme is too clever by half and is therefore bound to be ‘vaporised’ by the state.
  


  
    Language is one repository of freedom. The other one is love. We learn that Winston has visited a prostitute in a ‘prole’ area, and while the encounter is suitably grim it suggests that he has not given up: lust springs from energy and a desire for life to continue. The party sees the danger of such emotions and brainwashes all its women from a young age to reject natural urges. Winston’s reason tells him there must be women who have survived this conditioning, ‘but his heart did not believe it’. In some ways it is surprising that Winston’s rebellion against Big Brother revolves so much around his love affair with Julia, the girl with the red sash. It seems a conventional, almost sentimental procedure in such an uncompromising dystopia. Yet Orwell is right in thinking – again, perhaps, ahead of his time – that individual passions and affinities are deeply subversive things. He at least had the witness of some Soviet dissidents and some concentration-camp survivors on which to reach the conclusion that while you have language and love, you are not fully enslaved.
  


  
    If there is hope, Winston thinks, ‘it lies in the proles’. His depiction of the lives of the ‘proles’ draws on H. G. Wells’s War of the Worlds and on Marx, though Orwell extended Marx’s idea of the Lumpenproletariat from being a useless minority to making up the entire ‘working’ class. It is also predictive of current life in the West and the East in showing how millions of people can be kept relatively passive with relative ease in a post-religious world by mass entertainment. Films, football, beer and gambling are the party’s prescription, but nothing quite matches the power of the Lottery, which, ‘with its weekly pay-out of enormous prizes, was the one public event to which the proles paid serious attention. It was probable that there were some millions of proles for whom the Lottery was the principal if not the only reason for remaining alive. Where the Lottery was concerned, even people who could barely read and write seemed capable of intricate calculations and staggering feats of memory.’ I remember that when I first read the book in 1971 I thought Orwell was laying it on a bit thick here.
  


  
    For a moment it looks as though Winston is to become a sort of marxisant activist, trying to liberate the proles, but happily Orwell narrows his focus back on to the struggle of one ordinary man against one extraordinary state. It is in the domestic details of life under totalitarianism that much of the grey charm of the book lies. Winston rents a room over a junk shop, a cosy little place that has awakened some ‘ancestral memory’ in him of a more pleasant life. His affair with Julia begins when she presses a piece of paper into his hand. On it are written the words ‘I Love You’. Julia turns out to be an experienced lover. ‘Hundreds of times – well, scores of times, anyway’, she tells him. Winston likes her promiscuity because he sees it as subversive: ‘The simple undifferentiated desire: that was the force that would tear the party to pieces,’ he reflects, sounding, again ahead of his time, like a hippy marching on the Pentagon in 1967. ‘Their embrace had been a battle, the climax a victory. It was a blow struck against the party. It was a political act.’ Julia works as a rewriter of soft-porn stories for the Pornosec division of the Fiction Department, recycling stock plots and situations. Winston tells Julia of his married life with his frigid wife Katharine who used to call their weekly sex act ‘our duty to the party’. In passing, Winston reveals that Katharine was ‘too stupid to detect the unorthodoxy of his opinions’, and we see that the revolt of the diary and now the love affair with Julia are no sudden impulses. Drab little Winston Smith has been a long-time dissident: a ‘sleeper’, waiting for his moment.
  


  
    The lovers meet in the room above the junk shop, and their meetings are charged with the feeling all lovers have: that time is against them. For Winston and Julia, who have transgressed against the state, this is no romantic pessimism, but a function of what they have done: ‘There were times when the fact of impending death seemed as palpable as the bed they lay on, and they would cling together with a sort of despairing sensuality.’ Orwell’s interest is not primarily romantic, but the sense of time running out gives a touching intensity and sense of the universal to Winston and Julia’s relationship.
  


  
    When, after being arrested by the Thought Police, who have been spying on his love nest all along, Winston is being tortured in the Ministry of Love, he asks himself: ‘If I could save Julia by doubling my own pain, would I do it? Yes, I would.’ This, however, is fairly early in his ordeal; on the next page he is already conceding that ‘In the face of pain there are no heroes.’ As he is brainwashed into becoming a believing party member, Winston draws his defences back. Quite late in the process he is still able to maintain that what he represents is better in principle than what the party stands for. His torturer, O’Brien, asks him what this principle is, and Winston answers weakly, ‘I don’t know. The spirit of Man.’ When O’Brien shows him what a wretched specimen of manhood he has become, Winston retreats to his final redoubt: he has not betrayed Julia. In Room 101, however, even this last defence crumbles. With rats about to eat through his eyeballs, he screams: ‘Do it to Julia! Do it to Julia! Not me! Julia!’
  


  
    Winston Smith is a new kind of hero: one who loses. In his life, in his story, Winston is defeated, as he always knows he will be, by the superior powers against which no single man can prevail. The man who sold him the diary in the first place turns out to have been a member of the Thought Police, so even Winston’s small rebellion was coaxed from him by the all-seeing authorities.
  


  
    In the twentieth century, the hero tends to be a captive. He can no longer, like Tom Jones or Becky Sharp, make a free stand against society, or like Robinson Crusoe triumph through individual strength over the dangers of his physical and mental landscape. Winston’s heroism exists in the fact that he dares to write down his story, dares to think and dares to love, knowing all the time that this will lead to torture and to death. Whether or not it leads to ‘defeat’ is another matter.
  


  
    Orwell knew that the outcome of the struggle against totalitarianism would not be decided in the lifetime of the combatants. There were no ‘winners’ in the gulags or in Auschwitz. Whether the wretched end of Winston Smith and of his millions of real-life counterparts constitutes failure or success depends not on what they achieved, but on whether succeeding generations are prepared to make the imaginative leap of understanding; whether we can be bothered to read and learn; whether we can make that gesture of love and redemption.
  


  
    When researching a novel called Charlotte Gray, I looked into the transportation of Jewish children in 1942–4 by the French gendarmerie to the Drancy holding camp outside Paris and thence in cattle trucks by rail to Auschwitz. The children – some French, some foreign – were volunteered by the French government to meet the ‘quota’ requested by the Nazis. The enthusiastic, in some cases competitive, French complicity was long officially denied after the war until, in the 1980s, a Rumanian-born lawyer called Serge Klarsfeld decided on a simple way of proving that 80,000 Jews had been deported. He named them. Of the estimated total of 80,000 deportees, he identified 75,721.
  


  
    While going through the Paris archive of Klarsfeld’s astonishing research, I came across this piece of writing:
  


  
    Vous vous souviendrez. Le souvenir est un enseignement et un message d’amour... le souvenir secoue la poussière du tombeau; le culte des regrets est un rachat du sépulcre: la vraie mort est l’oubli. A l’heure suprème, ce leur fut une consolation de s’endormir sur l’assurance d’avoir été mieux que de simples passants, puisqu’ils devaient trouver le bon asile de notre coeur qui se remémore.
  


  
    A rough translation might go:
  


  
    You shall remember them. Memory is an education and a message of love... memory shakes the dust from their tomb; by our tribute of sorrow they are ransomed from the grave: the only true death is to be forgotten. At the final hour this was a consolation to them, to fall asleep safe in the knowledge that they were more than simple transients, knowing they had found lasting safety in the remembrance of our hearts.
  


  
    ‘HE FELT BAD’
  


  
    JIM DIXON
  


  
    Jim Dixon, the hero of Kingsley Amis’s 1954 novel Lucky Jim, made people laugh, and apparently laughter was scarce in Britain in the 1950s. In a letter to a friend, Ted Hughes referred to the decade as a ‘tundra that we had to cross’. There was a shortage of food, jobs, money and fun; whatever the Festival of Britain tried to provide in 1951 as a ‘tonic for the nation’, there seems to have been little in the way of cultural joy in theatre, books or music (trad jazz and skiffle didn’t quite do the trick), while architecture focussed on rebuilding the bombed-out docks and cities. Britain was a country that had stood alone against the Nazis in Europe and had summoned every atom of vigour and self-sacrifice to outperform even its own high expectations of itself. It had discovered heroes in twenty-one-year-olds with beer hangovers flying single-engine planes from grass airfields; it had gritted its teeth in the fearsome slit trenches of Anzio and the murderous air of the Normandy beaches; it had endured ordeal by fire in the waters of the North Atlantic, then joined the Americans and the Russians in the strength-sapping push to global victory. By the mid-1950s there was a looming, widespread sense of disappointment that a country which had done all this without complaining (much), and had earned the admiration of the world for its daring and resilience, seemed to have ended up with no spoils of war, but dead broke; that it should still be closing the pubs at ten o’clock, while its returning servicemen and women should have been offered nothing more than fog and rain and rationing, the ‘Brains Trust’ on fuzzy television and the same old bells of evensong. It is true that in 1957 Harold Macmillan declared that ‘most of our people have never had it so good’, but the prime minister’s belief does not appear to have been widely shared.
  


  
    Another thing that seems to have been irksome to grown-ups in the 1950s, particularly to unmarried people, was the lack of sex. A sizeable part of Jim Dixon’s frustration springs from the fact that society at all levels seems to have conspired to prevent women from sleeping with him. During the first scene of the book, which sees him being irritated by Professor Welch, the head of department in the unnamed provincial university at which he works, Jim is really thinking with dread of his date that evening with Margaret Peel, the survivor of a recent suicide attempt.
  


  
    It’s not just that he won’t sleep with Margaret, because she won’t let him; it’s more that unless he goes through the motions of asking Margaret out and not sleeping with her, he won’t be in a position to get lucky with someone he really does like. In his first published scene between a man and a woman, Kingsley Amis opened up a seam of equivocal embarrassment that was to serve him so well that he later elevated it to a title, Difficulties with Girls. Everything about Margaret puts Jim in the wrong. She has tried to kill herself, which makes him feel guilty, although it’s not his fault. She has another, ‘real’ boyfriend, a rotter called Catchpole, which makes Jim feel inadequate. She controls the question of sex, as women properly do; she can offer or deny, and there is nothing Jim, the man, can do about it. Jim wants Margaret to think that he fancies her, not because he does, but so that she will feel better about herself. He feels guilty that a bat-squeak of desire persists, yet also guilty that it isn’t stronger. He feels guilty that she thinks he fancies her, guilty that he doesn’t and guilty, really, that the feelings she has for him are not of a suicidal intensity. Not that he actually wants her to die, or that it would be his fault, or...
  


  
    The point about the Margaret tangle is that Jim accepts that this sour chastity, sauced with guilt and tedium, is his fate. Young men like him – northern, grammar school, clever but not posh – cannot simply ask out a good-looking woman they like, have fun and have sex. In Jim’s world, this doesn’t happen, and this is as much a restriction on his happiness as his boring job in a second-rate institution and his chronic lack of funds or prospects. It is probably fair to assume that Jim Dixon has never actually slept with a woman. Even while he is with Margaret he studies the barmaid. ‘He thought how much he liked her, and how much she’d like and have in common with him if only she knew him.’ He leaves it at that; he accepts that it is somehow beyond his reach to befriend her.
  


  
    Of all the literary-heroic qualities, the one that Kingsley Amis’s main characters offered in spades was being the reader’s point of identification. Men and women readers laughed at Jim Dixon in 1954 because his frustrating life, with only tiny childish triumphs (pulling silly faces, defacing magazines, nurturing fantasies of revenge) to compensate for the crushing unfairness and tedium of daily life, seemed to replicate their own. Almost all Kingsley Amis’s main characters are whistle-blowers. In a modest, conversational way, they say, ‘Is it just me, or is this bloke I’m meant to look up to self-evidently an idiot? Excuse me if I’ve got this wrong, but isn’t that chap a complete fraud? Is a drink out of the question?’ It’s the modesty of the stance that is endearing, but which also reveals the weight of the settled world that these men are trying to shift a fraction on its axis. There is anger behind the laughter, but it’s not the satirical heat of Joseph Heller’s Catch-22 or even of Malcolm Bradbury’s later campus novel The History Man; it’s more a sort of meticulously itemised and continuously compounded frustration; it is a polite, logical and English anger that needs time and nurture to reach critical mass.
  


  
    In Jim’s life, everyone is irritating in their own way: the fellow lodgers in his digs, the demanding student, Michie, Welch and all his family, all his faculty colleagues, even the landlady who puts the tea things down in such a way that it’s impossible to speak to anyone except her as she does so. The entire world as seen by Jim Dixon is essentially a con trick. Jim, and, by flattering extension, we the readers, are the only points of sanity in this menagerie of folly and self-delusion. This, I think, was Kingsley Amis’s strategy: to widen the scope of his heroes’ disillusionment, item by item, so that it feasibly becomes a social satire as well as a private comedy. There seems to be hardly any generalisation about society or politics, either explicit or implicit; Amis built up the social picture by putting in the individuals, and their tics, one by one. This woman is annoying for the way she puts things on the table, this man for the way he adds unnecessary consonants to certain words in speech, this one for the way he’s too mean to buy new razor blades. This is a society comprised of a thousand, individually scrutinised and digested irritations; the method is what you might call pointilliste, though I don’t think Kingsley Amis would have. There are moments when it isn’t merely the observation that is funny but the thought that an author could have taken the obsessive trouble to analyse and recreate such genuine but minute irritations from real life.
  


  
    It’s not long before Jim sees a woman he does like the look of: ‘The fair hair, straight and cut short, with brown eyes and no lipstick... the large breasts and the narrow waist... the wine-coloured corduroy skirt and the unornamented white linen blouse.’ His response is one of defeat. ‘The notion that women like this were never on view except as the property of men like Bertrand [Welch’s well-connected son] was so familiar to him that it has long since ceased to appear an injustice.’ Not just defeat, in fact, but defeatism: ‘Dixon had been too distressed at the sight of Bertrand’s girl to want to be introduced to her.’ This is pitiful, but sharp, and seems somehow truthful. Floundering at the Welches’ ghastly musical evening, Jim escapes to the pub which, being out of town, closes not at ten but at ten-thirty. Jim has been pacing himself for the ten o’clock shutdown, and the extra half-hour proves critical. One of the great comic scenes of English fiction follows, culminating in the much-anthologised description of Jim’s hangover, which ends: ‘His mouth had been used as a latrine by some small creature of the night, and then as its mausoleum. During the night, too, he’d somehow been on a cross-country run and then been expertly beaten up by secret police. He felt bad.’ My favourite line comes the night before, when Jim is making a drunken, though well-received, pass at Margaret, pushing his luck bit by bit, like a bomb disposal expert: ‘As they lay on the bed, he made a movement not only quite unambiguous, but even, perhaps, rather insolently frank. Margaret’s response to it, though violent, was hard to interpret.’ Violent, yet hard to interpret... It seems to be an oxymoron, but it isn’t; it tells you a great deal of Margaret’s state of mind, as well, of course, as making you put down the book to laugh. Jim tops up his bellyful of beer with port drunk straight from the bottle, the very bottle from which ‘Welch had, the previous evening, poured Dixon the smallest drink he’d ever been seriously offered.’ Even as the broad physical farce is unrolling, Amis does not neglect to chalk up one more small score to Welch’s deficit. Being mean with drink was not a venal but a mortal sin in Kingsley Amis’s eschatology.
  


  
    When Jim meets Christine, Bertrand’s pretty girlfriend, at breakfast the next day, something of the same technique is used to convey his strong feeling for her. Exaggerating his northern accent, he apologises for a misunderstanding the previous night and is gratified that she forgives him. She takes a lot of tomato ketchup, a good, unpretentious sign; likewise her square-tipped fingers, with the nails cut close. She has a rough, natural laugh in addition to the social noise she has made the night before, and when she laughs like this, a lock of her carefully brushed hair comes loose. Her front teeth are slightly irregular. ‘For some reason this was more disturbing to his equanimity than regularity could possibly have been. He began to think he’d noticed quite enough things about her now, thank you.’ The free indirect style takes us slithering from objective narration to silent monologue within the space of a few words. Later, as Christine is helping him disguise the fire damage Jim has inflicted on the Welches’ spare room, he ‘saw with fury that she was prettier than he thought’. The fury stems from his knowledge that he can never have her. The feelings she arouses in him are therefore ‘indignation, grief, resentment, peevishness, spite and sterile anger, all the allotropes of pain’. He is cross with her for existing and, worse than that, letting him see her. ‘Run-of-the-mill queens of love – Italian film actresses, millionaires’ wives, girls on calendars – he could put up with... But this sort of thing he’d as soon not look at.’
  


  
    Margaret, meanwhile, is revealed to be an emotional blackmailer of a pathological kind. ‘“You’re so sweet to me,”’ she tells Jim, ‘“and I’m getting much too fond of you.” She said this in a tone that combined the vibrant with the flat, like a great actress demonstrating the economical conveyance of strong emotion.’ The ‘getting much too fond of you’ is presumably a hint that she may allow Jim to ‘have his way’ with her if she, or he, is not careful – a prospect simultaneously alluring and shrivelling for Jim. The biting effectiveness of the characterisation of Margaret lies in the way that Amis suggests that her emotional self-indulgence, conceit, dishonesty and manipulation are characteristic of her sex. Much later, Jim meets the rotter Catchpole, the cause of Margaret’s suicide attempt, and learns that not only were they not in fact lovers, but that the suicide attempt was faked. Catchpole was wary from the start: ‘Quite soon I realized that she was one of these people – they’re usually women – who feed on emotional tension.’
  


  
    At this early stage in Amis’s career, the idea of a flaw running through a whole sex is embryonic only, and is balanced by the portrayal of down-to-earth, honest, almost bloke-ish Christine, who will not tease Jim, but will sleep with him, no problem, if that’s what it comes to. But I think there is no doubt that it’s the suggestion of whole-sex characteristics that makes Margaret such a chilling character; and it was to be such fertile ground for Amis that the Christine figures began to fall away from his later books, in which all the women became developments of the characteristics first itemised in Margaret. ‘Biting effectiveness’ of individual characterisation is not the same thing as palatability, of course; and even Amis’s warmest admirers have had to swallow hard at his later, generalised views of the female sex.
  


  
    When chance allows Jim to ask Christine for a dance at the college summer ball, and she consents, he feels like ‘a special agent, a picaroon, a Chicago war-lord, a hidalgo, an oil baron, a mohock’. He feels good. Something starts to change in Jim Dixon. It seems he might be able to take charge, to be active not passive. At the end of the party there is a magnificently sustained bit of trickery with a taxi. I have read Lucky Jim several times and I can’t say I’ve ever worked out exactly how he does it, but Jim not only pinches a pre-ordered taxi from an elderly professor and his wife, he gets Christine into it and persuades the driver to break his company rules and travel beyond his limit. This is no longer Dixon the put-upon, but Dixon Agonistes. Christine tells him she is only nineteen years old (though he and we had thought her older); this, allied to a candid confession she makes about not being much good with men, emboldens Jim a little. Christine’s relationship with Bertrand has nascent complications of an almost Margaret-like tendency, but Jim dismisses them with ‘old-trouper confidence’. He is in unknown territory; he doesn’t really know what he is saying to this ‘unmanningly pretty girl’, but he seems to be relying on a gamble: that if he keeps calm and says exactly what he thinks, then it’s just possible that the two of them can form a rapport as two sane human beings might – not shaped or spoiled by the crushing machinery of idiocy, class-consciousness, conceit, prudery, bullshit, false nostalgia for the past, rationing and hypocrisy that make up the world that Jim has previously known. And he might eventually have sex.
  


  
    Confidence begins to run in Jim’s blood, as heady as the eight pints of bitter on the night of the Welches’ musical soirée. He insists on getting change from a surly waiter; he stands up to the bullying Bertrand, telling him he knows about his dalliance with a married colleague of his. The men square up to one another. Jim knocks Bertrand down, stands over him and tells him, in characteristic Dixonian terms, what he thinks of him. ‘It is’, as David Lodge pointed out, ‘the first occasion on which Jim’s inner and outer speech exactly coincide.’ ‘The bloody old towser-faced boot-faced totem-pole on a crap reservation, Dixon thought. “The bloody old towser-faced boot-faced totem-pole on a crap reservation,” he said.’
  


  
    Jim’s drunken lecture at an important event – another loved set piece – has him dismissed from his post at the university, but he is offered a better job, a sinecure as private secretary to a grandee in London. Catchpole’s revelations free him from his thraldom of guilt to Margaret; Christine disentangles herself from Bertrand, and the lovers — as Jim and Christine will doubtless become — leave for the metropolis together. Jim’s wager – that talking and behaving normally in a world of affectation might set him free – has triumphantly worked. The bogus life of the Welches will go on, but Jim’s last act in the book is not to denounce it, as he wants to do, but merely to laugh at it. He is overcome with hilarity as he looks at Welch, père et fils. ‘His steps faltered; his body sagged as if he’d been knifed.’ For the first time, one of his comic-book gestures is for real. He has got lucky, Jim, very lucky. But it took a kind of heroism to back his hunch that behaving honestly might do the trick.
  


  
    ‘READY FOR ANYTHING’
  


  
    JOHN SELF
  


  
    Martin Amis’s extraordinary talents as a writer were clear from page one of his first novel, The Rachel Papers, published in 1973. Here was a stylist: a writer whose every sentence seemed pressurised by the tensions of its improbable juxtapositions. Where the father was happy to write ‘Dixon paid the garage-man and the taxi moved off’, as though challenging the reader to see how his meaning could have been more clearly conveyed, the son seemed reluctant to pass any sentence in which words were not pressed hard against one another to produce unsettling effects. In a characteristic Martin Amis passage, the high-flown is used to describe the vulgar and vice versa, and comedy springs from the disparity; but there is more to it than that. Almost every sentence contains a verbal surprise, a word or phrase forced into an unfamiliar context. Few novelists have been so recognisable from their prose; few have invested so much and so obviously in language as the principal pleasure of their books.
  


  
    Thus John Self, the hero of Money, climbs out of his New York taxi. ‘So now I stand here with my case, in smiting light and island rain. Behind me massed water looms, and the industrial corsetry of FDR Drive... It must be pushing eight o’clock by now but the weepy breath of the day still shields its glow, a guttering glow, very wretched – rained on, leaked on.’
  


  
    What makes you sit up is the number of different registers. ‘Smiting’ is biblical, ‘island’ is topographical, reminding us that we are on Manhattan; ‘massed water looms’ seems to be American pulp fiction; ‘industrial corsetry’ is a near-oxymoron; ‘weepy’ is feminine domestic; ‘glow, a guttering glow’ is mock-lyrical; ‘very wretched’ personifies the ‘glow’ but is otherwise punchy and direct; while the final phrase, ‘rained on, leaked on’, is both rhetorical with its repetition and conversational in the way it ends on a preposition. There is also the assonance, the rhythmic crescendo, the urgency of the present tense... One could go on. The father might have written: ‘When I arrived in New York it was raining but still just light.’
  


  
    The question with such a style is whether it pays its way. It was clear in Martin Amis’s early books that behind the street slang and the hipster lilt, quite a pedant was at work; he knew not only what his words meant, but was able to make harmonies from their conflicting connotations. You can only do this if you’ve done the spadework, looked up etymologies as well as reading widely (and Amis seemed to have learned a good deal from American novelists, most obviously Bellow and Nabokov; his prose sometimes had an almost mid-Atlantic flavour, which is one reason it works so well in Money, as the story jets between London and New York). With so many different registers there was a potential for cacophony, but the rhythm and effect seldom faltered; Martin Amis had that rare gift in a literary stylist, particularly in one as ambitiously rhetorical: he had perfect pitch. To those who could hear his rude, allusive music, these early novels were an intense delight. It was true that one read them principally for the thrill of the sentences, but they delivered more than just virtuosity to savour; they delivered a riot of laughter.
  


  
    I don’t know how well they were received at the time. Fiction reviewing was at a low ebb, and I have a vague memory of seeing some of Martin Amis’s early books being slotted in at number three or four in a weekly ‘round-up’. Such reviewers fretted about ‘four-letter words’; the committees of literary prizes regularly ignored him; the books appeared on no bestseller lists. Yet to his admirers, these novels seemed to be in a different league from most things being attempted at the time, written at a higher level of verbal intensity; even his less successful books, such as Dead Babies or Other People, were, it was agreed, ‘better than anyone else’s good books’.
  


  
    The Rachel Papers remains a classic of post-adolescent angst. Its main character, the preposterously candid Charles Highway, puzzles over the gulf between the heights of Literature and the squalor of the student life he experiences. His pathological self-awareness gives moments of exquisite comedy, as when he puts Rachel, the object of his lust, into a taxi and tells us: ‘I waved goodbye with sinister, beckoning motions.’ Many would-be writers had previously felt their way into print with a semi-autobiographical ‘comic novel’ about coming to London, getting drunk, falling in love and so on, but The Rachel Papers killed that sub-genre dead: it left it with nothing to say.
  


  
    In his third novel, Success, Martin Amis ostensibly picked apart the high and low elements that had given such comic effect when put next to one another. One narrator, Gregory, is a posh dandy; the other, Terry, is a chavvy grafter. However, it soon becomes clear that while Gregory’s life is art galleries, restaurants and orgies and Terry’s is the office, the pub and no girlfriend, the style being used to describe them is actually the same. It is Charles Highway’s revved-up rhetoric of comic incongruity, of high style and eye-watering frankness. It is in fact Martin Amis’s own distinctive voice, his great gift – and the problem he has always had to accommodate. In Success, he found a way of making the style appropriate to both Gregory and Terry, by allowing each to quote from and snipe at the other’s narrative, leading us to suspect that the same person had in fact written both. It was a dangerous game, pulled off with panache, and Success is one of his most elegant and funniest novels.
  


  
    In Money, the main character, John Self, is a gluttonous, vulgar, libidinous, alcoholic, materialistic, near-illiterate slob. What is heroic about him is, first, his excess and, second, the exhilarating way in which the excess is described, which not only makes the reader complicit in orgies of drink, drugs and pornographic sex but by its inexhaustible buoyancy seems to render the experiences almost innocent, almost childlike. Naturally this gives us what John himself calls ‘a realism problem’. A man who is almost illiterate can’t feasibly have access to the vocabulary, let alone the phrasemaking ability, that characterise John Self’s inner life and his observation of the world. This has been the continuing problem of Martin Amis’s fiction: the style is the man, and the man is always Martin Amis. In Money, he found his most elegant and persuasive solution.
  


  
    Self’s face, he tells us, is ‘wide and grey, full of adolescent archaeology and cheap food and junk money, the face of a fat snake, bearing all the signs of its sins’; his fat body is ‘a clutch of plumbing, the winded boiler of a thrashed old tramp’. He’s only thirty-five, though, and has done well as a maker of commercials for television with his own company, Carburton, Linex and Self. He is in New York to try to get a feature film under way, though is seldom in good enough shape to talk business. For breakfast he goes to a burger bar and has ‘four Wallies, three Blastfurters, and an American Way, plus a nine pack of beer’. After it he feels ‘a bit full and sleepy, perhaps, but apart from that... ready for anything’. I doubt whether any novel has evoked the sleazy glamour of Mayor Ed Koch’s New York as well as it is caught in the pages of Money; and it’s more than just a snapshot of a moment, it has something of New York for all time. You could read Money simply as a travel book, if you liked, forget the fiction, and it would be the best one you could pack, even now – even without the hoboes mysteriously cleared from the Bowery and without the naked homeless people outside the high-end jewellers’ shops on Fifth Avenue. It took a demented character and an overheated prose to rise to the challenge; by non-realistic means, a hyper-real picture of the city emerges.
  


  
    John Self thinks he is representative of a new breed of ignorant, moneyed people who are rising in society, and by whom the educated class is frightened. His knowledge of Shakespeare consists of having been born in the upstairs room of a pub that bears the Bard’s name and having visited Stratford, once, to make a commercial for a ‘flash-friable pork-and-egg bap’ called a ‘Hamlette’. Persuaded by a friend to read Animal Farm, he thinks it’s a children’s story. ‘What next?’ he asks indignantly. ‘Rupert the Bear?’ When he moves on to Nineteen Eighty-Four, he reflects, ‘Airstrip One seems like my kind of town.’
  


  
    Yet when Money came out, in 1984, Self didn’t seem to represent a recognisable breed of person. The novel was written during the years of recession and public spending cuts when neither the cash-rich builders of the later boom nor the spivs of investment banking had yet made their mark. There is one reference to the 1982 Falklands War when Self eats a ‘Malvinas Surprise’, a ‘triple mixed grill swaddled in steaks’, but he doesn’t really feel like a politically conceived character, more like one who is shaped by the exuberance of his author’s own interests. In this way Money was less a report on the zeitgeist than a prophesy of the material binge that would characterise the century’s end.
  


  
    Reading in a tabloid about a girl dying because she is ‘allergic to the twentieth century’, Self reflects, ‘I’m not allergic to the twentieth century. I am addicted to the twentieth century.’ And this is another way in which this yob seems quite heroic: he is an optimist, he seems to give us licence to enjoy, not to spend our lives disapproving of, the corrupt state of the world we’ve made. ‘YIELD say the traffic signs – but don’t you listen! Not yielding, that’s the thing. To strive, to seek, to butch it out – it’s all a question of willpower.’ This is endearing and uplifting, because we can already see that, despite his crafty reference to the closing lines of Tennyson’s ‘Ulysses’, he is trapped by his own ignorance – and by something worse, his author. In London, he has met a character called Martin Amis, a writer, in a pub. Once in a New York brothel, he borrows the name Martin because he hates his own name. His smooth co-producer makes him sign legal documents twice, once under ‘Co-signatory’ and once under ‘Self’; John thinks this is standard, and doesn’t see that he is being set up to carry all the risk of the motion picture: he is his own business partner. Worse than that, he is revealed to be a figment of his author’s imagination; and that is how this near-illiterate is able to describe so brilliantly the world he sees about him. John Self is the hero as prisoner par excellence: blinkered by his own ignorance, snared by a business scam being worked against him, enslaved by his carnal appetites and trapped by a postmodern authorial manoeuvre. The clue was in the name.
  


  
    No wonder when he says, ‘Look at my life. I know what you’re thinking: But it’s terrific! It’s great. You’re thinking: Some guys have all the luck!’ we don’t know whether to laugh or cry. As John Self begins to sense that he is trapped, there is a growing note of panic in his narrative. He is so jet-lagged that even his jet lag has jet lag; so hungover that he can’t tell if he is drunk from last week or from lunchtime; even his insatiable libido begins to flag. ‘The future could go this way, that way. The future’s futures have never looked so rocky. Don’t put money on it. Take my advice and stick to the present. It’s the real stuff, the only stuff, it’s all there is, the present, the panting present.’ This is another factor in our sympathy for him: he lives as we would like to, if we dared. The fact that he has no choice – he couldn’t plan for the future if he tried; he can’t think strategically – hardly seems to matter: John Self is our representative at the feeding trough of the me-decade, at the bacchanal of the material appetites. As we sit reading in our small room with a cup of sugarless tea and our economy English light bulbs, we are thinking, Go on, John, have another fastfurter, have another triple shot, check out that strip joint, let’s see what happens... He obligingly buys ‘a joint, a popper, a phial of cocaine and a plug of opium’ from a dealer in Times Square and wolfs them all down together in a gogo-bar toilet. ‘Anyway, I snuffled it all up, as I say – and felt a distinct rush, I think, as I came bullocking out of the can.’ One is laughing too hard at the ‘I think’ and the ‘bullocking’ to have breath enough to call out, ‘Way to go, John’; but it’s the thought that counts.
  


  
    In a London scene, John Self is lectured by Martin Amis, who has been hired to rewrite the screenplay for the film Self is producing: ‘In the epic or heroic frame, the author gives his protagonist everything he has, and more. The hero is a god or has godlike powers or virtues...’. Toothache and hangover make it hard for John to follow this lecture on literary theory, but he remembers Amis saying, ‘The further down the scale he is, the more liberties you can take with him. You can do what the hell you like to him, really. This creates an appetite for punishment. The author is not free of sadistic impulses.’
  


  
    There is a sentimental way of reading Money, as though John Self is a ‘real’ character. Such a reader notices how often Self asks for signs of affection – kissing, tenderness – rather than, or in addition to, the pornographic sex that’s all he can command; this reader may feel sorry for John Self, may hope that he can ‘settle down’ – perhaps with the dangerously named Martina Twain – and ‘pull himself together’, kick his bad habits and live happily ever after. I think this may be to miss the point. John Self is an avatar, a representative and a point of connection for the reader; but I think we are entitled to indulge the author’s ‘sadistic impulses’ and enjoy the end to which he is reduced, sitting on the London pavement, waiting for his ‘fat nurse’ girlfriend, penniless, shabby, noticing that someone has tossed a ten-pence piece into his momentarily doffed cap. The character may have fallen on his backside, but there remains one hero standing in the book, and that is the life-changing vigour of language.
  


  
    ‘BENEATH ME’
  


  
    MR DARCY
  


  
    I first read Pride and Prejudice at the age of fourteen. It was one of a handful of decisive books for me – decisive in the simple sense that they shaped my life. David Copperfield, Pride and Prejudice, Sons and Lovers, The Catcher in the Rye... it was these books of the fifth-form canon, read in the space of that spring term, that made me think literature was the most important thing on earth. I borrowed them from a bookshelf in a classroom with wooden benches and took them up to my cubicle off the long passageway that was my home for three years. There, on the iron bedstead, while the life of the school went on around me, I felt myself unaccountably eager that Elizabeth Bennet should be united with Mr Darcy; Holden Caulfield seemed to express almost everything I had incoherently felt; and when at the end of David Copperfield, the hero turned rhetorically to the woman he loved, ‘O Agnes, O my soul!’, I found I was making strange snorting noises. These were caused by the fact that I was sobbing but trying to keep my eyes open so that I could read the sentences.
  


  
    It was Pride and Prejudice, however, that broke me into the world of adult literature. I had heard of it, but found the title off-putting (Northanger Abbey and Mansfield Park were passable in an at-least-not-misleading way, but it was hard to think that anyone would willingly choose to read a novel entitled Sense and Sensibility); and the copy I read had illustrations of girls in dresses whose waists began just below the bust. It sat on my battered little table, concealed beneath the LP cover of Aftermath by the Rolling Stones, and I didn’t like to think what the mutant wing forward in the next cubicle might make of it.
  


  
    Ah, but the story. I hadn’t expected Jane Austen to be such a rebel, so undermining of her elders and ‘betters’. This was the first time I had seen respectable people such as Mr Collins and Lady Catherine de Bourgh not held up as an example but exposed for the shallow frauds I had always privately believed them to be. It also seemed to me a morally engaging book, in which the reader was constantly being asked to make fine ethical judgements about people’s behaviour. Some of these were conventional – good manners, generosity and so on – but some of them were not; some of them had to be made on the hoof. Elizabeth, without much help from her family, had to improvise her own course and back her higher sense of right and wrong against the powerful but superficial judgements of society. Would she be up to it? It was exciting. In fact, it was more exciting than the thrillers I had begun to find not thrilling. If the smugglers got the bullion out through the heavily guarded port against all the odds before the bomb went off, then... Well, then what, actually? Nothing much. But if Elizabeth could hold her nerve and back her own judgement against the world, then a lifetime of improbable happiness would open up for her. I didn’t know at the time whether Jane Austen shared my priorities, but I felt that she did, and the minor setbacks and rewards handed out to the characters as the book went on did seem to show that her moral landscape was subtler and larger than that of the more conventional characters in the book. One of the thrills of reading is the suspense that comes from not knowing whether the writer has properly understood her own creation, whether she sees how dislikeable one character is and how worthwhile and interesting another might turn out to be. (Conversely, there is nothing more embarrassing than being surreptitiously begged to love an unattractive character – usually a sign that it is ‘based on’ the author.) I think it is part of Jane Austen’s skill, perhaps unconsciously so, that she does not always make it clear that she has, as it were, got the point; she leaves that tension in the text.
  


  
    For the most part, I could at fourteen follow the shifts of the moral argument without much difficulty, and could see, for instance, why and how we were gradually being asked to distance ourselves from the superficially attractive Mr Wickham, though I think that at that first reading I missed the clear criticism of Elizabeth’s father. His benevolence is fine as far as it goes; but it does not go beyond the limits of his indolence, and a more vigorous man would have saved Lydia from disaster. At the end of the book, while Elizabeth’s mother must stay at home, Mr Bennet is allowed to visit Elizabeth frequently at Pemberley, but the reward of seeing Elizabeth most often is reserved to Jane, the sister who has not put a foot wrong. Jane Austen was strict in prize-giving at the end of term.
  


  
    As for Mr Darcy, I was not much bothered by his reserve and his rudeness. I think I sensed from the title and the way the author wrote of him that there was some inevitable momentum in his favour, and that it might be foolish to resist. The fact that he had been so misrepresented by Wickham seemed to seal it. Because a schoolboy is always at the mercy of a capricious adult authority, few things get beneath his skin so much as injustice; and my indignation at Wickham’s lying and treachery made me so passionate in Darcy’s cause that I was able, like Elizabeth, to allow that emotion to sweep away other, more well-founded, reservations about Mr Darcy.
  


  
    Reading the novel again, in middle age, I formed a different view.
  


  
    One thing I had forgotten was the primary colours and the rapid brush strokes with which Jane Austen gives us the characters at the start. On Darcy, for instance: ‘for he was discovered to be proud, to be above his company, and above being pleased; and not all his large estate in Derbyshire could then save him from having a most forbidding, disagreeable countenance, being unworthy to be compared with his friend [Bingley].’ This comes with a spin of irony, because it is the reported view of ‘the ladies’ at a ball, and we may believe their judgement to be hasty; however, once we get to hear Darcy unmediated, he confirms the local view. When urged to dance by Bingley, he replies: ‘At such an assembly as this, it would be insupportable. Your sisters are engaged, and there is not another woman in the room whom it would not be a punishment for me to stand up with.’ When Elizabeth is pointed out to him, he replies: ‘She is tolerable, but not handsome enough to tempt me.’ It is Jane Austen’s own italics, in Mr Darcy’s mouth, that condemn him; his judgement is not really about Elizabeth, it is about himself: he barely condescends to contemplate her. Elizabeth is all right as far as she goes – fine for someone less fastidious, perhaps; but she is, to use a phrase of which Darcy is shown to be fond, ‘beneath’ him. And so unconcerned is he with other people’s feelings that he even says this within Elizabeth’s hearing.
  


  
    When Jane Austen as omniscient narrator describes Darcy, her judgement is subtler than that of the ‘ladies’, but aligns with theirs. ‘In understanding Darcy was the superior. Bingley was by no means deficient, but Darcy was clever. He was at the same time haughty, reserved and fastidious, and his manners, though well bred, were not inviting. In that respect his friend had greatly the advantage. Bingley was sure of being liked wherever he appeared, Darcy was continually giving offence.’
  


  
    Here is a major problem. ‘Well-bred’ manners cannot be ‘continually giving offence’. Jane Austen knew this and gives a simple demonstration of it when Darcy brings his cousin Colonel Fitzwilliam to Rosing’s, home of their aunt, Lady Catherine de Bourgh. ‘Colonel Fitzwilliam entered into conversation directly with the readiness and ease of a well-bred man, and talked very pleasantly; but his cousin [Darcy], after having addressed a slight observation on the house and garden to Mrs Collins, sat for some time without speaking to any body. At length, however, his civility was so far awakened as to enquire of Elizabeth after the health of her family.’
  


  
    ‘Well-bred manners’ are thus defined by Jane Austen as the ability to talk politely to people; Darcy lacks them. So the initial description of Darcy as having well-bred manners and continually giving offence is a contradiction in terms – unless by ‘well bred’ Jane Austen simply means ‘posh’ or ‘grand’ (in other words offhand, bordering on rude), in which case Darcy is tarred with the same brush as his aunt, Lady Catherine, a woman so conscious of her own ‘station’ in life that she becomes, paradoxically, an embodiment of vulgarity.
  


  
    Later when Colonel Fitzwilliam is used to show up Darcy’s boorishness, it can be argued on Darcy’s behalf that he is by now tongue-tied by love or lust in the presence of Elizabeth, though this plea does not really stand up since the last we have been told of Darcy’s feelings for Elizabeth is that, while warm, they are ‘tolerable’. And even if they were not tolerable, a well-bred man would put others first. So it seems to me clear that in her first authorial passage on Darcy’s character, in the comparison with Bingley, Jane Austen is showing us Darcy’s critical limitations as a man. Quite what is causing them, she does not yet reveal – though I think we can already see some clue in his low spirits.
  


  
    As for whether Darcy is ‘clever’, this is something we must take on trust from the author. He shows little sign of cleverness in the narrated action of the book. He misjudges the effect of his reticence about Wickham’s true nature; he miscalculates the effects of his behaviour and of his awful choice of words in proposing to the woman he says he loves. If he is ‘clever’ it must be in thoughts and actions outside the scope of the narration – as indeed is, I think, the case: his interference in Jane and Bingley’s romance is ‘clever’, albeit in an unforgivably self-serving way. To Jane Austen ‘cleverness’ may also have entailed a familiarity with books and ideas – a rather useless accomplishment in these circles, more likely to be a torment than a help to Darcy, as it is to Mr Bennet.
  


  
    At this early stage, however, the outlines of the characters are still being given in bold, swift strokes. Sir William Lucas, for instance, is another who has made his money in trade and seems less afflicted by that knowledge than he ‘should’ be. Like the Misses Bingley, and perhaps Darcy in his own way, Sir William is vulgar; he has called his house ‘Lucas Lodge’ (the Regency equivalent, perhaps, of having a personalised number plate) and he likes his home because there he can ‘think with pleasure of his own importance’. Jane Austen would return to this sort of person in Sir Walter Elliot, the father of the heroine in Persuasion. ‘Sir’ William’s knighthood, like ‘Lady’ Catherine’s title, is a comic indicator for Austen – and had he been Sir Fitzwilliam Darcy there could have been no way back from his buffoonish first appearance; it is on the rank of plain Mister – much repeated even by Elizabeth, who playfully declines to use any other form of address – that Darcy’s hopes of rehabilitation depend.
  


  
    Soon, Jane Austen gives us direct, if playful, access to Darcy’s feelings. ‘The beautiful expression of her dark eyes’ commends Elizabeth to him; so does the ‘perfect symmetry of her form’ and ‘the easy playfulness’ of her manner. All this is ‘mortifying’ to him because he would expect to be drawn to someone whose ‘manners were not those of the fashionable world’. She is ‘beneath’ him; she is slightly rough, and this is part of what he finds fascinating and exciting about her. If he were a less chilly man – more of a Wickham – he would woo her, seduce her and put her over his knee; and if Elizabeth were not suddenly becoming so aware of her own worth she might very well enjoy it. Darcy’s foul mood is intensified by the dawning recognition that he will not be able to have sex with this woman, or draw on the vitality of her companionship, unless he pays a terribly large price – probably half of the Pemberley estate in perpetuity to the descendants of trade. No wonder he has such a ‘disagreeable countenance’.
  


  
    When at the next stifling social occasion he is forced by the blundering Sir William Lucas to invite Elizabeth to dance, she turns him down. Although he goes into a ‘reverie’, he is not wounded or sulky about the rebuff ; indeed he tells Miss Bingley straight off about his admiration for Elizabeth. He is able both to tease Miss Bingley for immediately assuming he and Elizabeth are engaged and to shrug off her mocking compliment about his future mother-in-law. Suddenly there is a candour and a spirit in Darcy that we haven’t seen before and which, if cultivated, could yet make him worthy of her.
  


  
    But it does not last. We next see Darcy writing to his sister Georgiana with Miss Bingley looking flirtatiously over his shoulder and asking him to send Georgiana all sorts of good wishes. ‘Will you give me leave to defer your raptures till I write again?’ Darcy says. ‘At present I have no room to do them justice.’ This is almost frighteningly rude, but Miss Bingley is thick-skinned, and her brother does not intervene on her behalf. (Silly people are fair game in Jane Austen – up to a point (a point exceeded by Emma Woodhouse with Miss Bates on Box Hill) – to be teased without the author’s disapproval.) More subtly worrying is the revelation, made by Bingley, that Darcy has a leaden prose style: ‘He studies too much for words of four syllables.’ Such a style suggests vanity and low spirits – Darcy’s besetting sins. He tears into Bingley by suggesting that Bingley’s contrasting lightness and rapidity are signs of a false humility, designed to reflect well on him. There follows a high-spirited but savage argument, into which Elizabeth is drawn. Bingley reveals: ‘I declare I do not know a more aweful [sic] object than Darcy, on particular occasions, and in particular places; at his own house especially, and of a Sunday evening when he has nothing to do.’
  


  
    This memorable image of the orphaned Darcy moping in his long corridors on Sunday evenings is a key to understanding him. It is here that Jane Austen begins to show her deeper conception of Darcy’s nature, and his affliction. Bingley doesn’t mind being attacked by Darcy, nor does he mind Darcy being rude to his sister, because Bingley doesn’t mind anything very much: he may not be as ‘clever’ as Darcy, but he has an inexhaustible vivacity. And that is why Bingley is, improbably, Darcy’s best friend: he has the supply of energy that Darcy lacks. If Bingley now marries Jane Bennet, Darcy will lose his access to the constantly available antidepressant effects of Bingley’s company. Behind that saturnine countenance, therefore, two plans are starting to take shape. The first is to derail the Bingley-Jane marriage plans so that Darcy can keep his friend to himself. And should that fail, there is a fallback scheme. Elizabeth Bennet could conceivably supply, as well as some déclassé sexual satisfaction, the human form of Prozac that Darcy is shrewd enough to recognise as his life’s chronic need. Mr Darcy may not be the first depressive to feature in an English novel, but he is almost certainly the first to be a romantic lead.
  


  
    After this revealing episode, Darcy resolves to show no further interest in Elizabeth. Miss Bingley’s teasing about where he will hang the portraits of his new Bennet in-laws at Pemberley has brought the black dog from his kennel, and Darcy manages to pass the whole sullen day without speaking more than ten words to Elizabeth. He fears being drawn in further.
  


  
    And what of Elizabeth? Wickham reveals that Lady Catherine’s daughter has had from infancy an understanding that she will marry her cousin, Darcy. We watch closely for Elizabeth’s reaction. She is simply amused at the thought of how poor Miss Bingley has flirted with him in vain. There is no pang, no lurch, no thought, like Emma’s, that ‘no one must marry Mr Darcy but herself’; so whatever unrealised desire may have mingled with her anger when she was first rebuffed by Darcy at Netherfield has been replaced by an enjoyable fascination for Mr Wickham and his red militia coat.
  


  
    At the next ball, at Lucas Lodge, Charlotte Lucas reminds Elizabeth not to let her fancy for Wickham allow her to ‘appear unpleasant in the eyes of a man of ten times his consequence’. But she need not have worried; it is Darcy who seems the more ‘unpleasant’, finding himself incapable of speech when he dances with Elizabeth. The words they eventually exchange are about Wickham. Elizabeth is frosty, believing Darcy to have behaved badly towards Wickham, and Darcy still believes it ‘beneath’ him to disabuse her. It ends with ‘each side dissatisfied, though not to an equal degree, for in Darcy’s breast there was a tolerable powerful feeling towards her, which soon procured her pardon, and directed all his anger against another.’
  


  
    Jane Austen is now giving unironic accounts of Darcy’s warm feelings towards Elizabeth, though the use of the word ‘tolerable’ is significant; he has his emotion under control: Elizabeth Bennet is to Mr Darcy still in essence a sexy back-up plan should Bingley marry Jane. Yet Darcy must know that Bingley is the marrying kind, complaisant, rich, conventional, and that if not Jane, then he will marry someone else, more ‘suitable’, and soon. Could Darcy wait a few years till he also finds someone of his own rank?9 Or is his depressive condition so acute that in the absence of Bingley he must at once secure the dynamic services of middle-class Elizabeth? She has precipitated in him, I think, a complete stocktake of his own deficiencies both in the short and the long term. It is not surprising that he is silent and preoccupied: he has so much to find out about himself, so much to calculate and perhaps so little time in which to do so.
  


  
    Elizabeth, meanwhile, cannot allow her own feelings to move forward at all until she has established the truth of the Darcy–Wickham history; and so there is an impasse at this point, with neither party understanding the other or aware of their own feelings. Darcy is moving a little ahead in the game, however. When the unctuous Mr Collins dares to address him, Darcy’s response goes from ‘astonishment’ to ‘unrestrained wonder’ to ‘contempt’. Collins, like Miss Bingley, is licensed to be mocked with impunity by virtue of his own insincerity. When it comes to the more ticklish business of not looking exasperated by Mary Bennet’s excessive and incompetent playing, Darcy keeps a face ‘impenetrably grave’ – a face worthy of Emma’s Mr Knightley at his most humourless, which is saying something. It is left to Mary’s father to end their agony with one of Jane Austen’s most often quoted lines: ‘That will do extremely well, child. You have delighted us long enough.’
  


  
    For a time, the focus of the story leaves Darcy and Elizabeth. The narrative remains ‘light and bright and sparkling’, as Jane Austen was later, critically, to judge it – for instance in the authorial comment on the negotiation between Charlotte Lucas and Mr Collins: ‘But here she did injustice to the fire and independence of his character’, which is as straightforwardly playful as Jane Austen can be; though the episode quickly darkens as Charlotte’s plight is revealed: ‘Mr Collins to be sure was neither sensible nor agreeable; his society was irksome and his attachment to her must be imaginary. But still he would be her husband.’ It is cautionary to think that while Elizabeth is prettier and livelier than Charlotte, she is poorer and in some senses even less ‘marriageable’. These are the facts of spinster life. By rejecting Mr Collins herself, Elizabeth has doubled the stakes and backed her own innate qualities against those that ‘society’, and her mother, values; and Collins’s demonstration that he can pull a ‘better’ catch in Charlotte is designed to reprove Elizabeth. This adds to the tension for the reader: Elizabeth had better be right.
  


  
    Colonel Fitzwilliam, playing the Bingley role of foil to Darcy, tells Elizabeth why Darcy is so offhand. ‘It is because he will not give himself the trouble’ to be polite. This low-spirited man lacks the energy to be agreeable; Bingley and Fitzwilliam know him of old, so this behaviour predates Elizabeth and cannot be put down to lovesickness. Darcy continues to visit the Collinses’ parsonage, where Elizabeth is staying, but can find nothing to say. He moves his chair closer to Elizabeth, then back again, as though measuring out, as Terry Eagleton noted, the social and geographical distances he would need to cross if they were to be united.
  


  
    And then Colonel Fitzwilliam reveals to Elizabeth the terrible news that Darcy has intervened to break off Bingley’s attachment to Jane. While Elizabeth is furious with indignation, Darcy makes a characteristically ill-timed and misjudged declaration of love for her. Despite ‘all his endeavours’, he says, he has not been able to overcome his feelings. Elizabeth rises to the occasion, wondering why if it was against his will, his reason and his character, he bothered to tell her that he liked her. When she taxes him with alienating Bingley from Jane he changes colour, ‘but the emotion was short’; he rallies and declares himself proud of his interference. He goes on: ‘Could you expect me to rejoice in the inferiority of your connections? To congratulate myself on the hope of relations, whose condition in life is so decidedly beneath my own?’
  


  
    And that really ought to be the end of it. Darcy’s proposal is more offensive than Mr Collins’s, and shows less self-awareness. What he has done and said are beyond forgiveness. It is not much to Elizabeth’s credit that Jane Austen allows her to reflect that ‘it was gratifying to have inspired unconsciously so strong an affection’.
  


  
    Darcy then does what he should have done before, which is to put straight the matter of his history with Wickham. The manner in which he does so, however, threatens to make matters worse. The Bennets’ poor breeding was less of a problem, apparently, for Bingley than for Darcy (Bingley being presumably ‘beneath’ him). ‘But there were other causes of repugnance’. What a word to use of the family you hope to marry into! And as if his own family was so splendid: his sister is an underage bolter and his aunt the most vulgar woman in Kent. But Darcy does not see this. For him, further obstacles lie in the fact that Mrs Bennet’s family is in trade (‘objectionable’) and the racy behaviour of Kitty and Lydia Bennet (though neither has yet, like his own sister, eloped). Darcy further reveals that he not only pointed out to Bingley how vulgar the Bennet family was, but convinced him that guileless Jane didn’t care for him at all. He persuaded Bingley not to return to Hertfordshire and then ‘condescended to adopt the measures of art’ by omitting to tell him Jane was in London, and ‘Perhaps this concealment, this disguise was beneath me. – It is done, however, and it was done for the best. – On this subject I have nothing more to say, no other apology to offer.’ It is rather as though it was not his fault that the thing that was ‘beneath’ him became his own action; he makes it sound like something he has stepped in – regrettable, but scarcely his fault.
  


  
    This is a man without shame, whose shamelessness is made worse by the fact that he has intermittent access to good judgement. When he is without it, however, he is a manipulative, hypocritical, self-centred depressive, aware of some of his faults but unapologetic for them – bound by arrogance to ignore them because they are his, and therefore, by his definition, not really faults at all. While admiring the completeness with which Jane Austen presents this psychopathology, the reader by now is very fearful for Elizabeth’s happiness. If she is desperate to escape the embarrassment of her home, to fly into matrimony (as it seems she is), what’s wrong, you ask, with Colonel Fitzwilliam – a sort of Darcy with manners, and without chronic psychological disability? Well, Fitzwilliam has ‘made it clear that he had no intentions at all, and agreeable as he was, [Elizabeth] did not mean to be unhappy about him’. She is certainly in a frisky mood, though; all men are now a possibility in her eyes. She is ‘not yet one and twenty’, but she wants to escape from her family, and this makes her vulnerable. It is this jeopardy that gives the novel its vital frisson.
  


  
    At about the halfway mark, Jane Austen has had enough of bold strokes and primary colours. The plot, or rather, the technique, thickens. Pride and Prejudice stops being a bravura comedy and becomes a more intricately shaded moral negotiation – less like Oscar Wilde and more like Henry James. Darcy has been wronged in the matter of Wickham. While he was foolish and weak not to be more open about Wickham’s character, there is no doubt that he behaved properly – and generously. Whatever else his failings, Darcy is not mean with his fortune.
  


  
    Elizabeth’s defining quality is that she prides herself on her good judgement; she backs it against the mores of the fashionable world. While she is largely taken to represent the second quality of the book’s title, she has plenty of the first as well. Naturally, therefore, she is mortified to find herself so wrong-footed. She is ashamed and humiliated. The essential transformation of her attitude to Darcy is based on a factual correction; but its emotional driver is the embarrassment and self-criticism she feels. How can she regain her self-esteem? She’s not as beautiful as Jane, as studious as Mary and doesn’t have as much fun as Lydia and Kitty. Her good judgement is what defines her; it’s her unique selling proposition. As a generous-spirited person, she must make it up to him. In the impulsiveness of her shame and of her generosity, Elizabeth Bennet allows the revision of her attitude to Darcy about the Wickham episode – which was based on her haste or ‘prejudice’ – to sweep away all the other reservations she has about his character and behaviour, which are not based on false judgement or ‘prejudice’ but on fact, truth and the reliable witness of his old friends. Out of shame for being wrong about Wickham, she forgives Darcy for trying to ruin the life of Jane, the person she loves most in the world. Her wounded pride produces such a spasm of remorse, and so keen is she to regain her own, and to a lesser extent Darcy’s, good opinion of herself that she is now prepared to overlook his most unforgivable shortcomings (‘Could you expect me to rejoice in the inferiority of your connections?’). The misjudgement about Wickham is over-corrected by a greater misjudgement about Darcy. Such is the danger of pride in a generous and impulsive nature.
  


  
    But nothing now can save Elizabeth, or Jane, except extraordinary good fortune.
  


  
    Back at home, Elizabeth finds an uproar as Kitty and Lydia prepare to go to Brighton. Darcy has so put her off her family that she ‘felt anew the justice of [his] objections’. She is even inclined to think him right for having put Bingley off marrying Jane! Mr Bennet is robust: ‘Poor little Lizzy! But do not be cast down. Such squeamish youths as cannot bear to be connected with a little absurdity, are not worth a regret.’
  


  
    At the beginning of the third and final part of the novel, Elizabeth arrives at Pemberley, Darcy’s house, while she is on a sightseeing tour with her relations in trade, Mr and Mrs Gardiner. She is struck by its natural beauty. Darcy is a man of the Peak District – rugged country, far from arable Hertfordshire; ‘and at that moment she felt, that to be mistress of Pemberley might be something!’ She also notes that the furniture is ‘neither gaudy nor uselessly fine; with less splendour and more real elegance’ than Lady Catherine’s.
  


  
    Elizabeth then has a bizarre encounter with an old retainer, Mrs Reynolds, who says of her master that she has ‘never had a cross word from him in my life’ and that ‘he was always the sweetest-tempered, most generous-hearted, boy in the world’. This opinion goes against the testimony of Bingley, Fitzwilliam and, later, of Darcy himself. It is hardly surprising that ‘Elizabeth almost stared at her. – “Can this be Mr Darcy!” thought she.’
  


  
    No, not as we know him. But whether the old retainer is soft in the head or whether Jane Austen merely wished to be playful, this encounter remains unexplained. It has, though, a powerful effect on Elizabeth, who views Mrs Reynolds as the best possible witness. ‘What praise more valuable than the praise of an intelligent servant?’ she wonders, though without asking whether ‘intelligent’ is the apt word. Mrs Reynolds serves a purpose in the plot; perhaps there was no time to tie up the loose end. This is a shame, because I think Jane Austen means the testimony to be important. In her world, as today, being rude to people in serving positions – waiters, bank clerks and so on – is an infallible indicator of the ‘superior’ being despicable; you need look no further. And she surely means the converse to apply.
  


  
    The grounds of Pemberley are wild and imposing in a controlled way, and at the height of her romantic delight in them Elizabeth is surprised by the appearance of Mr Darcy himself. She is mortified to be seen as a day-tripper at the house of a man who recently proposed to her, but suddenly – inexplicably – it is all right. Darcy, far from being his usual surly and discomfiting self, is all charm. This is the second appearance of the ‘other’ Darcy in his alternative, lively persona. Nothing is too much trouble – even being polite to people in trade. Luckily Uncle Gardiner comes up trumps and Elizabeth is exhilarated that Darcy should see that not all her relations are embarrassing. But the puzzle remains. ‘Why is he so altered?... it cannot be for my sake that his manners are thus softened.’ Perhaps Darcy himself barely knows, because the explanation of such inconsistent moods is more neural than circumstantial.
  


  
    Elizabeth’s response is still not to fall in love with Darcy, but to be grateful to him. She is relieved that he was once in love with her and that, far from holding a grudge against her for the brusque way she rejected his clumsy proposal, he has treated her with unexpected courtesy and kindness. She has left hatred behind; she has a positive opinion of his moral worth and now a warm feeling of gratitude. Jane Austen has previously hinted as clearly as propriety allowed her at a strong sexual attraction and it is therefore interesting that at this stage she still withholds the word ‘love’.
  


  
    The news breaks of Wickham’s elopement with Lydia. Darcy is sympathetic to Elizabeth and chastises himself for not having done more to prevent it. Mr Gardiner and Darcy contrive to buy off Wickham, fix a wedding and limit the damage, though not before Darcy has once again managed to upset Elizabeth by not revealing that he was present at the ceremony. He has had pratfalls enough for us to know that he will for ever be accident-prone; but the difference now is that the better side of his nature seems to be in control and he is putting his hand in his own pocket to repair the damage.
  


  
    His explanation of what he does, though, shows the same egocentricity, the same curious attention-seeking. He blames himself for Wickham’s bad character because he ‘had thought it beneath him to lay [Wickham’s] private actions open to the world.’ He allowed Wickham to run off with his own fifteen-year-old sister, Georgiana, to woo unimpeded the woman he has himself proposed to and then to run off with her fifteen-year-old sister, Lydia, because to say anything would have been ‘beneath’ him... These are the actions and inactions of a very peculiar and troubled man.
  


  
    Elizabeth’s uncle Gardiner recounts that Darcy was ‘obstinate’ in insisting that he must do everything himself, because the elopement was all his fault. Darcy is undoubtedly generous with his money, helpful to the Bennet family and kind in his attitude to Elizabeth – a good thing if he loves her. But his behaviour here has something desperate and false, something manic about it. Love, perhaps? But no: because when, soon afterwards, he comes back to Longbourn with Bingley it is the old chilly Darcy again, not the glad-handing host of Pemberley. He says ‘as little as civility would allow’, leaving Elizabeth ‘astonished and vexed’.
  


  
    Now Elizabeth needs a deus ex machina – and help is at hand. Her change of heart towards Darcy, we have seen, is propelled at first by embarrassment at her own misjudgement and then by gratitude at Darcy’s unprecedented good manners to her at Pemberley. But the momentum of her revision has now stalled under the weight of Darcy’s gloom – to be restored by a most unlikely source: Lady Catherine de Bourgh, who sweeps in to Longbourn to persuade Elizabeth to renounce any plans of marrying Darcy. Elizabeth reacts with commendable high spirits by at once renewing her interest in just such an outcome. It is Lady Catherine who compels Elizabeth to voice her thoughts, to make them real and so believe in them herself. ‘In marrying your nephew,’ she splendidly begins, ‘I should not consider myself as quitting that sphere. He is a gentleman; I am a gentleman’s daughter; so far we are equal.’
  


  
    News reaches Darcy that Elizabeth has not given Lady Catherine any assurances. From somewhere beneath the layers of gloom, Darcy hauls up the energy to try again. His new vein of self-reproach is more agreeable than the constipated vanity of his first proposal; Elizabeth is inclined to go with the momentum of her emotions, but the huge, perhaps unbridgeable, difference of temperament between the two is stark. Each has much to feel ashamed of, but Elizabeth, knowing that her mistakes were honest, has already forgiven herself and moved on. She says brightly, ‘You must learn some of my philosophy. Think only of the past as its remembrance gives you pleasure.’
  


  
    Darcy’s reply makes clear who he is – a man suffering from chronic depression, dwelling on the past, but unable to take responsibility for his own actions: ‘Painful recollections will intrude, which cannot, which ought not be repelled,’ he says; and it is the most revealing thing he says in the novel. He goes on to correct the servant, Mrs Reynolds’s, account of his character and to confirm the darker views of Bingley and Fitzwilliam; but alas, for all he has learned from Elizabeth, he still cannot take responsibility for himself. He blames his dead parents for ‘spoiling’ him; he will not see that his character and actions have been for some years his own to shape. He is unhappy about himself, critical even, but is locked in a spiral with thoughts that ‘cannot, ought not to be repelled’. He has, furthermore, no interests; he doesn’t do anything. He will lend his fishing rods to Mr Gardiner but doesn’t contemplate joining in the sport. In modern therapeutic terms, he needs to understand his own emotions more deeply, to get to know himself, to take exercise to release endorphins, to abandon the protective persona (‘beneath me’) he has adopted and to forgive himself for what he is and has been. There is much to forgive, much ‘work’ to be done, and it is the sadness of the book that we suspect that he will never be able to do it. When Elizabeth asks him why he was so silent on his last visit, when all seemed set fair between them, he says he was ‘embarrassed’. Even Elizabeth, all of whose defences are now down as she heads for the altar, cannot let this go: ‘But tell me, what did you come to Netherfield for?’ she asks in exasperated fondness. ‘Was it merely to ride to Longbourn and be embarrassed?’
  


  
    It will be hard for her to accept that in her husband the lack of vital energy that underlies depression will always dominate the intermittent bursts of activity, the little upswings that punctuate his melancholy. All that Darcy can do now is marry Elizabeth, his lifelong Prozac in an Empire-line dress: dear, busy, middle-class Lizzy with her wit and common sense, who will be good at sex, kind to his sister and will laugh at his aunt. It is more, really, than he deserves for his single outburst of politeness and his periodic financial largesse.
  


  
    And Elizabeth? The first time she uses the word ‘love’ of Darcy is after they are engaged. And when did her love begin? ‘I must date it from my first seeing his beautiful grounds at Pemberley.’ She is teasing Jane with this reply, but, significantly, is never required to give a better one. She may be in love with Darcy or she may not be, but she rides the momentum that leads towards marriage. And why not? For Elizabeth Darcy there will be sex with a man she finds attractive, money, children, a large house and an escape from her embarrassing mother; there may yet be conversation if Darcy is in the mood; she may even come to see the ‘clever’ side of him, now that his days of bungling and misjudgement are over. Perhaps she really does ‘love’ him. Over the last two centuries, Darcy has exercised an undoubted power over women readers. It may be difficult for some of us to understand, but it would be foolish to deny that Elizabeth was not the last woman to be strongly drawn to this rude and gloomy man.
  


  
    One feels that Darcy has the better of the deal, however – until the final twist in the complex negotiation. The key to Elizabeth’s happiness is not Pemberley with its sounding cataracts and specimen trees, not Mr Darcy with all his millions; the clinching moment, the detail that lets the reader close the book content, comes when, partly to be rid of his mother-in-law, Bingley quits Hertfordshire and buys an estate a mere thirty miles from Pemberley. Now Elizabeth is united with her heart’s twin. At least once a week she can have Jane’s naïve chit-chat – ‘You didn’t Lizzy!’ – over coffee, or tea, or dinner – and then why not stay the night? It’s a life, after all, and an arrangement as good as any person can realistically hope for; so the close of Pride and Prejudice becomes against the odds one of the most satisfactorily happy endings in English literature – but only because in the second half of the book Jane Austen’s artistry has let us see all the compromises, shadows and deceits. The most important of these little lies is the fact that Elizabeth will never tell Jane that Darcy tried to scupper her marriage to Bingley, ‘for although Jane had the most generous and forgiving heart in the world, [Elizabeth] knew it was a circumstance that must prejudice her against him’.
  


  
    Jane’s arrival in Derbyshire brings one other bonus for Darcy: Bingley, his back-up antidepressant. As the years go on and the children of both marriages grow up, the men will gravitate more to one another in shooting, fishing (if Darcy can rouse himself actually to bait a line and join in), card games and trips to town, while the sisters will spend not just nights but weeks together; it will tend to revert to the boy/boy, girl/girl pairing with which it began.
  


  
    One should not dwell too much on the thought of Mr Darcy’s mood at sixty years old on a wet Sunday evening: ‘aweful’ is not the half of it. I prefer to think that Elizabeth, who has magnificently backed her own sense of right and wrong against the conventions of society, will always have enough energy to spare from galvanising Darcy to be happy with her children and with the person she loves most – with Jane.
  


  
    ‘MORE MYSELF THAN I AM’
  


  
    HEATHCLIFF
  


  
    I first read Wuthering Heights at the age of sixteen, though I had seen the Laurence Olivier/Merle Oberon film on a black-and-white television one fuggy Sunday afternoon. I remember finding the plot oddly complicated for a novel that focussed so much on two people. There was the framing device of the traveller come to rent the house, the housekeeper, the fact that there was a boy called Linton, but that Edgar Linton was also referred to by his surname alone. Was Catherine or her daughter Cathy the ‘real’ heroine? And it was hard to go on liking Heathcliff when he became so filled with bitterness. A young reader not long out of Agatha Christie needed surer points of identification. One thing did thrill me, though, and that of course was the elemental power: there was an urgency, a sense of a story somewhat beyond the author’s control, and the confusion seemed a testament to the overwhelming force of the emotions that Emily Brontë had invoked. They had reduced to matchwood the structure of the novel built to house them.
  


  
    Heathcliff is a character who seems to have two lives, one in popular mythology and one in the pages of Wuthering Heights. In the former, he is romantic, wild and uncompromising. It was perhaps not these qualities that the then Prime Minister Gordon Brown meant to invoke when he compared himself to Heathcliff; what Mr Brown was after, I think, was a disdain for show or social nicety he thought he shared with Heathcliff. In Mr Brown’s mythology, perhaps, both men were ‘the real thing’ – passionate for truth, and above pettiness. To most people it would be hard to think of two characters more dissimilar than Heathcliff, the moorland gipsy, and Mr Brown, the pallid creature of a life in committee rooms framing ‘composite’ motions; but strange things happen when fictional characters take on an imagined life beyond their pages...
  


  
    I had not read Wuthering Heights since 1969 until forty years later I opened an old second-hand Penguin on a flight back from New York. A previous reader had done a family tree in blue ballpoint in the inside jacket. Unfortunately, he had been defeated by the complexity of the plot and had assigned Thrushcross Grange to the wrong owner and made Hindley marry Catherine. He was not alone. Part of the weird intensity of the novel derives from the tight and complex links between a small number of people, and most editions do now carry a printed family tree.
  


  
    Charlotte Brontë’s cautious introduction admitted many faults in the book ‘hewn in a wild workshop, with simple tools out of homely materials’. It is ‘moorish, and wild, and knotty as a root of heath’. Emily had little knowledge of the world, or of other people; Charlotte conceded that the novel must appear a ‘rude and strange production’ to people unfamiliar with the West Riding, its moors and its inhabitants. She was apologetic for the roughness and occasional profanity of the language.
  


  
    Most of all, though, Charlotte apologised for Heathcliff. ‘Whether it is right or advisable to create beings like Heathcliff, I do not know: I scarcely think it is.’ She was quick to claim that Emily conceived Heathcliff as evil from the start, ‘never once swerving in his arrow-straight course to perdition’. A parson’s daughter, she defended her sister’s sense of conventional morality. ‘Heathcliff betrays one solitary human feeling, and that is not his love for Catherine.’ No, it is in his ‘rudely confessed regard for Hareton’, the son of his enemy, Hindley.
  


  
    Well, whatever Charlotte Brontë anxiously claimed in her sister’s defence against Victorian critics, Heathcliff does not tower over the other romantic characters of the nineteenth-century English novel because he is occasionally tolerant of his nephew-by-adoption. He does so, for all Charlotte’s italic denial, because of his feeling for Catherine.
  


  
    Emily Brontë gains a great deal from having her lovers as childhood friends first. It ratifies their affection; it roots it in innocence and removes the slightly comic sense that can attach to the random meetings of adult lovers – ‘We met by chance at a party given by an old friend who...’ After a brief false start in which Catherine views the dark-skinned newcomer with distaste, they quickly establish a wild intimacy: it is Catherine and Heathcliff contra mundum, and we watch with enthusiasm and only a little sense of dread. It is affecting because such intense friendships are normally between children of the same sex; this one is cross-gender and cross-race. It taps deeply into the romantic idea of affinities – of another world in which the little white-skinned Yorkshire girl and the brown-skinned boy from God knows where could once have been happy, were once indeed a single entity before the inconvenient facts of being human – being incorporated, living in a house, a place and a time – have made things impossible for them.
  


  
    It is the other-worldliness of their feeling that is so powerful and upsetting. Our very first encounter with Catherine is not as a human girl but as a ghost at the window: ‘Let me in – let me in!’ Significantly, the ghost has a ‘child’s face’, because it is the young Catherine who cries out to return and whom Heathcliff longs to recover. Heathcliff’s response to the spectre gives us a sense of the enduring torment of his feelings for Catherine before he has even been introduced into the story in his chronological place. This means that, for the reader, the child Heathcliff is already father to the man – a being whose fate is pre-determined and whose childhood raptures are therefore doubly poignant.
  


  
    He is first delivered to Catherine more or less from a sack, like a mongrel dog. He talks ‘gibberish’ and is referred to as ‘it’; Nelly Dean, the housekeeper, is instructed to ‘wash it, and give it clean things and let it sleep with the children’; left to her own judgement, it is implied, she might have put it in a kennel. He is bullied by Catherine’s brother Hindley but withstands the blows ‘without winking or shedding a tear’ – a worrying sign in a victim.
  


  
    Catherine is impulsive, talkative, high-spirited and humorous, but not deeply cunning or selfish. Her weakness is in her feeling for the strange, self-contained boy. ‘The greatest punishment we could invent for her was to separate her from him,’ Nelly Dean recalls. When Catherine’s father dies, Nelly finds Heathcliff and Catherine in the children’s room, long past midnight: ‘The little souls were comforting each other with better thoughts than I could have hit on: no parson in the world ever pictured heaven so beautifully as they did, in their innocent talk: and while I sobbed and listened, I could not help wishing we were all there safe together.’ Even the simple Nelly has sensed that their union will have to wait for another world. The moors are, at first, a substitute for that better place, and the two children like to run off and spend the day there, laughing at the punishment they receive on their return. For a book so associated with its landscape, there is surprisingly little description of the moor while Catherine is alive; perhaps Emily Brontë sensed that if the moorland were to retain its universal force as an alternative reality it had better not have too much specificity of detail.
  


  
    The idyll is short-lived. They come to Thrushcross Grange, where the civilised but bloodless Lintons live. The animosity between them and Heathcliff is immediate. Heathcliff would not want to live there ‘even in return for flinging Joseph [the canting servant at home] off the highest gable and painting the house-front with Hindley’s blood’. Young Isabella Linton thinks Heathcliff looks like the gypsy who stole her tame pheasant; her father thinks him ‘a little Lascar, or an American or Spanish castaway’. Heathcliff has tried to rescue Catherine’s ankle from the jaws of their savage dog by thrusting a stone down the animal’s throat.
  


  
    Catherine is not so sure. The Lintons have a nice house, and pretty dresses, and music. We share Heathcliff’s agony to see her start to be seduced, to see the secret ideal of their passion betrayed for a tinkling recital or a fancy-dress ball. It is a hard-edged representation of many such severances in real life when what hurts so much is the thought that the other party to love may all along not have meant what they said about the primal importance of the shared private world.
  


  
    When Catherine returns after five weeks, Heathcliff is appalled and cannot bring himself to speak to her. He confesses to Nelly that he wished he had a light skin like Edgar and was as rich as him, and Nelly, rather splendidly, tells him he is handsome and urges him to believe himself an Indian prince who can laugh at a ‘little farmer’ like Edgar. But Catherine is changed; she has become haughty and arrogant, even though she retains her affection for Heathcliff. She lives, in fact, a double life between the two houses, polite and mannerly at Thrushcross, but less affected at home. Heathcliff, in his anger, also changes. He gives up his studies and takes self-destructive pleasure in ‘exciting the aversion rather than the esteem of his new acquaintance’.
  


  
    The decisive scene comes when Catherine confides in Nelly that she has dreamed of being in heaven, but disliked it. She was thrown out of heaven by the angels and came back to earth on Wuthering Heights, where she woke sobbing with joy. So she is not allowed even the vague comfort of lovers who believe they will be reconciled in another place, after death. I think this is ultimately what is so troubling about Wuthering Heights: it confronts the issues of death and time head-on, and its answer is extremely bleak. There is no heaven beyond this earth, and if ever you did reach such a place, you would beg to be returned. It is in the world that lovers must square their impossible circle.
  


  
    Everything Catherine says to Nelly is overheard by Heathcliff, who is hiding out of sight. He hears her say that she has ‘no more business to marry Edgar Linton than I have to be in heaven’. In fact, she knows what heaven does to her: it makes her long for Wuthering Heights. But since Heathcliff has been humiliated by her brother Hindley, Catherine rashly declares: ‘It would degrade me to marry Heathcliff now; so he shall never know how I love him: and that, not because he’s handsome, Nelly, but because he’s more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same; and Linton’s is as different as a moonbeam from lightning, as frost from fire.’
  


  
    Whatever the flaws of this novel, in design and execution, it will always be read with awe, I think, because of the unaffected way that Catherine Earnshaw says these terrible things. ‘He is more myself than I am.’ The whole pity of human love is in those words.
  


  
    And there is more. ‘If all else perished, and he remained I should still continue to be... My love for Linton is like the foliage in the woods: time will change it, I’m well aware, as winter changes the trees. My love for Heathcliff resembles the eternal rocks beneath: a source of little visible delight, but necessary. Nelly, I am Heathcliff. He’s always, always in my mind: not as a pleasure... but as my own being.’
  


  
    This is what unconditional love feels like – a sensation of ‘little visible delight’, to be sure; in fact, this love, as Emily Brontë depicts it, is more than awe-inspiring, it is to be feared. We could wish to share Mr Darcy’s feeling for lively Elizabeth, but no one would want to feel what Catherine and Heathcliff feel for one another. It is also interesting, I think, that while many female readers declare that they are ‘in love’ with Darcy and almost all male readers are attracted by Elizabeth, to feel any such personal response to Catherine or Heathcliff would seem impertinent. They are self-contained and almost sexless; they belong to one another and to no one else. There is, since childhood, no satisfaction in that belonging – only a brief, wild ecstasy and then a pain that death itself will not remove. Heaven will eject them both, and they are doomed to be together and apart, for ever, on the moor.
  


  
    By a sadistic plot twist worthy of Thomas Hardy (who was seven years old at the time of the book’s publication), the hidden Heathcliff leaves in despair after overhearing Catherine tell Nelly she would be ‘degraded’ by marrying him – but before she has expressed her passionate love for him in the words quoted above. Mortally wounded, he disappears from Yorkshire. Meanwhile, for Catherine there is marriage to Edgar Linton. When Heath-cliff returns from his mysterious exile he shows ‘no marks of former degradation’, according to Nelly. ‘His upright carriage suggested the idea of his having been in the army,’ she says, though admits that ‘a half-civilised ferocity lurked yet in the depressed brows and eyes full of black fire’.
  


  
    Heathcliff is not really changed. Mr Darcy is a contingent man, defined by his low spirits, but also by wealth and social standing, by friendship, lust, love, by management of wealth and by interference in the affairs of others; to some debatable extent he is even capable of change and modification under the influence of Elizabeth. If he had not met Elizabeth, he would have married someone else – a girl less ‘beneath’ him, perhaps, whom he would meet in London. But Heathcliff is not a compound or a mixture to be altered by reaction; he is an element. He is passion incarnate. He is not capable of being broken down or changed in any way. He exists only as a fire of love for Catherine, and his relationships with other human beings exist only at an animal level. What does he do while he is in exile? It doesn’t matter, and Emily Brontë may not even know. The slight softening of his exterior and his new military bearing are superficial things, and they do not last. The only doubt about him is the extent to which his nature has been formed by cruelty and neglect suffered before the story begins and subsequent rough treatment at Wuthering Heights. In Nelly Dean’s narrative there does seem a suggestion – and we are free to see it as sentimental or not – that Heathcliff had it in him once to have been a ‘better’ man.
  


  
    When Isabella Linton, Catherine’s new sister-in-law, decides she loves Heathcliff, Catherine tries to warn her off as one might warn a toddler not to play with a pit bull terrier. This second marriage does take place, though, and it is not long before Isabella is asking, ‘Is Mr Heathcliff a man? If so, is he mad? And if not, is he a devil?’
  


  
    At this stage of the book, you feel that the fascination exercised by Heathcliff’s intransigence is beginning to wane. Emily Brontë may have borrowed too much from the Gothic and not enough from the realistic; a little more Miss Austen and a little less Mrs Radcliffe might have helped. When Heathcliff seems driven to violence, like Hamlet or Othello, by the terrible constriction of his fate, we are in awe of him and of the purity of his passion, but from the time of his marriage to Isabella onwards he seems often to be motivated by something baser – by spite or petulance, or by a mental disturbance of small interest outside its own aetiology.
  


  
    Before then, however, Heathcliff is to partake in one of the most terrible scenes in nineteenth-century fiction, the death of Catherine. Nothing is extenuated by Emily Brontë; all is set down in bold, unflinching terms: ‘You have killed me – and thriven on it, I think,’ is the dying Catherine’s opening shot when he appears at her bedside.
  


  
    In the exchanges that follow, love is shown to lie close to hatred. They bewail the fate that has made them incapable of life – or death – without the other. It is no use trying to find relief in the Gothic tenor of the scene; it is truly harrowing, and very difficult to read. This is not how normal people live or feel; it is not, thank God, a version of the reader’s life; but in its mortal hopelessness it strikes at a truth we would rather not contemplate.
  


  
    ‘I have not broken your heart’, Heathcliff furiously responds, ‘ – you have broken it; and in breaking it you have broken mine. So much the worse for me, that I am strong. Do I want to live? What kind of living will it be when you – oh, God! Would you like to live with your soul in the grave?’
  


  
    Catherine begs for his forgiveness, and at the very last moment he is able to find some nobility of heart. ‘I forgive what you have done to me. I love my murderer – but yours! How can I?’
  


  
    There is nothing more to say. ‘They were silent – their faces hid against each other,’ Nelly tells us, ‘and washed by each other’s tears.’ That night Catherine gives birth to a ‘puny, seven months’ child’ – young Cathy. Two hours later, Catherine dies. The reader has to blink a moment to remember if we even knew that she was pregnant. One doesn’t like to think of Catherine having had sex with Edgar, and it feels odd that Isabella is impregnated by Heathcliff. The love of Catherine and Heathcliff is not physically consummated, though his kisses for her on her deathbed clearly have a sexual content. The separation of love and sex in Wuthering Heights is very troubling; doubtless there have been many theses on ‘embodiment’ and ‘disembodiment’ in this novel. It is the exclusion of sex as a natural comfort and consolation that makes the metaphysical agonies of the lovers all the more difficult to bear.
  


  
    The book is barely halfway through its course, but with the death of Catherine the vitality goes out of it. Heathcliff has nothing grand left in him, only a descent into bitterness and thence the borderlands of insanity. Before then, he utters his terrible curse: ‘You said I killed you – haunt me then! The murdered do haunt their murderers, I believe. I know that ghosts have wandered the earth. Be with me always, take any form – drive me mad! Only do not leave me in this abyss, where I cannot find you! Oh, God! It is unutterable! I cannot live without my life! I cannot live without my soul!’
  


  
    It is very hard to reach any sensible conclusion about the artistic merits of Wuthering Heights, and I’m glad I’m not a teacher or a critic who needs to find a ‘line’ on it that withstands the cross-examination of others. When I spoke to the writer and psychoanalyst Adam Phillips, he had had a similar experience. We had both read it as an extracurricular book in our teens without having been taught it; then, on returning in middle age, found that it was not at all the ‘love’ story we remembered. Adam Phillips thinks Heathcliff lives in fear that the first great rejection of his life, by his parents, will be repeated. Perhaps there is something self-fulfilling in this mortal dread. Adam thinks that the prime emotions involved in the relationship between Heathcliff and Catherine are need and want, but believes there is also ‘love’. I am not quite sure. Both of us were hesitant about coming up with any all-embracing interpretation.
  


  
    F.R.Leavis, I remember, called Wuthering Heights a ‘sport’ – a horticultural term referring to a shoot that’s been grafted on to the stalk of a different plant, and takes. The result is exotic, but also, like all genetic experiments, slightly troubling. The term does, I think, fairly reflect both the critic’s difficulty in trying to place the book and the sense in which it can’t really be accommodated in the mainstream of English fiction. Jane Eyre can doubtless be shown to have its roots in romance and in the Gothic, but can also be placed with a reasonable degree of comfort in a tradition that runs from Defoe and Richardson through Jane Austen into Dickens. Wuthering Heights, though? It is Shakespearean at moments, but garish and clumsy at others.
  


  
    I hope it’s not a readerly cowardice to confess oneself, however admiring, defeated by a book. If Wuthering Heights continues to be read, it will be chiefly because of the character of Heathcliff. Catherine has most of the best lines, but Heathcliff has the curse that rings in our heads as long and as terribly as any howl of Lear or Macbeth.
  


  
    ‘TO SEE YOU AGAIN’
  


  
    TESS DURBEYFIELD
  


  
    At some early stage in my thinking, aged about seventeen perhaps, I developed some fixed ideas about what a novel ‘ought’ to be. I tried to work out from the books I most admired what it was, if anything, they had in common. It seemed to rest on a series of paradoxes – and to the student mind a paradox is a splendid thing.
  


  
    If someone in a pub, I reckoned, told you an amazing anecdote, you feel you want to pass the story on; the best tribute the saloon-bar raconteur could hope for is, ‘You should put that in a book.’ As a child, I read books largely for this blow-me-down quality – the more amazing the better; so Alistair MacLean’s Night Without End or Fear is the Key were the best things I knew. When it came to Sherlock Holmes, there was an additional pleasure to be found in the characters themselves and in some of the settings – those wistaria-covered suburban houses, for instance, and the details – hansom cabs, fog and so on; but I still judged them primarily by how extreme or ‘thrilling’ they were. Thus I liked ‘The Speckled Band’ best of the short stories, even though it was clearly improbable.
  


  
    Then, after I had read Pride and Prejudice and Sons and Lovers, everything changed. The Bennets and the Morels weren’t intended to be weird; they were meant to be ordinary. Yet by focussing tightly on the inner life of the main characters, their authors had not only made them live, they had made their lives seem of extraordinary importance. Paradox One formed in my teenage mind: the inner life, while lacking guns and car chases, is more exciting than the outer life.
  


  
    And there was something more than that, I thought. I didn’t see Paul Morel as simply a more exciting version of James Bond – as a secret agent of the internal world. He did something Bond couldn’t do: he resonated with me. At the age of fifteen I had as little in common with a Nottingham miner’s son and his first love affairs as I had with a Cold War spy and his Walther PPK. The difference was that Ian Fleming rubbed my nose in the difference, while D. H. Lawrence somehow suggested that part of me was to be found in Paul and vice versa. Paradox Two: by delineating the individual with great skill, by faithfully relaying each beat of his heart, the author could suggest that he was more than an individual: he could open out something in his character, however distinctive, that you, however improbably, could share. Through the particular, the universal could be revealed. This surely was the trick of the novelist’s art.
  


  
    Somehow it didn’t matter if the characters were deliberately understated men-in-the-street, asking to be seen as typical, or whether, like Dickens’s, they were highly coloured. The only test was whether under the pressure of the novelist’s scrutiny they revealed some deeper shape. Clarissa seemed to demonstrate such qualities, Tom Jones certainly did. Both were middling sort of people who found themselves in unusual circumstances. What was interesting was not that Clarissa was a victim or that Tom was a rake, but what their conduct told you about life outside the confines of their own stories; it chimed with the feelings, the very nature, of those of us who had neither been raped nor fought a duel.
  


  
    This now, in retrospect, seems obvious. Yet somehow, I also developed another ‘rule’, Paradox Three: that while the novelist is free to write about bizarre people and extreme events, he must not then, for didactic or moralistic reasons, pretend that they are a typical sample, randomly selected. In Vanity Fair, for instance, the name and a great deal of editorial content in the course of the novel suggested that Thackeray did wish to prove to his readers that ‘all is vanity’. For this authorial point to be made, I felt, the novelist had to convince the reader that his characters were representative. To take an example from the newspaper: you couldn’t persuade people that celibacy is the key to happiness by telling the true story of unfaithful Mr Wayne Bobbitt, the man whose wife chopped off his penis. The example is simply too extreme to have any application outside its own bizarre circumstances. To put it more strongly, Thackeray’s greater theme of the vanity of the social world can only be convincing if he could say: ‘I could throw out Becky, Amelia, Dobbin and the rest of them, pick half a dozen other characters – at random – from the same milieu and although the novel might not be as entertaining, its moral and thematic drift would be the same.’
  


  
    In this, Thackeray just about succeeds, I think, but it was a test I felt from the beginning, when I read Far From the Madding Crowd, The Mayor of Casterbridge and especially Jude the Obscure, that Thomas Hardy never did pass. He had a moral and philosophical agenda, but he didn’t have the scientific or historical detachment to prove his points. Hardy was not the novelistic equivalent of Cecil Sharp, who travelled England to record the last of rural folk songs before they died out; he was not a man who listened to his beloved county, to its hills and villages, and then wrote novels that represented the tendencies of life and fate among the people. He seemed to me, rather, someone who had heard a strong pub anecdote, then, by his undoubted skill as a novelist, rooted it in credible people, assigned its most outlandish aspects to realistically conceived characters and then at the end turned to his audience and said, ‘Doesn’t that show how wretched life is?’
  


  
    Would the moral impetus have been the same if he had chosen not Tess, but a different milkmaid? Not Michael Henchard, but another grain merchant? I thought not. His retort, I suppose, would have been, ‘But it’s Tess’s and Henchard’s stories that I chose to tell.’ To which I might have said, ‘That’s fine, but by preselecting an example helpful to your conclusion, you have sacrificed your claim to universal resonance.’
  


  
    This paradox was rather hypothetical, and hard to express precisely, but it was enough to stop me enjoying Hardy’s novels as much as I should have done when I first read them, considering how much I warmed to the characters themselves and the way he wrote about the countryside they inhabited.
  


  
    The first thing I noticed on reopening Tess of the d’Urbervilles after thirty-five years is how lasciviously fond her author is of Tess, with her ‘mobile peony mouth and large innocent eyes’. From the start, we are asked to believe that this country girl knows something of the ways of beasts but almost nothing of men; that she is a ‘vessel of pure emotion untinctured by experience’. She is, like the Virgin Mary, of immaculate conception; even passers-by are ‘fascinated by her freshness’ and would ‘wonder if they would ever see her again: but to almost everybody she was a fine and picturesque country girl, and no more’.
  


  
    Hardy is working hard here, I think, to suggest that, while Tess is exceptional, she is chosen more or less at random. All fresh young country girls glimpsed in passing have a life story: here, he suggests, is just one. It is vital, I think, for us to buy into this implication if Hardy is not to be thought guilty of constructing his novel backwards to illustrate his wider scheme.
  


  
    The first important incident, and it is in some ways the most important in the book, is when nothing happens. When Tess is out with a group of other girls dancing in a field, a passing student, Angel Clare, does not ask her to dance. He pauses only for a moment, dances with the girl nearest to hand (she doesn’t even have a name), then continues with his journey. He has noticed Tess, however, and she has noticed him. Had they become acquainted at this moment, all might have gone well between them. Time is the enemy of love, Hardy knows; they run on axes that seldom agree. It is no use merely meeting the loved one and being loved in return; the timing must be right for both. And by the time Angel and Tess meet again, it is too late.
  


  
    Tess’s father, an idle drunkard, believes his family to be of noble stock, and Tess’s mother sends her to ‘claim kin’ with a local gentleman called Alec Stoke-Durberville in the hope of getting work or money or both. Alec is a sort of pantomime villain, though ‘despite the touches of barbarism in his contours, there was a singular force in the gentleman’s face, and in his bold, rolling eye’. He lights a cigar and eyes the fresh young thing through veils of blue smoke. Tess has the ‘disadvantage’, Hardy tells us, of looking ‘more of a woman than she really was’. She is told that she will grow into her voluptuousness; but for the time being, allied to her girlish freshness, it makes a powerful combination for the fascinated Alec.
  


  
    It is not long before Alec is making a move. He makes Tess hold the reins of the pony and trap, so that with her hands occupied she cannot push him away when he gives her ‘the kiss of mastery’. He seems honestly perplexed that she resists: ‘You are mighty sensitive for a cottage girl!’ The build-up to some explosive outcome is subtly done. In his sympathy for Tess, Hardy does not underestimate what she unwittingly does to inflame Alec. Of course, it is not her fault she is so comely, with her peony mouth and womanish figure; but she has come alone, unbidden, to ask a favour, and such independence requires a degree of protective self-awareness. A hypothetical jury in the reader’s head is ready to condemn the slavering Alec, but may be open to some plea in mitigation.
  


  
    Tess goes to work in the d’Urberville house, where Alec treats her playfully, calling her ‘cousin’. Tess begins to trust him a little. She loses her initial shyness, though acquires a ‘shyness of a new and tenderer kind’, by which Hardy presumably means the modesty that precedes ‘submission’. This is quite clear: she is prepared to accept Alec’s goodwill, but no more. One evening, Tess is embroiled in a fight with some village hoydens (two of whom are former ‘conquests’ of Alec’s) when Alec comes cantering to her rescue and scoops her up on to his horse. She is at his mercy, though he does not immediately exploit this fact. He asks her if his attentions are always unwelcome and she says they are – though not as emphatically as she might. Alec reveals that he has bought a new horse for her father, and Tess thanks him ‘with a painful sense of the awkwardness of having to thank him just then’. Alec rides on at random to prolong the pleasure of having Tess’s arms round him. After a while, he can feasibly claim to be lost, and leaves Tess with the horse to go on foot to see where they are. When he returns, he finds her asleep.
  


  
    As a result of what follows, Tess becomes pregnant. Hardy does not say whether Alec rapes Tess or whether Tess consents. The terms he uses make it clear that it is a coarse and unfortunate coupling, though he suggests that some of Tess’s allegedly noble ancestors may have ‘dealt the same measure even more ruthlessly to peasant girls of their time’. So Alec was ruthless, but not as ruthless as he might have been. We will have to wait to find out whether this was technically a rape or not.
  


  
    A few weeks later, Tess tearfully tells Alec that if she had ever loved him, she would not ‘hate myself for my weakness as I do now!... My eyes were dazed by you for a little, and that was all.’ She then says, ‘I didn’t understand your meaning till it was too late.’
  


  
    After an angry exchange on the lines of what women say and what they mean, Alec admits: ‘I did wrong – I admit it.’ He says he is prepared to offer her better work indoors as compensation.
  


  
    The extent of Tess’s consent is still not clear, though her use of the words ‘weakness’ and ‘dazed’ suggests compliance at some point, and the words ‘I didn’t understand your meaning’ suggest he did at least ask her consent, albeit opaquely, to something. On the other hand, he says, ‘I did wrong’. The only sequence of events that tallies with all these words is that Alec ‘took advantage’ of Tess; that he urged her to go further than she really wanted, though at the crucial moment, her eyes ‘dazed’, she allowed him to proceed.
  


  
    Tess’s mother is not much worried by the fact that her daughter has lost her virginity, but can’t understand why she didn’t catch Alec in marriage. Tess knows that she could not marry a man she does not love, however convenient it might be; in the same way that Elizabeth Bennet has the taste to recognise that Darcy’s furniture is ‘better’ or less showy than Lady Catherine’s, so Tess has the natural taste and standards of someone more educated than herself. Ninety-nine milkmaids out of a hundred would bag the rich husband, but Tess, like Elizabeth, is one of ‘nature’s ladies’; she has received some education; or as she later puts it, ‘I am only a peasant by position, not by nature!’ What matters to her is that she didn’t ‘wholly care’ for Alec before the incident and does not ‘care for him at all’ after it.
  


  
    At this point Hardy, who has been elusive, becomes plainer: ‘She had dreaded him, winced before him, succumbed to adroit advantages he took of her helplessness; then, temporarily blinded by his ardent manners, had been stirred to confused surrender awhile.’ Surrender is not the same thing as consent, and nor is ‘awhile’ (i.e. for a moment) the same thing as really wanting to make love, but the balance of evidence at this point would not be enough to secure a rape conviction. It is enough to make us hate Alec and sympathise with Tess, but the fact is that Hardy’s handling of the incident is subtle, incomplete and deliberately designed to prompt more questions than it answers. He had the vocabulary and the authorial courage to make it clear that Alec did rape Tess had he so wished; but he doesn’t. He sees much more dramatic mileage in confusion, in doubt, in half-agreement, in ‘momentary weakness’ than in outright barbarism; and his judgement in this is vindicated, because it makes Tess less of a passive victim and more of a tragic figure. A child killed by a speeding car is ineffably sad, but it is not ‘tragic’; the waste of Hamlet’s life caused by the freakish coincidence of external circumstance and internal predisposition is what makes tragedy.
  


  
    Soon Hardy begins to mobilise another player in Tess’s drama: the natural world. Reflecting on her ‘spasmodic weakness’, Tess becomes profoundly unhappy, leaves her parents’ home only at night and knows that at twilight ‘the plight of being alive becomes attenuated to its least possible dimensions’.
  


  [image: image missing]


  
    ‘Tess flung herself down upon the rustling undergrowth... in palpitating misery broken by momentary shoots of joy.’– Tess contemplates her future with Angel under the burden of her secret past (1891 edition)
  


  
    In a beautiful passage at the end of Chapter 13, Hardy describes her night-time walks in which she feels the landscape express her inward feelings of grief. This ‘pathetic fallacy’ is perhaps comforting to her; but later, she becomes alienated even from the much-loved Wessex woods and fields, imagining that she is a ‘figure of Guilt intruding into the haunts of Innocence’.
  


  
    Hardy tells us that ‘she had been made to break an accepted social law, but no law known to the environment in which she fancied herself such an anomaly’. It is this sense of having violated nature that is the hardest thing for Tess to bear, and Hardy milks it, if that can be the word, for almost all it’s worth. The baby is a ‘natural’, i.e. illegitimate, child, but the bearing of it and the suckling of it in the fields where she works makes Tess feel oddly ‘unnatural’, ‘living as a stranger and an alien here, though it was no strange land she was in’. Hardy pauses to muddy the waters a little more over the child’s conception. A woman worker in the field had heard that there was more than ‘persuasion’ in the matter and that it might ‘have gone ill with a certain party [Alec] if folks had come along’, but Hardy also reminds us of a ‘slight incautiousness of character’ in Tess.
  


  
    On one thing he is clear: it is not the condition of being an unmarried mother that makes Tess miserable, but her ‘conventional aspect’ – her spontaneous feeling of social shame. Just as her desire to marry a man she ‘loves’ is a luxury or a self-indulgence unaffordable to most of her village friends, so her sense of having transgressed socially seems to belong to a different social stratum, and is not shared by her co-workers in the field. In any event, just when the uncritical friendship of the village girls is beginning to reconcile Tess to her situation, the child becomes ill and dies. And with the death, Tess changes ‘from simple girl to complex woman’.
  


  
    She renounces all thoughts of aristocratic association on her father’s side, and determines to be what her mother was: ‘All my prettiness comes from her and she was only a dairymaid.’ Her arrival in a different part of the county is greeted by a prolonged and repeated calling sound. ‘It was not the expression of the valley’s consciousness that beautiful Tess had arrived, but the ordinary announcement of milking time.’ The cows are ready for her; indeed their udders are so full that they are oozing drops of milk on to the ground. Poor Tess: so much part of the land that the hills cry out in welcome, yet alienated from it by her strangely beautiful eyes and, paradoxically, by her unnecessary sense of guilt at having been party, with whatever degree of willingness, to the most natural act of all. This play on the paradoxes of what is or what is not natural runs like a subtle current through the book.
  


  
    At the dairy, Tess is reunited with Angel Clare, who is learning husbandry in preparation for a life in the colonies. If Tess is a child of nature, Angel is the slave of thought, and the affinity each feels for the other is grounded in a fascination with the unknown. Angel is dealing with problems of career, belief and of a snobbish and religious father, Tess with the death of a baby not lovingly conceived and her consequent sense of dislocation from the universe. It is easy to be impatient with Angel on the grounds that Tess’s difficulties are severe, while his are the indulgence of privilege; but he is a good man in his narrow way, and he appreciates the better part of her. He gives her fancy nicknames from myth; to which she replies, ‘Call me Tess’, and so he does. The love that grows between them is simple and mutual. For Tess, it is a whole movement of the heart, a little despairing, for all she knows of fate and life, touched also with compassion for her fellow milkmaids, who cannot have him; for Angel, it begins in a fascination for her face, her mouth, perfect except for the tiny flaws that give it humanity. They are in some ways a mismatch, but not an impossible one. With Elizabeth and Darcy, the frisson lies in watching how good a deal she can strike, if Darcy it must be. With Heathcliff and Catherine, the reader is simply appalled. But with Tess and her dark eyes, all innocence on the surface, all sensual sorrow underneath, and Angel with his education and his patina of worldliness, yet innocent, barely lustful at a lower level, there is a mutual purity of regard and the possibility of future happiness that seems all the more desirable for being so unlikely. The reader cannot but help, with whatever misgivings, to begin to hope.
  


  
    In a rush, Angel proposes, but Tess says she cannot marry him. She will not tell him why. He responds with a patience and generosity that rebuke the absent character of Alec. The reader feels that if Tess were to tell him the truth, he is at bottom such a decent man and so inflamed by love that he would tell her that he doesn’t mind the fact that a villain took advantage of her. Frustratingly, Tess refuses to disclose her reasons for refusing him. ‘You seem almost like a coquette,’ he protests, and we almost think so too.
  


  
    Tess overcomes her misgivings and agrees to the marriage; we see her passion for Angel when she clasps him to her and kisses him. She thinks him beautiful and saintly and clever; and in this she is mistaken. Clare is not a bad man, but he is ‘more spiritual than animal’, ‘rather bright than hot’; his feelings are ‘ethereal’ and ‘fastidious’. He loves her dearly, but not with the ‘impassioned thoroughness’ of her love for him. What Hardy delicately suggests is that Angel (as his name implies) lacks sexual ardour and the forgiving generosity that goes with it; he does love Tess, but he is not a fool for her; he does not have the driving sexual passion that will overlook small faults. If only he could borrow a little of Alec’s devilry and use it to cast a warm animal glow through all his thoughts, to make himself a little ‘hot’ as well as ‘bright’...
  


  
    While the marriage approaches, there is a period of moving reconciliation with nature (‘Thus, during this October month of wonderful afternoons’) in which Tess once more feels part of the natural world, and Angel walks with her, feeling it also through her sensibility, which in this respect is superior to his own. It is a brief idyll. Tess is still troubled by thoughts that she is unworthy, and Angel’s fine riposte that worthiness has nothing to do with social class but only with being ‘true, and honest... and of good report’ unwittingly makes things worse for her. She is not much concerned about her social status, but ‘good report’ is exactly what she feels she has lost. The wedding brings her no relief, only a sense of ‘culpable reticence’ and guilt that Angel has not married the real Tess, but one she ‘might have been’. As they drive off, they hear a cock crow three times, in a reference to Peter’s denial of Christ; and for a moment you feel Hardy mumming and gurning in the foreground of what had been a delicately painted picture. Emboldened by Angel’s confession that he had once ‘plunged into eight-and-forty hours of dissipation with a stranger’, Tess tells him of her own past with Alec.
  


  
    Angel’s response is everything she feared. ‘The woman I have been loving is not you’, he declares, but ‘another woman in your shape.’ He seems determined to misjudge her, even with all the evidence before him that she is essentially, in the words of the novel’s subtitle, ‘a pure woman’. Angel can forgive Tess, but he can no longer love her. From this moment, the novel approaches tragedy in the sense that there is some irreducible molecular trait of character in each protagonist that is caught in an inevitable reaction with circumstance. ‘Within the remote depths of [Angel’s] constitution, so gentle and affectionate as he was in general, there lay hidden a hard logical deposit, like a vein of metal in soft loam, which turned the edge of everything that attempted to traverse it.’
  


  
    When I first read the book, I found Angel’s response so unsympathetic as to be almost incredible. If he really loved Tess, I thought, he would love her for what she was, with all her past. Now, I am not so sure. If you were to find out that the person you loved was not what they seemed, how would you feel? The effect of infidelity is similar; it is not so much the perfunctory action that is damaging as the knowledge that the adulterer had been withholding some important part of him or herself from what had been shared in trust. Or suppose you found out that your husband of thirty years had not been working for an oil company but for MI6. You would ‘understand’ the reason why he had not told you, but would it not cast a sickly backward light over your marriage, to think that you had given everything but had never really known him?
  


  
    The circumstances of Tess and Angel could hardly be more individual. On the one hand is a milkmaid with a dead illegitimate child, the by-blow of a nasty near-rape, and an odd sense of being a lady with a degree of education and aspiration a little above her actual position in life, yet somehow estranged from her home in nature; and on the other is a gentle, radical, affectionate man, an atheist in revolt against his father, a colonist-in-waiting, a fey adventurer with a stubborn streak. Yet in their tragedy is something universal. Do we not all fall in love with ‘versions’ of a person? Love is ‘blind’ to those aspects it does not wish to see, and in its early stages can even involve a semi-conscious closing of the eyes, or aversion of the head. If we saw all potential objects of love in the round – clear, with all their faults as well as all their virtues... Well, it could never be done, because we bring our own eyes and minds to the job of looking. But if, hypothetically, it could be done, if we could see truly through 360 degrees, we would presumably all fall in love with the same person. So Tess and Angel’s agony, though distinctive, maddening, almost unbearable to read about, does represent some universal human truth and this is what makes it so troubling, so affecting.
  


  
    Hardy can still loom like a clumsy chorus. ‘God’s not in his heaven: all’s wrong with the world’, he makes Angel reflect as he and Tess separate, rescuing the sudden bathos only with the rhythm of the sentence that follows, ‘When Tess had passed over the crest of the hill he turned to go his own way, and hardly knew that he loved her still.’ But he regains his mastery with the inevitable momentum of events. After Tess has taken her lurid revenge on Alec, Hardy grants her a short taste of heaven with the man she loves. On the run from the law, they find a deserted house in the New Forest where they hide away and I think – though Hardy is evasive on this point – find physical expression of their love. What they are fleeing from, like so many lovers, is Time. Angel ‘peeped out also. It was quite true; within was affection, union, error forgiven: outside was the inexorable.’ How long can love–happiness last? A day? A year?
  


  
    Like Catherine Earnshaw, Tess Durbeyfield looks to another world and time for salvation:
  


  
    
      ‘Tell me now, Angel, do you think we shall meet again after we are
    


    
      dead? I want to know.’
    


    
      He kissed her to avoid a reply at such a time.
    


    
      ‘O, Angel – I fear that means no!’ said she, with a suppressed sob.
    


    
      ‘And I wanted to see you again – so much, so much! What – not
    


    
      even you and I, Angel, who love each other so well?’
    

  


  
    Angel is silent, because his whole character has been fired by the heat of his atheism. The three key moments in this novel all occur when nothing happens: the first, when Angel does not ask Tess to dance; the second when she has told him her secret and asks if he can love her and he makes no reply; and the third when once again he shows what he believes by remaining silent.
  


  
    Reading this novel again, I did not think that Hardy had failed my imaginary test of the third paradox. Although at times he is almost clownish (‘the cock crew again’) in his attempts to point up what is going on, I didn’t feel that he was trying to burden the individual circumstances of Tess with more than they can bear. Nor did I feel that her life, while strange, was necessarily unrepresentative. Hardy successfully persuades us that she is chosen because her story is the most interesting, but that other girls’ lives would not show altogether different shapes. In this, he makes her fellow dairymaids at Talbothays work hard for him. They are not just a bucolic chorus; all are in love with Angel and one of them kills herself for it.
  


  
    Perhaps no line Thomas Hardy wrote in prose is more moving than that awful cry of Tess’s, ‘And I wanted to see you again – so much, so much!’ One feels a knife through the heart on reading it.
  


  
    And the thought it contains was to be the dominant theme of Hardy’s poetry, which would shortly become his life’s work.
  


  
    ‘ESSENTIALLY SHAMELESS’
  


  
    CONSTANCE CHATTERLEY
  


  
    Constance Chatterley, the heroine of D. H. Lawrence’s 1928 novel Lady Chatterley’s Lover, is a cheery girl from a bohemian background, who, like most people, bounces through life without much thought, but then finds herself surprised by the very stark outlines of the choices that confront her as a mature woman.
  


  
    As a teenager, she is packed off with her sister to Germany, where she loses her virginity to a talkative student. But she is not much interested in sex. The important thing for Connie is the ‘freedom’ of the woman’s life and a desire to leave behind the sordidness of the modern world. She thinks it is a shame men are more earthbound and insist on ‘the sex thing’. Time and experience will change her mind.
  


  
    In Lawrence’s mind ‘sordidness’ exists principally in the mechanised society of factories and mines. They have scarred the landscape of the older, pagan England of Robin Hood and his merry men and have reduced the vital force of the men and women to a dribble. In 1917, Connie marries Sir Clifford Chatterley, a mine owner with a brown stone mansion called Wragby Hall, a ‘warren of a place without much distinction’, but with large grounds. They have a month’s honeymoon, before he returns to Flanders and is shipped home ‘almost in bits’ – paralysed from the waist down, unable to walk or to make love to his new wife and thus produce an heir. The war is the greatest expression of the dehumanising effects of an industrialised society, and the characters in this novel are trying to find ways of living in the terrible aftermath, to find ‘new little habitats, to have new little hopes’. It is a post-apocalyptic landscape in which men and women are thrown back on to the fundamentals of what they are.
  


  
    There is some early comedy in the book about the pretensions of the arty set that the Chatterleys move in. Brittle short stories and fashionable plays are not the answer to the problems of a shattered civilisation, as the vapid conversation of the Wragby coterie illustrates all too well. Connie does her best to encourage the literary ambitions of her husband, who becomes ‘successful’ in a trite way as a writer of ‘society’ short stories, and to run the gloomy house. Encouraged by her father, she takes a lover, a slick playwright called Michaelis, though the arrangement is not satisfactory for her because he does not engage emotionally with her when they make love. He comes to his own ‘crisis’ too quickly, and although endowed with an extraordinary ability to remain in situ until Connie in turn has finished, he is dismissed by her as being ‘selfish’. He is in any case not a man for a long-term connection; he is a butterfly who ‘couldn’t keep anything up’ – an unfortunate phrase in the circumstances, given his bedroom trick, though Lawrence is too solemn about sex to hear the double entendre.
  


  
    There is something naïve about Connie. While she is arty and unfaithful and ‘liberated’ for her time, she is also inclined to be gauche; and what is beguiling about her is an unexpected modesty. She has few social airs and is open to experience. She shares neither the Tevershall miners’ wives’ mercenary calculations of their worth, nor the dried-up noblesse oblige of her husband’s class. What she has is the potential for extreme and disinhibited sensuality.
  


  
    There are doubtless many such people of either sex, though fewer who find their primer or fuse. Oliver Mellors is the gamekeeper on the Chatterley estate, a man who knows much more about life, death and nature than Connie does. He has a scheme for living and a set of priorities. The hut, with his old army blanket where he raises pheasant chicks to be shot by visiting aristocrats, and his modest cottage, with its white oilskin, bread in a basket and blue mug of beer, are literally the ‘new habitats’ of the post-apocalyptic world. But Mellors is the survivor of the massacre who retains the knowledge of a better life; he is the village elder who provides the vital link with the past. He disdains the idea of money and social advancement, both of which he is fitted to obtain, in favour of living a simpler life, more radically attached to the land and to the lingering, still trustworthy, animal aspects of the human. Socially, he is an intriguing mixture, and hard to pin down. He is, like Tess, bilingual in dialect and standard English; a former officer, he ends up helping his landlord’s daughter in her training to be a teacher.
  


  
    The war of 1914–18, with its mechanised slaughter of ten million men, appeared to have eliminated for all time the idea that Homo sapiens was in any sense a chosen or superior species. The rats, the birds and the rabbits that played and sang among the charnel houses of Verdun and Passchendaele did so with no symbolic or reassuring purpose as far as the soldiers were concerned; on the contrary, their small animal lives showed an utter disregard for the proximate shame of humanity.
  


  
    Although he does himself not put it in so many words, Mellors represents a thin flame of hope that after all they have done to themselves and to the world, human beings can again find dignity enough to exist alongside other creatures – not as their betters, but as equals, with lungs and blood and longings. It’s a modest hope, and modesty is the key to Mellors’s character. As we have seen, it finds an answering note in Connie’s humble openness to experience.
  


  
    The heart of this novel is a proposition that was radical at the time and is still not a comfortable one today. Sex and love were present from the beginnings of literature – the Bible, Homer, Horace, Catullus – and also from the early days of the novel in such characters as Moll Flanders, Clarissa and Tom Jones. In British fiction, however, there tended to be a distinction between, for instance, Lady Bellaston, whom Tom Jones was allowed to sleep with, and Sophia Western, whom he ‘loves’ and will marry. The fact that we all know he does not ‘sleep’ with Lady Bellaston at all, but is fully awake when he makes love to her, was part of the issue as far as Lawrence was concerned. By the use of euphemism (‘sleeps with’, ‘makes love to’ in the absence of an inoffensive word in English for the prime human act) and by the separation of ‘just sex’ from ‘true love’, writers had colluded with their readers in making a false and damaging distinction.
  


  
    A drunk man may visit a prostitute and perform an act which lasts a few moments, without even knowing the name of the woman or seeing her face, and that would presumably be ‘just sex’. Or there is Tess’s awful love-cry that she had hoped to be reunited with Angel after death, ‘so much, so much’. These would seem to be at opposite ends of a spectrum. The implicit contention of Lady Chatterley’s Lover, however, is that not only do these two examples, being so extreme, tell us little, but also that the very idea of a ‘spectrum’ is false. What the book suggests is that the relationship between love and sex is more complicated; that sex is not the delinquent brother of ‘true love’, regrettably tolerated within a pure relationship; but that if men and women understand one another with a deep and modest trust, and that if the physical and neural connections between them are unusually strong (two admittedly large ‘if’s), then sex at its most passionate and shameless can actually open the door to a deeper and more life-affirming love. It is sex, says Lawrence, that, properly understood, is the purer entity – the driver and enabler. If he were compelled to revisit the old dichotomy, he might rename its poles ‘pure sex’ and ‘just love’.
  


  
    It is not, to be honest, a view that has found much favour. Young women today must deal with the economic needs of work and the noisy claims of sexualised fashion in a society with high rates of venereal disease. It’s not surprising that, however superficially louche their behaviour may sometimes be, they have tended to cling to the old polarity. Who can blame them? In a post-authoritarian, fully deregulated world, any certainty may be better than none. ‘True love’ as opposed to ‘just sex’ seems a decent thing to cling on to – certainly until something better comes along.
  


  
    But Connie is a child in a new, post-traumatic world. She is an explorer. Sir Clifford gives her guarded permission when he says, ‘If lack of sex is going to disintegrate you, then go out and have a love affair.’ A few moments later, the new gamekeeper, Oliver Mellors, appears as though by command. Connie is frightened by the sudden appearance, first of his dog, then of Mellors himself; he has a ‘red face and red moustache’, is dressed in old-fashioned gaiters and velveteen; he is like a small woodland creature and shows himself to be ‘quite frail really’ when he has to push Sir Clifford’s wheelchair uphill. Like many of Lawrence’s men characters, he is lean and far from bonny, but with a hard inner flame.
  


  
    From this moment, the narrative has a new sense of something quickening, of something sure to happen, especially when Sir Clifford hires a gossipy local woman, Mrs Bolton, to look after him, thus liberating Connie from any further physical connection with him: ‘She breathed free, a new phase was going to begin in her life.’ Connie comes across Mellors by chance in the woods, where he is making a cage for his pheasant chicks, and almost at once, Lawrence narrates from Mellors’s point of view – a clear sign that he is a privileged character. The first thing we learn is that ‘a little thin tongue of fire flickered in his loins’ when he senses Connie watching him; and the second is that he ‘hated her presence there’ – perhaps because he has a foreboding of what it will lead to. At this point, Mellors enjoys the feeling of self-sufficiency in his pared-down life and has no wish to share it with a woman. But it is not long before Connie returns, and their first physical contact comes when he comforts her as she weeps. She is crying ‘in all the anguish of her generation’s forlornness’, and it is significant that Mellors’s first caress is one of consolation – for all that was lost between 1914 and 1918. They make love, and it fills them with peace, but also with sadness. Mellors is wistful about starting again with feelings he thought he had left behind: ‘She had connected him up again, when he had wanted to be alone.’
  


  
    The physical sensations of sex grow more intense. Lawrence does not scruple to describe how Connie’s orgasm feels to her – ‘one perfect concentric fluid of feeling’ – but tries to connect it to unseen natural forces: ‘The voice out of the uttermost night, the life! The man heard it beneath him with a kind of awe, as his life sprang into her.’
  


  
    Passages like this one are really the crux of this novel’s being and reputation. Many readers have found them portentous. Feminists have found them impertinent. Some have criticised them as being lewd (and they become more frank as the story goes on); others have mocked them for being, on the contrary, too high-falutin’. Some have complained that Mellors is ‘phallocratic’ or ‘phallocentric’, that his love-making is all thrust and little foreplay, and that it is ‘wrong’ to portray a woman as enjoying that male-instigated kind of love-making – that all these descriptions represent male fantasies of dominating passive women.
  


  
    To me, the important thing is that these are descriptions of two particular people, both clearly delineated by the author. I don’t think Lawrence is saying that all sex is like this; what he is saying is that for these two people it was. Mellors is a former lieutenant in India who has returned to the ranks, as it were – decommissioned himself in the army and in life. He is separated from a hard, rapacious wife with whom he has had previous experience of sensuality, of how it can liberate, inflame and destroy. Now he wishes only to be left alone with the wild animals of the wood. Connie is a woman of her generation, many of whom were deprived of husbands by the war. Yet in her modest, arty way, she is adventurous, and she is not prepared to let the flame of her life dwindle into extinction because of what the war has done to her husband, her country and all their ideas of what it means to be human. To me, it is psychologically credible that these two people in a world that both of them see as post-apocalyptic would try to create ‘new habitats’, new meanings in the simplest naked connection that human beings can make.
  


  
    To look, then, at the criticisms one by one. There is certainly an air of portentousness, an attempt to evoke a biblical force in the way Lawrence refers to Mellors as ‘the man’, as though he were all men, or Adam. This, of course, is exactly Lawrence’s point. Humanity is back to its roots, and must start again. But perhaps he is trying to have it both ways here: forcing Mellors to be individual and universal at the same time. This is a little hard to take. And is the description lewd or is it absurdly elevated? It tries to be high and low; it wants to say that in this carnal act is our joy and our true self; but because we are human, not bestial, it may be two things at once. It may, to use the author’s terminology, be simple ‘fucking’, but it may also be transcendent. And really, if the act can never transcend its physical limitations of friction and release then humankind is exactly what it appeared on the fields of the Somme: not merely on a level with the rats and birds, but lower than them, because more cruel.
  


  
    The question of how a reader responds to the artistic representation of sex will always be difficult and subjective. Personally, I am unembarrassed by sexual description in books (though obviously many such passages are unsuccessful and some are absurd), but I find it uncomfortable to watch sexual acts on screen, particularly in a public cinema; with some people it is the other way round. These are privacy reflexes which vary from person to person, and I think one merely has to respect other people’s sensitivities. The idea, however, that sex can never be written about in an elevated way is the property of a certain kind of sniggering person, encouraged by some privileged education in this country. Unlike the differing privacy concerns, it is not, I think, a viewpoint that commands much respect.
  


  
    Much has been written about the difference between the erotic and the pornographic in literature, the former being praised, the latter despised. This is another false polarity, I think – like ‘just sex’ and ‘true love’. The most impressive aspect of Lawrence’s writing about sex in Lady Chatterley’s Lover is that it is neither erotic nor pornographic – for the simple reason that it is not concerned with the sexual response of the reader. Lawrence cares only about his characters: this is what Mellors did, he tells us, and this is what Connie felt. The collateral tumescence or otherwise of the reader is not his concern, and that, presumably, is why he is sometimes called ‘puritanical’ or ‘po-faced’. The aim of the erotic is the same as the aim of the pornographic: to arouse. The former is simply an upmarket version of the latter, and Lawrence is not obviously interested in either.
  


  
    Finally, the criticism that Mellors is ‘phallocratic’ is not really a literary criticism at all. It is personal gossip. We don’t actually know how much time Mellors spends in foreplay, though his first act of tenderness is to kiss Connie’s navel, which Lawrence may have meant the reader to think of as a prelude to oral sex. The first point, however, is that some women do enjoy what Mellors does with Connie (and Doris Lessing has plenty to say on the preferability of the vaginal to the clitoral orgasm in due course); it may be unpalatable to a certain feminist turn of mind, but repeated rhythmic penetration is what some women like best (see, for instance, Catherine Millet’s The Sexual Life of Catherine M.), and there is little that political theory can do to alter neuronal preferences. The more important point, however, is not an anecdotal but a properly literary one. This is how it happened, says Lawrence, this is what Mellors did, this is what Connie liked and this is where it took them. The only proper literary question is whether he is convincing in his portrayal of what he claims they did and what he claims they felt.
  


  
    For all that Lawrence is pushing the reader to think more about the power of sexual love, he does not lose sight of the everyday concerns. Connie, of course, wonders what it would be like to have Mellors’s baby and is properly enraptured by the thought. He, meanwhile, having lost his solitary life, forfeits also his peace of mind, and so becomes lonely and agonised when separated from his new connection; and in a haunting scene at the end of Chapter 10 he is drawn from his bed at night to go near to the big house where his lover lies asleep. He stands with his gun by his side in the dark driveway, wondering if he could sneak into the ‘warren’ of rooms and find her. Mrs Bolton, meanwhile, is waiting for the dawn, because it is only at sunrise that shell-damaged Sir Clifford can relax into sleep. As she pulls back the curtains to see if the day is coming, she reveals the figure of Mellors, staring forlornly at the house, like an animal in the dawn light, craving its mate. She has only to see him to know the truth. ‘Goodness! The knowledge went through Mrs Bolton like a shot. He was Lady Chatterley’s lover. He! He!’ This unnerving switch of viewpoint does not stop what has gone before from being one of the most beautiful passages that Lawrence ever wrote, though, interestingly, he undercuts it further with a little humour at the end. The sudden changes of register work well here, though it must be said, much less well elsewhere in the book, where some of the writing seems not so much daring as slapdash.
  


  
    There is no getting away from the fact that this book does have its absurdities. Some of Mellors’s theories about lesbians and black women are risible; some of the would-be elevated descriptions fail to take off. When Lawrence is at his best, the simplicity of his writing can have a literally breathtaking quality; you inhale at the daring of the short cut he has taken to the heart of a matter, which often seems to concern the lives and deaths of miners. A few words in Sons and Lovers can give you all a man’s life. In Lady Chatterley’s Lover, some of the short cuts are perfunctory or unintentionally comic.
  


  
    When it comes to sex, however, Lawrence always concentrates. After Connie and Mellors have danced in a rainstorm, he strokes her haunches, letting his hands linger on the ‘secret places’ while he talks to her about her excretory functions. Connie laughs – as the reader may, too. Then Mellors weaves a bouquet of wild flowers in her pubic hair, the tender and the comic in harmony as she prepares to leave shortly for Venice, where, with her husband’s encouragement, she is to try to become pregnant in order to provide an heir for Wragby.
  


  
    Before she goes, Mellors takes the last step of intimacy by entering Connie by the ‘secret place’ he had previously touched with his finger. The prose is sufficiently opaque that it had to be explained to the jury at the obscenity trial in 1960 that this was indeed sodomy.
  


  
    Though a little frightened, she let him have his way, and the reckless, shameless sensuality shook her to her foundations, stripped her to the very last, and made a different woman of her. It was not really love. It was not voluptuousness... Burning out the shames, the deepest oldest shames in the most secret places. It cost her an effort to let him have his way... She would have thought a woman would have died of shame. Instead of which, shame died. Shame, which is fear... She felt now she had come to the real bedrock of her nature, and was essentially shameless.
  


  
    It is a difficult episode. Not every reader will be persuaded by the assertion that ‘she had secretly wanted it’. The passage of time has not helped Lawrence’s choice of words – ‘this phallic hunting out’, for instance. Again, it seems to me a question not of what women as a generality ‘really want’, but of whether this act of intimacy on the eve of the separation of two individual lovers whose emotions have been driven to a rarefied state by the candour of their sexual activity is feasible or not. Is this what Mellors would have done, and if so, is Connie’s transcendence of shame into new purity a convincing outcome? The way that the male author presumes to explain the woman’s deepest sensations has seemed provoking to some readers on the grounds that a man could not ‘know’ such things. To others, who believe the creative imagination is sovereign, such moments are simple demonstrations of how an author is entitled to know every cell of the characters he has created. My view is that – to turn it around – a woman novelist is entitled to present her male character’s every neural sensation – but she had better be convincing. It is a risk.
  


  
    The story ends unhappily, as love stories do. Connie is pregnant with Mellors’s child, but Mellors’s estranged wife demands to be taken back. She moves into his cottage and finds evidence of the affair; word reaches Sir Clifford, who dismisses Mellors. It is a mess. Mellors tries to reconcile himself to a life of chastity in a new job in a new place. Connie cannot marry him, because Sir Clifford will not divorce her, and the book ends with the lovers apart, hoping for reunion.
  


  
    Lawrence has become unfashionable. Even some of the scholars who spoke up in his defence at the obscenity trial later referred unenthusiastically to the novel, while the introduction to the Wordsworth Classics edition reports: ‘There is very little recent work on the novel because it has fallen so severely out of favour.’
  


  
    Fashion is often a good guide, in an inverted way. It would be facile to say everything fashionable is worthless and that everything deemed politically incorrect, dated, absurd and so on is always, on the contrary, valuable. Literary fashion is right about as often as it is wrong, but probably not more often. And the ‘fashionability’ or otherwise of a book is no better – or worse – a guide than the length of its title or the colour of its jacket. You have to read with an open mind. Lady Chatterley’s Lover is a flawed book with many moments of absurdity, but it is, I think, a brave one that makes its central point with conviction. Constance Chatterley is a believable human being who wants to find happiness and intimacy in a world all but destroyed. That she should come so close to finding what she craves, yet by means so utterly unforeseen by her at the outset, seems to me credible, comic and moving.
  


  
    ‘I’D RATHER BE DEAD’
  


  
    MAURICE BENDRIX
  


  
    What ‘Fate’ is to Hardy, Roman Catholicism is to Graham Greene – a loud gatecrasher at a muted family gathering. Whatever else they have to deal with as artists, both writers have first to try to make this intruder seem not just welcome, but somehow natural in their otherwise realistic, often humdrum settings. The extent to which they can manage it will to a large extent define the success of each novel.
  


  
    Maurice Bendrix, the main character and narrator of The End of the Affair, is a writer of modest distinction and an embittered nature. He makes it clear from the first page that, despite its title, this will be a book not about love but about hate. Greene gives him a helping hand with one of the most depressing epigraphs ever attached to a novel, a quotation from the French Catholic essayist, Léon Bloy: ‘Man has places in his heart which do not yet exist, and into them enters suffering in order that they may have existence.’
  


  
    Bendrix goes for a drink in a pub on Clapham Common with Henry Miles, a friend he ‘hates’. ‘The Pontefract Arms was still decorated for Christmas with paper streamers and paper bells, the relics of commercial gaiety, mauve and orange, and the young landlady leant her large breasts against the bar with a look of contempt for her customers.’ Everything about the sentence tells us what to expect. It is January, but the landlord has been too lazy to take down his cheap decorations, which celebrate not religious joy, but commercial gaiety, in one gaudy colour – orange – and one invented by a chemist, mauve. The landlady is young, but has large breasts, as though she has ‘let herself go’ or wears an ineffective bra; there is something sluttish in the way she leans them ‘against the bar’ (perhaps Greene means ‘on the counter’); but despite her own vulgarity, she looks down on her customers. Here is laziness, squalor, lack of spirituality, simultaneous sexual pull and revulsion, snobbery and alienation – all proficiently expressed. As readers, we feel drawn in by the exactness of the detail and tempted to align with the misanthropy; but, even while relishing the Greeneland gloom, we are already worried by the narrowness of the world view and by the lack of ambition in the conception of theme and character that the sentence seems to promise.
  


  
    Henry confides to Bendrix that he thinks his wife, Sarah, has been having an affair and wonders whether he should consult a private detective to have her followed. In the end, it is Bendrix who goes to the agency, and has an interview with a man called Savage, who tells him, ‘There is nothing discreditable about jealousy, Mr Bendrix. I always salute it as the mark of true love.’ This is a palpable hit, though one that disdain for the speaker forbids Bendrix from acknowledging at the time; privately, though, he is candid about his part of himself: ‘I am a jealous man... I was jealous even of the past’. In any event, Savage details his man Parkis to follow Sarah, and when this Parkis reports back to Bendrix, it turns out that Sarah has indeed been meeting a man not her husband, and in a furtive, emotional manner. Unfortunately, the man in question is Bendrix.
  


  
    This is clever storytelling. Initially, we were intrigued to find out what had made Bendrix so embittered, but sensed there was to be no adequate or interesting explanation: he is the way he is less because of imagined and understood history than because his author wishes to use him as a conduit for some cosmic pessimism. With the plot development, however, we can put aside our dislike of Bendrix and our disappointment at his author’s conception of him, for a good reason: he knows the story. We are now back at the Beginning of the Affair, where, after watching a poor adaptation of one of his books in the cinema, Bendrix takes Sarah to dinner. He has invited Henry, too, but Henry is too busy with Civil Service work, which is just as well, because as they leave the restaurant, Bendrix tells Sarah, ‘I’m in love.’ They go to a hotel in Paddington. Bendrix takes some pleasure in this – but not much, because at once he is jealous at the thought of Henry kissing Sarah when she gets home. However, he takes some comfort in the fact that their love-making will have a chance to improve, because he feels sure the affair will go on.
  


  
    And so it does, but it brings little joy; indeed, Bendrix’s first reflection on his new condition is: ‘The sense of unhappiness is so much easier to convey than that of happiness.’ We know almost nothing at this stage of what it means to Sarah, because Bendrix takes little interest in the feelings of others. They make love on the sitting-room floor with Henry ill in bed upstairs, and ‘when the moment came, I had to put my hand over her mouth to deaden that strange sad angry cry of abandonment’. The sounds are those of Sarah, but the adjectives are those of Bendrix, and we don’t know if they are accurate. Compare Constance Chatterley: ‘It was like bells rippling up and up to a culmination. She lay unconscious of the wild little cries she uttered at the last.’ Perhaps the two women make the same sound and the difference is that only one man has the capacity to enjoy it; Mellors ‘heard it beneath him with a kind of awe, as his life sprang into her’; Bendrix almost suffocates her.
  


  
    What we do know about Sarah is that, unlike Bendrix, she does not suffer guilt, and that, for her, ‘remorse dies with the act’. In this, Bendrix says, she is almost like a Catholic, able to expunge sins by confession – though, like him, she is an atheist at this point in the story. The important difference between them is that she seems capable of disinterested love. She wouldn’t mind if he had another lover: ‘I want you to be happy. I hate your being unhappy’ – in which case she has made a curious selection by choosing a man clearly incapable of such emotion. For him, by contrast, ‘I’d rather be dead or see you dead... than with another man... Anyone who loves is jealous.’
  


  
    Perhaps the emotion they feel should not really be called by the same name, that of ‘love’. In Bendrix there is want and fear; in Sarah there is self-fulfilment and benevolence. What Bendrix feels is close to what a small, stressed child might feel towards its absent mother; in Sarah, there is more of the attitude of a parent to a grown-up child. Despite its large number of words, English struggles to pin down emotions. We are better with colours, where to talk about a deep moss green or a delicate coral pink will give a fair idea of the difference. If the only word we had was ‘tinted’, the picture would be less clear. Yet ‘love’ has to serve a number of elemental feelings, of their compounds and mixtures, that cover a range at least as wide as that in the colour spectrum. And that is before the element of sex is even admitted.
  


  
    Bendrix picks up a girl in Piccadilly and takes her for a drink in a pub, where he finds he can feel no desire for her. ‘My passion for Sarah had killed simple lust for ever. Never again would I be able to enjoy a woman without love.’ He comes to loathe Sarah’s insouciance, the way she can happily pass hours without him, while a ‘devil’ in his brain keeps prompting him to jealousy; and this devil is ‘not Sarah’s enemy so much as the enemy of love’.
  


  
    At about this point, Graham Greene seems to lose patience with Bendrix’s powers of narration, and has Parkis go and steal the diary that Sarah has conveniently, if improbably, kept throughout the course of the affair. Greene only used first-person narration twice (The Quiet American is the other instance) and professed to find it very difficult; he said he was emboldened to try it here by re-reading Great Expectations. At any rate, Bendrix finds fond references to himself in Sarah’s diary, though he can take no consolation from them, reflecting only that: ‘It’s a strange thing to discover and believe that you are loved, when you know there is nothing for anybody but a parent or a God to love.’ Such a thought might prompt someone to value more highly the lover who has held them in this high regard; for most people it would be not so much a ‘strange’ as a ‘wonderful’ discovery; and if Greene had had a more complex conception of his main character, this moment could have been made to illuminate it.
  


  
    However, Greene does not like to stray from a narrow line of paradox. As he has told us on the first page, this love story ‘is a record of hate’. In almost all his major characters, Greene will go for the quick frisson of neat contradiction rather than the long satisfaction of unresolved complexity. One thinks of Pinkie, the boy gangster in Brighton Rock, or Fowler, the old Indochina hack in The Quiet American. They are initially interesting because where you’d expect A, Greene gives you B. But it is always B. It is always the opposite of what you expect, so that in the end you don’t expect A any more, you expect B. And B is what you get – neatly, narrowly and proficiently done, but done without variation.
  


  
    Bendrix boasts of his routines as a writer: 500 words a day, come hell or high water, never more, never less, happy to break off in mid-scene if the daily ‘quota’ is done, to be read over last thing at night before sleep, no matter what time it is. It is exactly this submission to a self-imposed restriction that is so limiting in Graham Greene’s books. What are presented as ‘professionalism’ and self-discipline are in fact voluntarily imposed creative limitations. And one does not have to be a Freudian to believe that the motive behind such habits is fear: fear of over-reaching what he knows he can pull off with mechanical certainty, fear of playing a game with a different hand; fear, above all, of failure. Greene hit on a pungent mixture for his cocktail: religious doubt, gloom, acidic comedy and a simplistic conception of character, delivered in a disciplined prose. But he is a barman who serves only one drink.
  


  
    Many readers have been happy to hang out in Greene’s saloon, ordering the same drink, and I’ve enjoyed an evening or two there myself, particularly with the more comic, less religious books, or ‘entertainments’, such as Our Man in Havana. Greene’s talent was large and intercontinental; his insistence on finding new settings for his fiction was a reproof to lesser novelists. When the Catholicism can be made to seem integral to the characters and their situation, as it is most successfully in The Power and the Glory, something stirring and memorable does emerge. But at other times there is a tendency to revert to formula; and sentences as suggestive as ‘It’s a strange thing to discover and believe that you are loved, when you know there is nothing for anybody but a parent or a God to love’ make one aware of what was sometimes sacrificed to fear in the name of professionalism.
  


  
    The loss is particularly frustrating in The End of the Affair because at its best it verges on something grand. What both Bendrix and Sarah are good at expressing is how time is the enemy of love. Greene himself said that Bendrix is a man who knows that pain will always come with love and thinks he might as well get his pain over with sooner rather than later. As for Sarah, ‘She had no doubts. The moment only mattered. Eternity is said not to be an extension of time but an absence of time and sometimes it seemed to me that her abandonment touched that strange mathematical point of endlessness, a point with no width, occupying no space.’ In this rare moment of empathy, Bendrix does identify the pain of love – the desperate need of lovers to inhabit that moment of timelessness, while knowing that it is against all the laws of nature. Like most lovers, Bendrix and Sarah are planets whose orbits thrillingly overlap, but only as part of a longer, gravitational destiny that will pull them into other paths as surely as it has brought them together.
  


  
    From Sarah’s diary, Bendrix learns that she planned to leave Henry to be with Bendrix and wrote a note to tell him so. But at that moment Henry returned to the house, having found out about the affair, and Sarah could not leave him ‘because I’ve seen what his misery looks like’. Later, Henry confesses to Bendrix: ‘I’m not the marrying kind. It was a great injury I did to Sarah when I married her. I know that now.’
  


  
    Men incapable of passion and intimacy should not marry women who crave and need such things: they will only make their wives miserable, and that discontent will rebound on the husband. Henry’s insight is a sharp one, though nothing in Greene’s presentation of the dry civil servant has prepared us for this spark of emotional intelligence. The marriage of Henry and Sarah appears to have been sexless for so long that some readers have even suggested it is ‘unconsummated’; if this is the case, it is hard to imagine what it is in a Sarah without sex that first appealed to Henry.
  


  
    Sarah’s diary, meanwhile, reveals little of any consequence. She is much affected by whether Bendrix has been ‘sweet’ or not to her, and troubled by thoughts of religion, but Greene does nothing to explain the mystery of why such an apparently unaffected, life-loving and attractive woman should either have married a bore like Henry or fallen in love with a man as sterile as Bendrix. It is as though he has not fully imagined Sarah.10
  


  
    And still there is the gatecrasher, Catholicism, to be accommodated. In another neat plot turn, we discover that Sarah has indeed been ‘seeing’ a man since the end of her affair with Bendrix – a rationalist demagogue called Smythe, a soapbox pamphleteer devoted to the idea that God does not exist. Sarah has needed to see him because she has made a vow to God. While she and Bendrix were making love, a German bomb fell on the house. Believing him killed by the blast, she made a deal with God that if he lived, she would give him up for ever. In the ensuing two years, Sarah has been visiting Smythe to try to persuade her that she can break her vow with impunity. God, meanwhile, has been reeling her in like a hooked fish, reawakening some childhood Catholic conscience. It turns out that the love triangle does not really involve Henry after all, but has an uncertain divinity at its apex.
  


  
    Greene excuses himself from the challenge of offering a resolution to Sarah’s awkward plight by killing her off. He then attempts to embed the Catholic theme into the novel by another late plot twist, in which we discover that a large purple birthmark on the face of Smythe has been ‘miraculously’ cured: the rationalist has been unmanned. The book ends with Bendrix hating not only himself, Sarah and Henry, but also the God whose tentacles he now feels reaching out to him: ‘I hate You, God, I hate You as though You existed’, where the capital letters suggest that disbelief is ceasing to be an option for Bendrix. And in the very last sentence of the book, as he walks towards the pub for his evening drink with Henry, he thinks: ‘O God, You’ve done enough, You’ve robbed me of enough, I’m too tired and old to learn to love, leave me alone for ever.’
  


  
    Much of this verges on the ridiculous. The action appears voulu – stuck on by the Catholic author, not generated organically, so that sufferings of the characters seem to have been piled on by their creator rather than springing from their interior worlds, which are in any case inadequately rendered. And yet... Despite the book’s shortcomings, there seems something hard and truthful at its core. One may not like Bendrix, or even find him believable, but he does show how a narrow view of ‘love’ is certain to lead to despair. What he feels for Sarah is sexual want and longing, which then become an addiction from which he can’t free himself. There is little tenderness between them; one cannot imagine him giving her pet names, asking about her childhood, making efforts to understand her as a fellow human; and when she comes, he puts his hand over her mouth. But his desperation is compelling. Why should he not call his mixture of dark yearnings by the name of ‘love’? After all, he admits that he is too old and tired to ‘learn’ how to love properly. And if he sometimes resembles a petulant child, does that not fairly reflect the fact that, in the face of large emotions, we are all childlike? Which of us can say that our strongest feelings are pure and dignified? Which of us can revert to the false dichotomy of ‘pure love’ and ‘just sex’ and report with certainty that we experience only the best parts of each? Above all in Bendrix we feel the wretched shortness of life and the way that time and chance conspire against our hope of finding happiness through one another. All culture is for it; almost all history is against it.
  


  
    ‘MEN WHO WOULD HURT ME’
  


  
    ANNA WULF
  


  
    In the late 1960s and throughout the 1970s the British novel, with some noble exceptions, became bogged down. It seemed that novelists had stopped doing the thing they were principally paid to do – make things up. Instead, they seemed reduced to writing accounts of their own lives, with sometimes scant attempt even to disguise which of their friends and neighbours they had ‘put in’. The nadir was reached with the so-called ‘Hampstead novel’ – a slim thing that often had a philandering male television executive and a disgruntled wife as its main characters. These books had no interest in prose itself, no vision beyond the end of the street, no insight into people – largely because they hadn’t created them but had ‘borrowed’ them from life – and no conception of how to make theme and structure work. It was dire stuff. No wonder the newspaper ‘group reviews’ in which they were bluffly summarised, half a dozen a time, were interspersed by occasional magazine pieces entitled ‘Is the novel dead?’ It certainly looked ill – perhaps terminally so.
  


  
    As a reviewer and then as the editor of a small literary magazine, I read a lot of these books. For the magazine, I would sometimes ask people to recommend their favourite novels in features entitled ‘Modern Classics’ or some such thing. Few contemporary novels were chosen more often than The Golden Notebook by Doris Lessing. It appeared to have been a bible to the literary women of the generation before mine and was spoken of as the definitive feminist novel. Lessing herself was clearly a writer of great talent, and I therefore took it on trust that The Golden Notebook was all that its devotees claimed.
  


  
    Imagine my surprise, as they say, on actually opening it. At first sight, this was not just a Hampstead novel, this was the mother and aunt of all Hampstead novels. I felt like someone who had spent ten years listening to Oasis before hearing his first Beatles record. All those sanctimonious women, all those one-dimensional male horrors, all these people who did jobs in ‘the media’ while consulting shrinks in NW3: this was where they had all come from, this was the Ur-text.
  


  
    It was, to put it mildly, not what I had been expecting. We begin in 1957 with Anna and her friend Molly, two women in their thirties who pull the wings off a pathetic fly of a man called Richard, Molly’s discarded husband. Richard is the basis of a type much loved by later feminist novelists: the bully who is also a milksop, the ‘man-baby’. They tell him he is a ‘pompous little snob’, that he is ‘anti-semitic’; and as if that were not enough, he has been to Oxford and Eton and works in ‘the City’. It’s hard to know who is more unpleasant, Richard, or the women who sneer at him. Anna, like many characters in the Hampstead novel, does not have a job; she lives, with her daughter and a lodger in Earls Court, off the royalties from a novel she has written. There are, however, two potential points of interest in this otherwise unpromising set-up: first, Anna is a half-believing Communist and, second, she may be heading towards some mental disintegration. ‘Everything’s cracking up’ is the first thing she says in the book.
  


  
    The state of Anna’s inner life is given in different-coloured notebooks, which we read between sections of the novel that tell us about her outer life with Molly and their friends and lovers. The use of multiple narratives stemming from one character seemed remarkable at the time, and is still unusual today. The first notebook has a long recollection of dissolute times in Africa with a group of Communists. Although one is a ‘master of dialectic’ who ‘despised people who allowed their lives to be disturbed by personal emotion’, what they really like doing is drinking and having sex. The characters, while solemn in discussion, are frivolous in the way they live; it is possible to sense why Anna might start to feel divided in herself. And although the men in particular seem ridiculous, we are at least out of Hampstead.
  


  
    We also see what a terrible chooser of men Anna is. Just as we feel that if Hardy is to convince us that Fate is against the rural poor he must convince us that to some extent any random sample of a life will prove his point, so a feminist novel must convince us that its male characters are not hand-picked for their deficiencies. The men in The Golden Notebook are indeed repulsive, but they are chosen by Anna herself – sometimes not only despite their shallow egotism but because of it. What this soon made me wonder was whether this was really intended to be read as a ‘feminist’ novel at all. What is clear is that Anna herself feels repelled by this period in her life, during the Second World War – ‘I’d rather die than live through any of that again’ – and alienated from the self she describes in Africa.
  


  
    Another notebook gives an account of Anna’s cautious dealings with the Communist Party. It seems terribly dated and hard to take seriously (‘Writers’ group meeting last night. Five of us – to discuss Stalin on Linguistics’), but perhaps we should try. The period is before 1956 and the invasion of Hungary, when it was still possible to disregard reliable reports of repression, purges and mass murder in the Soviet Union and to view that country as the victor over fascism and to see in its flawed society at least an attempt at social justice. Not easy – but just about possible. Anna and her friends know the game is up, really, but as one of them puts it: ‘The reason why we don’t leave the Party is we can’t bear to say good-bye to our ideals for a better world.’ Bombed and rationed London of the early 1950s certainly seems to have held out little else for the idealistic.
  


  
    Doris Lessing then gives us some of Anna’s own writing, in the shape of an autobiographical fiction about a character called Ella and her love affair with a man called Paul. He is vain, married and deceitful, she is childish and petulant. She elevates whims into entitlements. She feels the need to use men physically in the hope that it will make her feel more of a ‘completed’ woman. Meanwhile, her self-indulgence, her willingness to take offence and her vulnerability combine to make her seem quite dangerously unbalanced. Anna seems occasionally to sense this when she breaks into Ella’s story to point out its shortcomings. Many of the characters in The Golden Notebook seem to be writing a novel – a form they regard not as a potential work of art but as a natural medium for their self-regard.
  


  
    The hollowness of promiscuity is starkly laid out. Of her boss, Ella reflects: ‘He had not one spark of that instinctive warmth for a woman, liking for a woman, which was what she felt in Paul. And that was why she would sleep with him.’ She would sleep with him because he dislikes women? Ella/Anna is a very confused person, but this decision seems more than muddled; it seems masochistic. ‘I was looking for men who would hurt me. I needed it’, Anna confesses later.
  


  
    Curiously enough, it is Paul who first voices the idea of a war between the sexes: ‘The real revolution is women against men.’ This idea becomes something the characters vaguely latch on to as a substitute for the Communist revolutions that have failed them; but it never seems something that has been thought out by the author or her characters. Anna does voice the idea at one point: ‘The resentment, the anger, is impersonal. It is the disease of women in our time... The woman’s emotion: resentment against injustice, an impersonal poison.’ But although Anna thinks she is a fighter, she is too damaged, too selfish, too pathologically dependent on being ‘loved’ by a man, and, above all, too muddled to be the role model for a new politics.
  


  
    Time has not been kind to The Golden Notebook, and it has, perhaps inevitably, lost some of its apparent audacity. Its admirers often spoke of how it was the ‘first’ novel to talk of this or that aspect of female experience – menstruation, for example; and it is hardly Doris Lessing’s fault that almost every novel by a woman for the next 20 years seemed to feel obliged to describe its heroine’s first period. Lessing tried to put things in perspective with an introduction, written in 1971. ‘This novel was not a trumpet for Women’s Liberation’, she wrote; and the aims of that movement would, she thought, be shown in time to be ‘very small and quaint’. Clearly, she felt aggrieved at the way her book has been misrepresented, perhaps by its feminist admirers: ‘Some books are not read in the right way because they have skipped a stage of opinion, assume a crystallization of information which has not yet taken place.’ She also seems frustrated by readers’ inability to understand the structure, which, itself compartmentalised, implies that such a process is unhealthy in a life, and that Anna’s future depends on her ability to unify all the aspects of her existence.
  


  
    These points seem perfectly justified. Less so, is a sort of brash impatience. Lessing laments the absence of an English nineteenth-century equivalent of Tolstoy or Stendhal to describe the ‘intellectual and moral climate’ of its nation. Dismissing Hardy and George Eliot, she proposes her own book as the twentieth-century equivalent. Her impatient ‘At this point it is necessary to make the obligatory disclaimers’ is not enough to lessen one’s embarrassment at the gulf between Anna Karenina and The Golden Notebook (even if The Grass Is Singing can look anyone in the eye). Nor does blaming the ‘parochialism of our culture’ quite explain why people have not responded as she wished; a novel of this scope – or length, even – ought to carry within it a means of being properly interpreted.
  


  
    One can’t help feeling that the book has simply been historically unfortunate. Anna is a neurotic who has been misinterpreted as a feminist. The Communist milieu, chosen because at the time it seemed the most historically serious crucible of ideas, has come to look dishonest. The sexual promiscuity of the characters no longer appears ‘liberated’, but reckless and damaging. The social setting of North London, psychotherapy and adultery was devalued by a legion of less talented writers who came after.
  


  
    It is all very unfortunate, because as the novel goes on, those who have stayed with it will see that Doris Lessing has a different conception of Anna as a woman in crisis. However, it is not as a feminist role model or as an Everywoman defining herself in a male-dominated world; it is as a psychiatric case. Once you cease to read The Golden Notebook as a political novel and consider it as a psychological one, it becomes less strained and more interesting. In her Blue Notebook, Anna recounts her visits to a psychoanalyst called Mrs Marks, known to her as ‘Mother Sugar’. In full Freudian mode, she sets about analysing her dreams, and what is unusual is how resistant she is to the analyst’s interpretation. These sessions may seem dated (and the psychoanalytic profession is among the quickest to stress how rapidly it has evolved, and keeps on evolving); but these passages, however enervating they can be for the reader, do support the idea that Lessing is trying to find new ways of creating character.
  


  
    Doris Lessing herself acknowledged that it is from the case history angle that more and more people tended to see her book. The letters she received used to be, she says, principally about the ‘sex war, about man’s inhumanity to woman and woman’s inhumanity to man’. Second most numerous were letters about politics ‘probably from an old Red like myself’. And ‘the third letter, once rare but now catching up on the others, is written by a man or a woman who can see nothing in it but the theme of mental illness’.
  


  
    However, while Anna Wulf makes more sense in this context than as a proto-feminist, there is a limit to this interpretation as well because Doris Lessing’s interest in psychiatry is too slight for her to furnish a plausible diagnostic picture. ‘Anna and Saul Green [her final lover] “break down”’, she later wrote. ‘They are crazy, lunatic, mad – what you will.’ Alas, ‘what you will’ is not good enough. People don’t ‘“break down” into each other, into other people, break through the false pattern they have made of their pasts’ and so on; it just doesn’t happen. In a book that is quite scrupulously realistic about political events, containing many pages of newspaper clippings, it doesn’t seem enough to shrug off the central problem of your main character with the words ‘what you will’.
  


  
    Anna and her alter ego Ella continue on their promiscuous road, but show no interest in their ‘lovers’ as people, only as machines for gratifying – or more often not gratifying – their ravening sense of entitlement. You have to dig very deep into your heart to find any sympathy for a woman so pathologically self-centred, so utterly deluded about life and love that she sees half the human race as depersonalised. On the other hand, the men that Anna chooses deserve little more. The most frustrating thing about the final sections of the book is that as Anna’s ‘madness’ grows more intense, it becomes less clear whether these men are chosen for their very awfulness, as masochism becomes the principal symptom of Anna’s neurotic quest, or whether she and Lessing really think these men represent their sex.
  


  
    I believe the former. Even if Lessing’s idea of ‘breakdown’ is a literary one with no basis in medicine, it remains the underlying principle of this novel with its fragmented structure, and I think we are obliged to read the last sections as being filtered through a badly disturbed mind. This interpretation doesn’t make Anna any more likeable, or believable, but it helps explain the shape of the book, which asks us to believe that in the end Anna, by allowing Saul Green to help her write in the golden notebook of the title, not only cures her writer’s ‘block’ but dispels the sense of false nostalgia for a younger self that has caused it; by penetrating her most private self – her writer’s notebook – Green enables Anna to combine the fragments of her life from the different-coloured books into a reconstituted entity. Why it should be Saul Green rather than any of the other smug adulterers is not explained; but in Anna’s masochistic neurosis, it may have been a question of quantity not quality. In other words, she needed to reach a certain number of men, to plumb a certain depth of humiliation, in order to ‘break through’ into a better existence; and Green, like all the other men, is just a tool.
  


  
    And that is as close to a coherent explanation of Anna as I can come. There is some support from the text. ‘I was a woman terribly vulnerable, critical, using femaleness as a sort of standard or yardstick to measure and discard men... I was an Anna who invited defeat from men without being conscious of it’; or: ‘It was easy to respond to the coldness, because it could not hurt me, like tenderness’; or, again: ‘I was looking for men who would hurt me. I needed it.’
  


  
    The most chilling thing about Anna is that even at her most demented she can relapse into conventional language. ‘I am hopelessly in love with this man’, she writes about Saul. But we know that Anna is not capable of love in the sense that Tess or Constance Chatterley or Sarah Miles might be – or in the sense that she is here using the word. She clings to the idea, though, not like a crazed veteran of some imagined war, but like a schoolgirl: ‘I’d forgotten what it was like to be in love like this so that a step on the stair makes one’s heart beat.’ And here in the depth of her self-delusion one can, I think, find something vital in this character.
  


  
    There are times when poor, muddled Anna appears to have been created by an anti-feminist campaigner – Kingsley Amis, perhaps, in mischief-making mood. However, a reader is as much caught in time as a writer, and everything that currently conspires against this novel will, presumably, change; so that future readers will bring different preconceptions from new cultural climates. If so, my guess is that the interest will not be in the area of feminism or the ‘sex war’ or of psychiatry, and certainly not of Communism. I think it may be read as a book about promiscuity. Anna Wulf may survive as an example of how not to conduct a sexual life. If Constance Chatterley shows how sex can open the door to love, Anna Wulf shows just how exceptional, and how fortunate, Connie was. In this light, Doris Lessing may then get more credit than she does now for having dived into the mid-century and, with whatever confused results, having emerged with a blood-spattered report from some of its battle lines.
  


  
    ‘SHOCKINGLY UNCONDITIONAL’
  


  
    NICK GUEST
  


  
    The gay novels that began to come out, as it were, in the 1980s were of a different breed from their predecessors. Early twentieth-century examples, such as The Well of Loneliness, Radclyffe Hall’s lesbian novel of 1928, or E. M. Forster’s Maurice (begun in 1913) were soulful in tone but restrained in content. James Baldwin’s Giovanni’s Room was hot enough to be given by the politician Jeremy Thorpe to a boyfriend to put him in the mood for sex, but an atmosphere of sadness and frustration permeated most mainstream gay fictions. Forster was so anxious about the reception of Maurice that he refused to let it be published until after his death in 1971; Mary Renault did publish novels about intimate female friendships but more often found it easier to write about fifth-century BC male Greek warriors, whose bisexuality was an historical and ‘acceptable’ fact. Late in life she disavowed the gay rights movement.
  


  
    The gay politics of the 1970s and the advent of the AIDS epidemic in the early 1980s made reticence seem pointless. For the first time, newspapers investigated the lives of gay men, chiefly in the United States, and any lingering idea of the vaudeville ‘pansy’ died with them; the gist of what emerged was that gay men were fitter, stronger and more virile than their heterosexual cousins, possessed of prodigious appetite and speed of recovery. Many of the anecdotal statistics (twelve – or was it sixteen – ‘encounters’ a night) almost defied belief, but were recorded with the solemnity of revisionist history.
  


  
    Most of the new ‘out’ novels seemed more concerned to document the gay experience than to use the resources of the fictional form. Edmund White’s This Boy’s Story and The Beautiful Room is Empty, for instance, catalogued a life of continuous sexual encounters, though the people involved seemed little more than body parts with men’s names attached. There seemed to be no attempt to develop character, theme or pattern, and White’s contention that his main character was naturally blank because he needed the effects of ‘gay lib’ to define him did nothing to help the reader struggling to engage with a personality-free protagonist. Alan Hollinghurst’s first novel, The Swimming Pool Library, published in 1988, seemed partly motivated by a similar documentary urge, though it showed some stylish comic touches and suggested that here was an author who might make something of the life-and-death issues that lay uncomfortably close behind the restless human urges, and that in the right hands the artistic possibilities of the novel might contain and shape the reportage, rather than be lost to it.
  


  
    In Nick Guest, Hollinghurst found the character who could navigate the fine line between social comedy and terminal darkness, between the straight and gay worlds, between innocence and experience. Nick appears to have been shaped to a considerable extent by what the author needed his main character to be and do, but also, in his admittedly slight way, seems credible and fully realised. ‘Characterisation’ is not in fact the main strength of The Line of Beauty, a novel written on musical lines and more concerned with theme and orchestration than with depicting mental landscapes. There is little analysis of motive and almost no psychological explanation of why people are the way they are. The details that help fix and define the characters are few in number and often of a comic or physical kind, but they are precise and suggestive.
  


  
    Nick is a shallow young man. His main interest is in atmosphere, surfaces and ‘beauty’ – especially as revealed to him through art and sex. When we first meet him, he is a virgin, come to lodge in a swanky house in West London with an old friend who, like him, has just left Oxford. He answers a small ad in a paper. As a result, he meets Leo, a keen bicyclist of West Indian parentage. After two drinks in a pub, Nick takes Leo into the bushes of a nearby communal garden and sodomises him. Not for Nick any virginal misfire or performance anxiety: he is a natural at sex, with a strong libido and socially at ease with his preferences – so much so that we do wonder slightly why he has waited till the first chapter of the novel to get started.
  


  
    Wide-eyed Nick goes to parties in grand houses and snorts cocaine. He is a bit of a fibber and compromiser, but never in a serious way – only to remove some momentary friction from the charmed life that he and his friends are leading – ‘Sometimes his memory of books he pretended to have read became almost as vivid as that of books he had read.’ He is in love with the aching beauty of it all – the handsome boys, the lines of white powder, the classical music, grand architecture and the prose of Henry James. There is no real harm in him; there is only a semi-naïve enthusiasm for the world and its intense passing sensations. The house in which he lodges belongs to a bombastic Conservative MP called Gerald Fedden, who is also a devotee of pleasure, though in a more traditional way: through power and money, with sex a close third. He is, like Nick, relatively harmless – not without charm – and is amiably tolerant of Nick’s presence in his house. In return for a free ride, Nick is always on hand as a social lubricant, defusing arguments, filling vacant seats at dinner and above all taking the tiresome daughter Catherine off her parents’ hands.
  


  
    Catherine is diagnosed ‘bipolar’, but also has the symptoms of spoiled rich-bitch syndrome. She drinks and smokes too much, has an awful photographer boyfriend (though she tells Nick, with characteristic candour and choice of words, that he is a ‘blinding fuck’) and then an even worse estate agent, who Nick, to his chagrin, silently lusts after. ‘Cat’ is selfish, impulsive, ill-read (she misses something by a ‘hare’s breath’), but, despite it all, rather charming. She sees through the pretensions of her family and their friends. She is the only character who is not calculating; she is perceptive and bracingly blunt. Her friendship with Nick is touching because they share many of the same hedonistic pleasures; but Cat’s intolerance of the phoney throws an uneasy light on Nick’s own obsession with fleeting ‘beauty’. Surfaces may be beguiling, Cat’s experience seems to say, but sometimes surfaces are just what they seem: superficial. Nick’s story turns on this paradox, and at the end, he is caught by a mortal doubt.
  


  
    First, though, there is Nick as a lover. When at the start of the book Cat tells Nick he is a snob, he replies, ‘“I’m not really,”... as if a small admission was the best kind of denial, “I just love beautiful things.”’ With its neat ironic turn, this is a typical Hollinghurst sentence – but an important one. It tells us almost all we need to know about Nick: ‘beautiful things’ are what he loves most. A few pages later: ‘Nick’s taste was for aesthetically radiant images of gay activity, gathering in a golden future for him, like swimmers on a sunlit bank.’ Again, there is a mocking tone. Nick is inexperienced, the author tells us, but where’s the harm in that? The first part of the book is called ‘The Love-Chord’ and when Nick goes on his first date to meet Leo, he thinks that ‘his ambition was to be loved by a handsome black man in his late twenties with a racing bike’. However gently he does it, Hollinghurst seldom misses a chance to tease his boyish main character. When Nick hears that Leo is wearing his sister’s shirt, ‘that made him love him even more’ and again, the word ‘love’ is being used playfully. On his second meeting with Leo, we are told that he ‘wanted pure compliments, just as he wanted unconditional love’, but there is room to doubt if he really wants anything of the sort.
  


  
    The interesting thing about Nick is that he is both deceiving and deceived. He is sly and creatively dishonest, but partly because he does not quite understand the world, or his sudden arrival in its blissful mainstream. When someone apologises for having shocked him, ‘“Not at all,” said Nick, to whom life was a series of shocks, more or less well mastered.’ This is acute as well as funny, I think, because without his wide-eyed quality, Nick might seem predatory. He finds it difficult to differentiate between the new experiences he is having, while trying to place a relative value on them is far beyond his capabilities. The ‘love-chord’ itself turns out to be something Nick hears in his head when he is with Leo, but is unable to place. In a moment of panic he wonders whether in fact it was written by the despised Richard Strauss to illustrate ‘some vulgar atrocity’. Soon he is ‘in love [with Leo] to the point of idolatry’, but the context in which this is revealed – on seeing Leo in his work clothes for the first time – is comic enough to cast doubt on the reality of the emotion invoked. The truth is that ‘love’ is to Nick an aesthetic experience, and a largely imagined one at that, on a par with listening to a Bach cantata on his ‘sunlit bank’.
  


  
    After Leo decides to cool the affair and to go his own way, Nick finds himself with Wani, a rich and glamorous Lebanese friend from Oxford he has previously thought out of his league. The ‘love’ word is again used from the beginning, though still attended by glimmers of irony: ‘He wanted only love, and today perhaps a kind of obedience, from Wani.’ In order not to alienate his rich and powerful father, Wani can’t be open about his homosexuality; even in private he is cool towards Nick, as though he considers him a bit déclassé. Nick more than gets his own back when they are snorting coke upstairs at the Feddens’ and hear Cat and her estate agent making love loudly next door. Turned on by the noise, they have sex themselves, but Nick fantasises that he is with Ronnie, a man they had once picked up at a swimming pool, so ‘as Wani pulled out and Nick squeezed his eyes tight shut, it could almost have been Ronnie in front of him, instead of the man he loved’. We later learn that Nick has stopped telling Wani that he loves him ‘because of the discomforting silence that followed when he did’. Whatever Nick feels for Leo and for Wani, it is not ‘love’ as Tess or Constance Chatterley understood it.
  


  
    The book covers four years, from 1983 to 1987, the triumphant years of Thatcherism, from the afterglow of the Falklands campaign to the huge election victory, though it doesn’t seek to make political capital of its own. Cat makes some studenty anti-Thatcher remarks and her boyfriend Jasper is an estate agent, a worn symbol of the new vulgarity. Gerald Fedden turns out to be a financial cheat as well as an adulterer, but Hollinghurst treats him almost as indulgently as he does Nick. In fact, Gerald and Nick are, in some deceitful ways, kindred spirits. The most abrasive character is a Tory MP called Barry Groom, the man who ‘can’t say hello’. Even here, Hollinghurst’s interests are less political than comic: ‘There was something so irksome about Barry Groom that he had a fascination: you longed for him to annoy you again.’ If this novel was really the ‘satire on Thatcherism’ some reviewers found, it would be a pretty thin one, with its estate agents and MPs’ insider dealing. The fact is that Nick couldn’t care less about politics, and considers spoiling his ballot paper in the election. He, and his author, have grander things in mind.
  


  
    In the final section of the book, Nick has a visit from Leo’s sister Rosemary, who tells him Leo has died of AIDS and that she is tracing all his boyfriends. Nick reassures her that he is fine. ‘I was lucky. And then I was... careful.’ As with most things Nick says, this is not entirely true. Hollinghurst handles the scene very lightly, however, like a composer merely hinting at the return of a major theme as the piece nears its end.
  


  
    Scandals erupt, and Nick is evicted from his enchanted lodging. In two contrasting scenes, he fights to save his reputation. Cat’s mother accuses him of neglecting Cat, but in doing so reveals that she herself doesn’t know the name of the medication her daughter is on. Round one to Nick. But then Elena, the dignified housekeeper Nick believes he has always charmed, tells him that ever since he arrived she considered him ‘sciocco’. Nick hopes she might mean ‘a bit crazy’. But no: she means she always thought he was ‘no good’. ‘What praise more valuable than the praise of an intelligent servant?’ Elizabeth Bennet wondered; and what criticism more damning?
  


  
    When the end comes, it is with the sweep and crescendo of the full orchestra; you recognise the theme that has been hinted at, varied, and is now expounded in its melodic fullness. After saying goodbye to the dying Wani, Nick is going to have a further HIV test. ‘It came over him that the test result would be positive.’ He imagines how he will receive the news in the doctor’s waiting room. ‘He was young, without much training in stoicism.’
  


  
    Throughout the book, Alan Hollinghurst presents Nick’s strong sexual instincts as being congruent with his artistic preferences. The ‘line of beauty’ itself represents a Hogarthian aesthetic ideal visible to Nick in art, architecture, music and the shape of the male body. As a consequence of his aesthetic self-assurance, Nick has largely conquered his sense of surprise, to become blithe and integrated as a personality. The fact that Leo, his first love, and Wani, his second, both die of AIDS has done oddly little to disturb his serenity. The doubt that rises like an awful tide over the closing pages is this: were all the areas of appreciation and delight quite as similar as they seemed? Were they all equally valid? A man might die for love of another and not regret it; he might sell his soul for a Beethoven quartet. But if Nick’s HIV test proves positive, as he fears, will he feel that he might be facing death for the wrong thing – a glimpse of thigh, not real ‘love’; for a single issue of a ‘style’ magazine that he and Wani have finally put together rather than a Henry James masterpiece?
  


  
    ‘It was a sort of terror, made up of emotions from every stage of his short life, weaning, homesickness, envy and self-pity; but he felt that the self-pity belonged to a larger pity. It was a love of the world that was shockingly unconditional.’ So there is a twist within the twist. Perhaps, after all, it doesn’t matter if the objects of his love were of different intrinsic value. Since nothing lasts, it is perhaps as good to die for something slight as for something profound; Oscar Wilde would probably have thought so. And that, in the final sentence, is revealed as the true nature of Nick’s love: ‘It wasn’t just this street corner but the fact of a street corner at all that seemed, in the light of the moment, so beautiful.’
  


  
    ‘NONSENSICAL GIRL’
  


  
    EMMA WOODHOUSE
  


  
    The trouble with Emma is that she has had things rather too much her own way; the trouble with Emma is that it’s a novel of such scintillating brilliance, and so quick on its feet, that anything a reader can say about it seems doomed to bathos. If you were to hear the Amadeus Quartet playing Mozart on a summer evening in the Hall of Mirrors at Versailles with your lover on your arm and a glass of Bollinger 1990 fizzing on your tongue, it would probably be vain to try to put the sensations into words.
  


  
    Emma Woodhouse is a character fortunate enough to inhabit a fictional world that has perhaps never been surpassed as a mechanism for revealing the self-deceits, hopes and passions of its human inhabitants. Perhaps its closest corollary would be in drama – A Midsummer Night’s Dream. The plot of Emma, which goes round in concentric circles, appears, despite its moments of confrontation, almost frictionless; it is as though Jane Austen had discovered the secret of perpetual fictional motion, and the reader might join the story at almost any point, or return at some time in the future to find it still dizzily revolving.
  


  
    Much of the kinetic energy is supplied by Emma herself, instigator and observer of almost all the action. Emma is naughty, but we don’t seem to mind. She has lost her mother so long ago that she can barely remember her, and we grant her some indulgence for this loss, especially when we see how tolerant she is towards her selfish father. A good daughter, then, and someone interested in the well-being of others: it’s Emma, as she’s keen to point out, who has set up the happy match between her old governess Miss Taylor and the kind widower Mr Weston. Emma is ‘handsome’, we learn, in the third word of the book, and Jane Austen gives the reader an idea of the effect that her beauty has on others by allowing us to overhear Mr Knightley and Mrs Weston discussing it. ‘Considering how very handsome she is, she appears to be little occupied with it’, the austere Mr Knightley concedes. So Emma is lacking in vanity as well as being, according to Mrs Weston, ‘loveliness itself’. When she takes up the case of pretty Harriet Smith, the illegitimate child of someone or other who lives as a parlour-boarder at a school in the village, she shows no sense of competition with Harriet. So far there is nothing in Emma to dislike, though a few authorial hints and some grave words from Mr Knightley suggest that trouble lies ahead.
  


  
    The problem declares itself when Emma talks about Harriet’s liaison with a tenant farmer called Robert Martin. ‘The yeomanry are precisely the order of people with whom I feel I can have nothing to do’, says Emma, and we flinch at this snobbishness. Yet there is some logic to it. Emma sees herself, accurately, as a woman of leisure who should devote herself to helping others, either the poor or her friends. The yeomen farmers can look after themselves and would be patronised by her interference; and if she is snobbish towards Robert Martin, her intention of ‘improving’ Harriet by marriage shows a rather fine disdain for hierarchy.
  


  
    Mr Knightley tells her that she is quite wrong about the relative social standings of the two people and that a yeoman farmer easily outranks a penniless illegitimate. He also pleads Martin’s good sense against Harriet’s silliness, but is happy to conduct the main part of the battle on the grounds of social status alone. They agree to differ, though the argument leaves Emma feeling the more shaken of the two: ‘She did not always feel so absolutely satisfied with herself, so entirely convinced that her opinions were right... as Mr Knightley.’ This is one of many silky touches with which Jane Austen lets us see that it is not only Emma whose character needs work.
  


  
    Perhaps it’s not snobbery that’s so much Emma’s problem as immaturity. She is ‘not quite one and twenty’ and is reluctant to accept the constraints of womanhood. She wants one last go in the playroom of childhood and is using her status and charm for self-indulgent purposes. There is also the question of the books Emma hasn’t read. She has made many nicely organised lists, but hasn’t actually opened or digested the books themselves; she lacks self-discipline. Emma stops her ears to the voices of the adults, but it seems hard to begrudge a motherless girl with the burden of a sickly father this one last chance of fun. Like the rest of us, she will be grown up for quite long enough.
  


  
    The problem lies, as problems do, in the feelings of others: in the harm her games might do. Robert Martin is cast down when the woman he loves rejects him. Emma, meanwhile, encourages Harriet Smith to set her cap at the new vicar, Mr Elton. In an almost farcical sequence of events, Mr Elton misunderstands and thinks it is Emma herself who is interested in him. Even after she has painfully disabused him, Emma is reluctant to take stock of herself properly. Mr Elton is a shallow man, so his discomfort is not be taken as seriously as Robert Martin’s; he does not love Emma and she feels that she ‘need not trouble herself to pity him’; but she ought by now to suspect that there is something wrong with her understanding of other people.
  


  
    In a passage that shows how much remains for Emma to understand, she reflects on Mr Elton’s hubris in even thinking he might win her hand, when the Woodhouses are clearly the second most important family in Highbury ‘whose fortune... was such as to make them scarcely secondary to Donwell Abbey [Mr Knightley’s house] itself’, while the wretched Mr Elton has no connections at all, except in ‘trade’. This snobbish little aria is followed by a genuine contrition about how wrong she has been to raise Harriet’s hopes; so we see the superficial and the admirable aspects of Emma side by side. Contrition and regret, which usually play a secondary part in the emotional landscape of a novel, after the primaries of love, lust, anger and so on, are among the strongest passions in Emma, and this is one of the reasons why it is emotionally so interesting.
  


  
    At this stage, the different parts of Emma’s judgement are not integrated. She is not altogether wrong about Mr Elton: he would be a hopeless husband for her. But she is right for the wrong reasons. It’s not because he is vulgar that Mr Elton is a bad match for Emma; it’s because he’s vain (later also cruel) and because she doesn’t like him. Emma’s snobbery is a synecdoche: she takes the part for the whole, so that vulgarity and bad connections are all she can see of Mr Elton. Her understanding of herself is similarly afflicted: she considers herself ‘above’ Elton without understanding that the obligation of her own status is that she must either marry a social equal or throw out the idea of hierarchy and marry for love alone.
  


  
    One of the subtleties of Emma is that neither Emma Woodhouse nor Jane Austen ever abandons the idea that social status does matter; the plot development of the book tends to show that it matters very much indeed and, for all Emma’s attempts at social engineering, is not easily modified. Emma’s task is to find a way of integrating respect for social rank into an emotional and moral framework where it can take its proper – which is to say, significant but not primary – place. And that is easier said than done – in anyone’s life, let alone the life of a high-spirited young woman, rather spoiled, determined to keep hold of her girlhood for a while longer.
  


  
    Emma’s solution for the time being is to deny that there is any problem that needs to be solved. Her pride and her playfulness are crystallised when Harriet wonders why Emma is not married. ‘I must see somebody very superior to any one I have seen yet, to be tempted,’ says Emma. ‘I would rather not be tempted. I cannot really change for the better. If I were to marry, I must expect to repent it.’ These are the words of a young woman in denial, but they are not necessarily the words of a bad person. They have the effect less of making one dismissive of Emma than fearful for her well-being, because such self-deceit in a beautiful and rich young woman must make her vulnerable to those more clear-sighted than herself. A person of lesser qualities than Emma, but with a cannier awareness of how things are, could take advantage of her.
  


  
    When Frank Churchill, Mrs Weston’s stepson, arrives in Highbury, our anxiety intensifies. Frank is dashing but clearly unreliable; we know this because he is too fond of dancing and goes up to London merely to get his hair cut (though he has also gone to buy a piano for Jane Fairfax, it later transpires). Yet at the same time that we fear for its outcome, we don’t mind Emma having a flirtation with Frank; it might do her good. It’s similar to Elizabeth Bennet’s dalliance with Wickham in Pride and Prejudice; while it’s pleasantly dangerous to our heroine, we back her intelligence and self-control to win the day and see off any young peacock. For a high-spirited girl who spends most of her time looking after her widowed father, Frank Churchill seems a harmless indulgence; and after the Elton–Harriet debacle, Emma climbs back a little in our esteem. She is not too lofty to play the game – even if it turns out that she is in fact being used by Frank as a decoy in his pursuit of Jane.
  


  
    Her next problem is Jane Fairfax, an alarmingly beautiful but penniless orphan of middle-class origins. Emma just doesn’t like her. She can’t really say why not – though Mr Knightley obliges, as he often does: in this case by suggesting that it’s because Emma is jealous of Jane, seeing in her the ‘accomplished young woman that she wanted to be thought herself’. Mr Knightley is an exasperating man, so quick to chastise this motherless child sixteen years his junior, so slow to question his own judgements, and, in the case of his hostility to Frank Churchill, almost as deficient in self-knowledge as Emma herself. The tiffs between Emma and Mr Knightley are full of social and erotic tensions. Emma is a cleverer and more interesting person than Knightley, with access to a dynamic range of thought and feeling beyond his scope; when she is his age, she will be as wise as he is, but more engaged with life. For the time being, he uses his advantages of age and fractionally superior station in life to bully Emma, and the odd thing is that she does not really object. What makes the scenes between them so uneasy, so tense, is that they operate on so many levels. The reader has been made aware that Mr Knightley loves Emma, even if he barely knows it himself; we see that she respects him and, for all his crustiness, likes him as an old friend. Both are so aware of their relative social positions that they are to some extent prisoners of a sort of class destiny; a strong centripetal force is pushing them together, and that force is stronger at this stage than their personal feelings. The key element, though, is time. Knightley will not always be able to exploit his superior maturity. Emma needs to grow up, to become a woman and unite the different parts of her judgement and personality; Knightley needs to recognise the limitations of his self-satisfaction and confess the causes of his jealousy. But his window of opportunity is small. In order to clinch the deal – to win Emma – he will need to catch her when she has just grown into him but before she grows out of him. It is highly delicate.
  


  
    When a piano arrives for Jane from an unknown donor, there is speculation that Mr Knightley has sent it. Emma dismisses the idea that he might secretly admire Jane, let alone to the point of planning to marry her. It offends Emma’s ideas of social propriety (she calls it ‘shameful and degrading’) that the master of Donwell Abbey should consider allying himself – through marriage to Jane – to Miss Bates, the village chatterbox. It would also mean that Emma’s nephew, Henry, son of her sister Isabella and Mr Knightley’s younger brother, would no longer stand to inherit Donwell. All this – but nothing else – makes such an alliance unthinkable to Emma. Or so, at least, we are told; we are free to think that Emma’s indignation is synthetic and that there is another reason why she recoils from the match.
  


  
    One of the reasons we can forgive Emma for such a dislikeable thing as snobbery is that Jane Austen makes us complicit in the humour – the fun, even – of being snobbish. Looking down your nose at Robert Martin, the salt of the earth, is bad; but looking down your nose at Mrs Elton, the vicar’s new wife, is not only amusing but seems the right thing to do. There are some individuals in life whom everyone else feels entitled to laugh at, and those are people who gives themselves airs and put on genteel voices which, far from impressing others, merely reveal the ignorance and vulgarity of the speaker. Think of Linda Snell in The Archers. She turns out to have a good heart, but her bogus voice is a licence for her to be mocked. And in real life, or on television, there are people who try to seem refined and all-knowing, but whose phoney vowels and mispronunciations reveal their ignorance. Such people seem fair game, because by their pretensions they have forfeited their right to normal kindness. Mrs Elton is an example, with her would-be posh friends offstage in Maple Grove, her ‘barouchelandau’ (some sort of nouveau riche carriage, the Chelsea Tractor of its day) and the way she refers to her husband as ‘Mr E’ or her ‘caro sposo’. It would be wrong, Jane Austen implies, not to feel snobbish towards such a person, who is anyway quite able to look after herself; and the case of Mrs Elton acts as an extenuation for some of Emma’s less acceptable snobbery – not least because Emma’s own summation of Mrs Elton’s character on their first meeting is incisive and truthful, needing only playful variation from Jane Austen’s and other points of view in subsequent scenes.
  


  
    In the potent cocktail of Emma Woodhouse’s character, where faults can be glossed as oversights and misjudgement forgiven as impatience, there is another double-edged quality, and that is her eloquence. In an apparently trivial interchange, Mr Knightley’s younger brother John, who is to deposit his two sons for a short stay with their aunt Emma, teases her that her social life has recently become so busy that she may not have time for the boys. Mr Knightley senior cuts in to say that the boys can easily come to Donwell if that would be easier. Emma stands between the brothers and plays one against the other, mocking both of them, and herself. She concludes, turning to Mr Knightley senior:
  


  
    But you... who know how very, very seldom I am ever two hours from Hartfield, why you should foresee such a series of dissipation for me, I cannot imagine. And as to my dear little boys, I must say, that if aunt Emma has not time for them, I do not think they would fare much better with uncle Knightley, who is absent from home about five hours where she is absent one – and who, when he is at home, is either reading to himself or settling his accounts.
  


  
    You can’t command such eloquence without having access to a properly ordered mind. Emma’s task is to make such access not intermittent, granted under the pressure of high spirits, but a permanent and defining aspect of her character.
  


  
    In the third and final volume of Emma, the reader’s fears for the heroine intensify. She notes that Frank Churchill seems less interested in her but ascribes this to his not being able to trust himself in her company. She is labile. Self-knowledge is beginning to dawn, but piecemeal, and with the potential for embarrassment or worse. When Mrs Elton’s married status gives her precedence to Emma at the dance, ‘it was almost enough to make her think of marrying’. Her mind is ajar. At the same time, she has her most friendly exchange yet with Mr Knightley, when she admits that he saw through Mr Elton before she did, and Mr Knightley for the first time acknowledges faults in his own powers of perception by admitting that Emma saw qualities in Harriet that he did not. They seal their new harmony with a dance, she hoping that they are not too much brother and sister for a dance to seem improper and he exclaiming, ‘Brother and sister! No, indeed.’
  


  
    Mr Knightley’s self-deception is well on the way to being cured (‘Nonsensical girl!’ he calls Emma dotingly) and this grants him sleuth-like powers of observation. While Emma is toying with the idea that she could now match-make Harriet with Frank Churchill, Mr Knightley has somehow divined that Frank’s real interest lies not in Emma, with whom his flirtation has been a screen or diversion, and certainly not with Harriet Smith, but has all along been in Jane Fairfax.
  


  
    Emma, meanwhile, is ticking like an unexploded bomb. She visits Mr Knightley’s splendid Donwell Abbey, rather as Elizabeth Bennet visits Darcy’s Pemberley, but instead of thinking how well the house would suit her, she thinks only how much her nephew Henry will enjoy it. While increasing the tension, Jane Austen is pushing at the edge of the reader’s credulity here: would any young woman truly not picture herself, just for a moment, as the mistress of such a house? The explosion duly comes at the famous picnic on Box Hill, when Emma jokingly insults the talkative Miss Bates and is reproved by Mr Knightley for thoughtlessness towards a poor spinster. Emma is mortified – ‘vexed beyond what could have been expressed – almost beyond what she could conceal’. From this moment, what Mr Knightley calls her ‘serious spirit’ rather than her ‘vain spirit’ begins to dominate. When she hears news of Frank Churchill’s secret engagement to Jane Fairfax, she chastises herself for having once again raised Harriet’s hope in vain.
  


  
    Then in a sudden volte-face, she is freed of her guilt – but dropped into something worse. Harriet had never understood that she was being ushered towards Frank; she had thought Emma was steering her towards Mr Knightley. The revelation breaks down all the walls in Emma’s mind that have kept the ‘serious’ and ‘vain’, the intelligent and the snobbish compartments separated. ‘A few minutes were sufficient for making her acquainted with her own heart... It darted through her, with the speed of an arrow, that Mr Knightley must marry nobody but herself!’ She has become a woman. For Emma, it is a moment of empowerment – though also of trepidation, lest she is already too late; for the reader it is a joy and a relief, though also of course a sadness – the sadness that the youth of this flawed but wonderfully high-spirited girl is now over.
  


  
    The warmth of Emma’s remorse is deeply moving. No enemy could be more critical of her foolishness than she herself is. When at last she is alone with Mr Knightley again, we see, for the first time, the light of a sincere and desperate humility behind her words. And in what Mr Knightley himself says, Jane Austen lets us see, without describing them, the agonies he has endured since Box Hill, wondering if his blunt and bullying reproof has gone too far, if his pomposity and candour have dowsed the flame of love in Emma at the moment it flickered into being.
  


  
    He rises to the occasion. ‘If I loved you less, I might be able to talk about it more... I have blamed you, and lectured you, and you have borne it as no other woman in England would have borne it.’ This is to my mind the most moving scene that Jane Austen ever wrote, and it is Mr Knightley’s humble recognition of his own failings as well as of Emma’s life-giving qualities that make it so. He has earned the right to love her and to be loved by her in return.
  


  
    I closed this book with red and swollen eyes as I first closed it forty years ago. Nothing made by humans can be perfect, but surely Emma comes as close as any novel in English. Is there no flaw in this dazzling, Mozartian performance? Well, I suppose we might wish that ‘liveliness’ – the quality that Jane Austen so admires in her heroines – was not so much distrusted by her when it appears in men; we might think wistfully that Mr Knightley could do with a touch of Frank Churchill in his make-up, rather as Edmund Bertram in Mansfield Park might profit from a hint of Henry Crawford, and Darcy in Pride and Prejudice from a dose of Wickham... But then again you might wonder whether the second violin needed a semitone tweak at one moment in the Allegro in the Hall of Mirrors at Versailles, or that the champagne was one degree too cold... And I’m not sure that in the face of such rare happiness these are profitable thoughts.
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    ‘The wedding was very much like other weddings.’ – Emma marries Mr Knightley (1815 edition)
  


  
    ‘A COMMON LABOURING-BOY’
  


  
    PIP
  


  
    The story of Great Expectations (1861) is an upsetting one because it seems to lack a sense of fairness. It introduces us to Philip Pirrip, known as Pip, a village boy of the Kent marshes and, almost before we have come to know him and to take his side, it turns against him. A large sum of money from an unknown benefactor takes Pip from his simple home and thrusts him into London society, where he is all at sea. An embittered old woman trains a beautiful girl to break his heart.
  


  
    Pip’s worst enemies, however, are closer to home. They are, first, himself when older – the adult Pip who tells the story with a pitiless self-criticism – and, second, the author, who seems unwilling to extend his characteristic generosity of spirit to Pip’s faults of snobbery and forgetfulness of old friends; neither narrator nor author seems able to admit that most people would have done little better than Pip. Into this vacuum of sympathy, the reader feels compelled to step. The young Pip we meet in the opening chapters is a lovable boy, and it apparently falls to us to keep the flame of his remembered goodness alive through everything that he, his author, accident and other characters can throw at him. It is a burdensome, at times dispiriting, responsibility.
  


  
    It’s important for us to be certain that the young Pip is worth fighting for. He is curious, we notice; he wants to know what ‘There’s another conwict off’ means; there are signs that he is cleverer at his letters than Joe, his blacksmith brother-in-law (who isn’t?), though not as good as Biddy, the village girl who becomes a schoolmistress. He suffers at the hands of his violent sister, Mrs Joe, but has developed a sort of stoicism and is affectionate towards Joe. He has a sense of tact in dealing with Magwitch, the escaped convict, managing not to use the word ‘leg-iron’, but saying only that a second convict has ‘the same reason for wanting to borrow a file’. His most endearing quality as a child is that he is not ambitious; he loves Joe and sees no need for anything more. Like most children, he finds his life is governed by fear of the unknown as much as by love of what is most near or dear: Joe, the forge, the marshes.
  


  
    The most significant moment in fixing the young Pip in our mind and in our affections comes when Joe explains why he doesn’t rebel against Mrs Joe, his abusive wife: he has no wish for her to have to struggle, as his own mother did. Pip says: ‘Young as I was, I believe that I dated a new admiration of Joe from that night. We were equals afterwards, as we had been before; but, afterwards at quiet times when I sat looking at Joe and thinking about him, I had a new sensation of feeling conscious that I was looking up to him in my heart.’
  


  
    There is here a sense of moral order that overrides all social distinctions, and a clarity of judgement: the young Pip ‘looks up’ to the illiterate blacksmith, and rightly so. Only a child of naturally good judgement could have had this thought, and we can be sure that it was contemporaneous because Pip-as-narrator is a critic of, never an apologist for, his younger self. Touchingly expressed, it stays in the background of the book as a kind of lost touchstone that Pip must somehow find again.
  


  
    When Pip is sent to play at Miss Havisham’s and has his manners criticised by the chilly Estella, his reaction is to inspect the hands and boots that she has mocked. ‘They had never troubled me before, but they troubled me now, as vulgar appendages.’ The second half of the sentence shows how immediately Pip is affected by what he hears; but the first confirms what we need to have reaffirmed: that he had previously been unaware of such things.
  


  
    Pip-as-narrator attributes his extreme reaction to Estella’s mockery to the fact that his whole life thus far had been a ‘perpetual conflict with injustice’ – with his sister’s unreasonable moods and violent thrashings. It now occurs to the young Pip that not only has he been brought up cruelly, he has also been brought up ignorantly. He walks the four miles home, reflecting that ‘I was a common labouring-boy; that my hands were coarse, that my boots were thick; that I had fallen into the despicable habit of calling knaves Jacks; that I was much more ignorant than I had considered myself last night, and generally that I was in a low-lived bad way.’
  


  
    The odd thing is that we as readers find this more heart-rending than Pip in retrospect appears to. There is a degree of irony in the older Pip’s narrative detachment that intensifies our sense of protectiveness towards the child he was. This is a boy against whom the world is conspiring cruelly, and while this injustice makes it painful to read it also makes it thrilling. Within the first sixty pages, Dickens has presented three of the greatest scenes in Victorian literature: Magwitch and Pip in the graveyard; the Christmas dinner and the convict chase across the marshes; Pip’s first visit to Miss Havisham and his meeting with Estella. It is a rare moment in a novel when the reader thinks that on balance he might prefer the next scene to be slightly less overpoweringly brilliant; something that would not sear itself for ever into the memory might instead be welcome – a little domestic development, perhaps; a comedy visit from a distant cousin; or the passage of a few uneventful months plainly recapitulated...
  


  
    In a way, our wish is answered – most of the other unforgettable scenes of Great Expectations will be towards the end – but there is little remission of the pain we are required to undergo. This is a relatively short novel by Dickens’s standards, and thematically it is tightly focussed. The conflicting claims of status and of home pull Pip this way and that on almost every page. When he asks Joe whether he is ‘common’ or not, Joe understands the word in a different, and purer, context. ‘And as to being common, I don’t make it out at all clear. You are oncommon in some things. You’re oncommon small. Likewise you’re a oncommon scholar.’
  


  
    Pip is assailed by another, related fear. He is not merely frightened of appearing socially inadequate; he is worried that he has become, by his chance meeting with Magwitch, the escaped convict, a criminal by association. After he steals a file and a pie for Magwitch, he dreams that cows pursue him and denounce him as a thief. He feels he is an imposter before he becomes one. In Pip’s mind the idea that he is not a ‘gentleman’ is entangled with a boyish fear of being exposed as a bad’un and a fraud. One reason that he is so susceptible to snobbery, so keen to ‘improve’ himself socially, is to rid himself of this fear of crime and prison, to make himself in some way unimpeachable. Yet through the pages of the novel a sort of shadow world stalks him. Not only do the cows pursue him, but a wandering character called Orlick comes to the forge and seems to be Pip’s evil twin, a lesson in what happens to people who up sticks and stray from their village. In the local inn, the Three Jolly Bargemen, Pip meets a ‘strange gentleman’ who gives him two pound notes, an incident which increases his sense of being unworthy and reminds him that he is on ‘secret terms of conspiracy with convicts–afeatureinmylow career thatIhad previously forgotten’. With a narrative sleight of hand, Dickens lets the two fears bleed into one another. Pip is afraid not just of being eaten alive by the fiendish ‘young man’ Magwitch refers to; he is worried that having kept low company will disqualify him from Estella’s love. ‘What I dreaded was, that in some unlucky hour I, being at my grimiest and commonest, should lift up my eyes and see Estella looking in at one of the wooden windows of the forge. I was haunted by the fear that she would, sooner or later, find me out’. When Estella does let him kiss her, ‘I felt that the kiss was given to the coarse common boy as a piece of money might have been, and that it was worth nothing.’
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    ‘Bullying, old’ Mr Pumblechook and Mrs Joe quiz Pip about his day with Miss Havisham (Harper’s Weekly, 1860)
  


  
    So confused and overwhelmed is Pip that finally he commits the sin of being ashamed of Joe when he dresses in his Sunday best to take him to play at Miss Havisham’s. At the end of a harrowing day, Pip knows that his life is spoiled beyond redemption. ‘Finally, I remember that when I got into my little bedroom I was truly wretched, and had a strong conviction on me that I should never like Joe’s trade. I had liked it once, but once was not now... It is a most miserable thing to be ashamed of home. There may be black ingratitude in the thing, and the punishment may be retributive and well deserved; but, that it is a miserable thing, I can testify.’ As an adult, looking back, Pip stresses the ‘black ingratitude’; and it’s left to us to feel the misery.
  


  
    No wonder that when Mr Jaggers, the lawyer, arrives from London, bringing wealth and a means of escape, Pip will greedily accept the offer. His awful exchange with Biddy – ‘If only I could get myself to fall in love with you’ – follows his revelation to her that he wants to become a ‘gentleman’ to make himself worthy of Estella. Pip is a snob in embryo before the money comes from Jaggers, and his treatment of Biddy as he prepares to leave for London shows him at his worst. The fact that Pip-as-narrator piles on the scorn for his younger self does not help at all; this is one of the most agonising passages to read in an altogether painful book. The end of the first part is almost unreadable, as Pip, walking alone on the road to the London coach, stops and breaks down. ‘Heaven knows we need never be ashamed of our tears, for they are rain upon the blinding dust of earth, overlaying our hard hearts... If I had cried before, I should have had Joe with me then.’ The worst thing is that we feel that this unhappy situation is not really Pip’s fault.
  


  
    Joe famously comes to visit Pip in his smart London lodgings, and Pip admits that ‘If I could have kept him away by paying money, I certainly would have paid money.’ He consoles himself with the thought that at least Joe will be seen only by friendly Herbert Pocket, who shares his rooms, and not by the odious Bentley Drummle, his rival for Estella. ‘So,’ he concludes, ‘throughout life, our worst weaknesses and meannesses are usually committed for the sake of the people whom we most despise.’ While acute and painful, this reflection of Pip-as-narrator is not fair. Pip does not commit a meanness to Joe by seeing him at one place rather than another; it is in fact Joe, through a letter written by Biddy, who has chosen the meeting place, and of course he wants to see Pip in his new home. The most shameful part of the incident is Biddy’s letter, which silently reveals that Pip has not written home in all his time in London. Joe makes a fool of himself in Pip’s rooms and Pip is mortified. But which of us has never been ashamed of a relation – a parent at a teenage party, a bigoted aunt or gauche sibling? When Pip’s embarrassment has subsided he does run out and scour the neighbouring streets for Joe; but Joe has gone. The most interesting aspect of this famous scene is that we can see that Pip-as-narrator is actually unfair to Pip-as-character; what he asks us to see is not what is before our eyes, and consequently we feel the need to increase our emotional investment in defence of Pip.
  


  
    On his return home, Pip finds himself on the same coach as two convicts, one of whom is the man who unaccountably gave him two pound notes in the Three Jolly Bargemen. He does not recognise the grown-up Pip, but Pip overhears him tell the other that the notes were given him by Magwitch to pass on to the boy who’d brought him the file and the pie. Far from wondering at this act of beneficence, Pip simply shrinks from the convict’s closeness. ‘It is impossible to express with what acuteness I felt the convict’s breathing, not only on the back of my head, but all along my spine.’ At home, he sees Estella, who is unimpressed by his new status, though tells him, ‘I have not bestowed my tenderness anywhere. I never had any such thing.’ In town he is mocked for his new airs and graces by the formerly sullen tailor’s assistant; the other townspeople are taken in by Pip’s fine clothes, but Trabb’s boy can see at once that he has not become a gentleman, merely an imposter. Unhappily, he returns to London without even seeing Joe, though ‘As soon as I arrived, I sent a penitential cod-fish and barrel of oysters to Joe (as reparation for not having gone myself).’
  


  
    When Mrs Joe dies and Pip returns for the funeral, there is another excruciating scene with Biddy. Although he does manage to see Joe this time and even sleeps at the forge, Pip comments that Joe ‘was much pleased by my asking if I might sleep in my own little room, and I was rather pleased too; for I felt that I had done rather a great thing in making the request’. By this stage, the weight of liking someone who does not like himself is becoming almost intolerable for the reader; we look for help increasingly to Herbert Pocket, a good if feckless young man who clearly does like Pip (he gives him a nickname, which is usually a sign of affection), and Mr Wemmick, a shrewd and loving man who also has time for him. The one person we are missing in our support team is Pip’s as yet undeclared benefactor, the man or woman whose gifts of money have been more curse than blessing but who at least must have the highest possible opinion of our man.
  


  
    It is difficult to write interestingly about Dickens. Sometimes it’s hard to think of much to say beyond, ‘Isn’t this unbelievably good?’ Jane Austen’s formal ambiguities always seem to yield something interesting, even to an A level student, but Dickens’s effects sometimes seem inexplicable or otherworldly. We know that David Copperfield was his favourite of his books and the most autobiographical; we know there was a boy at the blacking factory called Bob Fagin; we know that William Dorrit was modelled on his own father, a debtor in the Marshalsea prison; but most of the time you wonder when you look at Dickens’s novels: where did these things – these people – come from? What fever threw up the idea of Miss Havisham in his mind, what restless night gave him Magwitch springing out from behind a headstone? From what void did he pluck these fully imagined creatures, then make it seem by the conviction of his writing that we had always known them?
  


  
    And what an extraordinary novel Great Expectations is, so powerfully confident from its opening sentence, so swift and sure; it has all the characteristics of Dickens’s genius, yet displayed with almost disdainful ease. Scenes around which other novelists might have built a hundred pages are slotted precisely into the story and made to work their passage in both narrative and symbolic terms; the characters inhabit a strange hinterland between archetype and realism, forcefully alive, always believable, yet fraught with the menace of a dream. Miss Havisham, Magwitch, Estella, Joe Gargery... it seems hard to picture the year 1859, a world in which these people did not exist. The secondary characters, Mrs Joe, Biddy, Jaggers and Wemmick, are all organically connected to the main plot; the minor, comic characters such as Mr Pumblechook, Trabb the tailor and Mr Wopsle don’t outstay their welcome; the whole book has a remorseless onward drive.
  


  
    Structurally, it works on all levels. The opening scene in the churchyard remains of primary importance to the plot, and Magwitch is reintroduced at the moment that his appearance can have maximum impact. On a stormy night he climbs the stairs to the twenty-three-year-old Pip’s rooms in the Temple. ‘I could not recall a single feature, but I knew him! If the wind and the rain had driven away the intervening years, had scattered all the intervening objects, had swept us to the churchyard where we first stood face to face on such different levels, I could not have known my convict more distinctly than I knew him now, as he sat in the chair before the fire.’ No other English novelist has been able to make dramatic incident work for him in this way; no one else has been able to remove the ground beneath the reader’s feet so that he feels himself falling through time. No other writer has orchestrated plot and symbol with quite such a sure symphonic touch; and while this is partly because Dickens has a grander architecture in mind than his fellow novelists, it is also because he always seems able to find a rhythm in the prose to make these effects work. In the first sentence, the exclamation mark, disdained by prose purists, goes through you like an electric shock. In the second sentence, the rhetorical triple condition is like a crescendo roll of the tympani, yet the climactic revelation of identity is couched in a negative (‘could not have known’), while the word ‘convict’ is hidden deep inside the sentence so that the climax hits our ear not as a triumphant or assertive brass note but as strings remembered from an earlier movement might sound, with a subtler, troubling reconnection that asserts something inevitable; and the sentence ends, as such sentences in Dickens almost always do, with a domestic diminuendo that anchors it in reality. He uses the same ending in the drowning of Steerforth in David Copperfield: ‘I saw him lying with his head upon his arm, as I had often seen him lie at school’. The key word in the Magwitch sentence is of course ‘my’. It takes us straight back to the boyish distinction Pip made between ‘his’ convict, Magwitch, and the second one at large on the marshes. It is an acknowledgement and an identification; it is an admission that he has not been able to escape the shadow world of crime; but the drama lies in whether the possessive adjective can also lead to a proper sense of what belongs to him. For Pip, ‘my’ must also contain his wealth and the answer to who he truly is, the marsh boy or the London gentleman. He must understand his inheritance, in both senses of the word. No wonder Pip locks Magwitch, and his pistol, into the bedroom before he spends a sleepless night on the living-room floor.
  


  
    Finally, Pip does begin to help our work in keeping alive the idea of him as a decent person. He uses his money to find Herbert Pocket a place in a finance house. Then he tells Miss Havisham plainly that by encouraging him to love Estella she was cruel to him. He is starting to acquire clarity in his view of others, at least, even if he persists in loving Estella despite her telling him, ‘When you say you love me, I know what you mean, as a form of words; but nothing more.’ When he next returns, Miss Havisham asks his forgiveness and Pip responds magnanimously, ‘I want forgiveness and direction far too much to be bitter with you.’ This is what we have been wanting to hear for a long time; Pip is starting to repay what we have invested in him, and he burns his hands in trying to rescue Miss Havisham from the fire that kills her.
  


  
    The strands of the plot are brought together in broad loops. Estella is Magwitch’s daughter. The second convict, Compeyson, is the man who left Miss Havisham at the altar. Jaggers’s housekeeper is a murderer saved from the scaffold by his eloquence; she is also Estella’s mother. These revelations don’t strain our credulity, however; they emerge from the mist with a certain inevitability, as though we knew that these connections had all along been underlying the superficial action in its rapid but mysterious movement. The main reason that we find them satisfactory, not far-fetched, is that the leitmotif of the shadow world that has pursued Pip since the cows in the pasture first called out ‘Stop thief!’ is shown now not to be hallucinatory, but a real part of a society in which the law-abiding and the criminal are intimately joined at all levels – a precarious world in which only the smokescreen of respectability and social advancement has obscured that connection.
  


  
    In the climactic scene, in which Magwitch is taken in a boat down the estuary with a view to being put aboard a steamer to escape the police who would arrest him for having left Australia, Pip finally vindicates our faith in him. Critics have noted how for the first time the narration loses its ironic second level: the gap closes as grown-up narrator and the young protagonist become one person in their swift practical repayment of a debt to the man who has crossed the world at risk of his own life merely to thank a little boy who once helped him. Pip no longer recoils from Magwitch. ‘I only saw a man who had meant to be my benefactor, and who had felt affectionately, gratefully, and generously, towards me with great constancy through a series of years. I only saw in him a much better man than I had been to Joe.’
  


  
    As the novel began with a firework display of unforgettable scenes, so does it end, with the drowning of Compeyson after his fight to the death with Magwitch; the revelation by Pip to Magwitch on his deathbed that his child, Estella, lives: ‘She is living now. She is a lady and very beautiful. And I love her!’; Pip’s reconciliation with Joe: ‘O God bless him! O God bless this gentle Christian man!’; and then the deep but powerless remorse shown by Pip on the occasion of Joe and Biddy’s wedding. It is hard to know whether you weep at the sadness of the events described and the words uttered by the characters or whether the tears spring from simple admiration and gratitude for the genius that conjured these immortal people out of nothing and offered them to us for the price of a paperback or a library ticket.
  


  
    Dickens was left with the question of how to finish his book. He decided to send Pip to Egypt to work for the same counting house as Herbert Pocket; Pip ends up unmarried and unmarriageable, a man whose life has been spoiled by unforeseen wealth and by the impulsive kindliness of his own actions as a child. Many years later in London, accompanied by young Pip, the child of Joe and Biddy, he sees Estella by chance. She imagines that the child is Pip’s and goes her way; Pip’s consolation is to know that ‘suffering... had given her a heart to understand what my heart used to be’.
  


  
    It was the perfect ending to what probably comes as close as anyone in Britain contrived in the nineteenth century to the perfect novel. It is sad, it is merciless and unyielding, but in those respects it is all of a piece with the novel that it concludes, which, among other things, is a refutation of the criticism that Dickens is sentimental. Great Expectations is one of the least sentimental novels imaginable; in some of its harsher moments one sometimes yearns for something like sentimentality to palliate them.
  


  
    Dickens, alas, was persuaded to change the ending and to have Pip meet Estella again in the grounds of Satis House. The second version, which is the one used in most modern editions, is by no means a disaster. We know that Estella cannot love Pip; she has made it clear that she is incapable of such an emotion. But I think it is conceivable that they could have a future together because his obsession with her could blind him to the lack of real feeling on her part; she in turn might discover something in herself, some slight warmth that might respond to the better parts of Pip. It is also persuasively written, as Dickens acknowledges the difficulties that surround the relationship: there is the rhetorical rise, the invocation of lost time in the subordinate clauses, and a minor chord in the qualification implied by the final phrase: ‘I took her hand in mine, and we went out of the ruined place; and, as the morning mists had risen long ago when I first left the forge, so, the evening mists were rising now, and in all the broad expanse of tranquil light they showed to me, I saw the shadow of no parting from her.’
  


  
    It is moving and persuasive; but true lovers of this book will, I think, always prefer Dickens’s own first instincts – unflinching to the last – for how it should end.
  


  
    ‘WE ARE NOT SWELLS’
  


  
    CHARLES POOTER
  


  
    The easy way for novelists to deal with snobs – the one that pays quick dividends – is the comic one. The pretensions of Lady Catherine de Bourgh or Mrs Elton are something all readers can laugh at with an easy conscience. Most novelists are instinctively democratic in their views; a desire to validate the experience of the neglected or the downtrodden seems to be part of the temperament that leads most people to want to write in the first place. However, when the writer is himself a snob, it becomes more complicated. Evelyn Waugh is acute at catching nuances of speech and behaviour in people who are not as smart as they might wish to be. In Brideshead Revisited, the different social positions of Charles Ryder and Sebastian Flyte generate both comedy and a life-changing dissatisfaction for both men; but there is no sense that Waugh has done anything other than exploit the differences in a clear-eyed way. At the end of the Sword of Honour trilogy, however, at the funeral of Guy Crouchback’s father, Waugh’s mask seems to slip, allowing us a glimpse of him rubbing his hands over the details of the grand Anglo–Catholic funeral that appears to embody everything he loves and personally aspires to be. I’m not sure that it matters if sometimes we laugh at the author as well as at his creations; but some readers are quick to recoil if they scent snobbery in the author rather than in his characters.
  


  
    The Diary of a Nobody treads on this delicate ground. It has divided readers by raising the delicate question: can you laugh at Mr Pooter without looking down on him? To put it bluntly, can you enjoy the book without being a bit of a snob yourself?
  


  
    Like the other great comic novel of its era, Three Man in a Boat, it was conceived as a parody; we weren’t meant principally to laugh only at or with Pooter but also at the self-important diarists his journal is guying. Yet after a couple of early episodes in which he finds his fictional feet, Pooter suddenly takes flight. It may well be that we are meant to laugh at the genre, but in fact our sympathy for Pooter means that we quickly care about him too much to be bothered with any literary consideration; what happens instead is that we find ourselves rooting for this ridiculous bank clerk in the travails of his daily life, with its small indignities and bursts of odd domestic happiness. He is a man of his time and of his class, pinned down with lepidopteric precision and not always with kindness; but his vitality keeps throwing off the satirical bonds by which his author would imprison him. The more George Grossmith tries to identify the nature of Pooter’s pettiness, to place and limit him by social definitions, the more easily he transcends them; the more we are required to see Pooter as ‘other’ and ridiculous, the more warmly we seem to identify with him and to cheer on his goodness of heart. It is possible that in his first incarnation, in the columns of Punch, Pooter was more of a clown, but that the novel form into which the pieces were gathered gave him more sympathetic substance.
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    ‘My first thought was that I was bleeding to death.’ – Charles Pooter accidentally dyes himself red with enamel paint (1892 edition)
  


  
    Mr Pooter knows his place. We may be asked to view that place as absurd, but we are more inclined to think it charming; to be satisfied with your position in life can be a symptom of small-mindedness, but it can be a manifestation of modesty. Having said all of which, we must admit that Mr Pooter is an ass. His lugubrious neighbour Cummings and his off-colour friend Gowing are united in their disdain for him. Often Pooter is too humourless and too straight-laced. He gets shut out of the pub where his friends are drinking because he is too prim to tell the fib that would open the doors to him. At other times his bursts of heavy-handed humour seem to his friends to be in poor taste, as when he makes a pun on their names. None of this stops them dropping in as they please and making free with Pooter’s food and drink, and nor does it stop the reader adopting a defensive attitude to our narrator – as well as worrying about how much his hospitality may be costing him.
  


  
    Some of the delight of the book, I suppose, is in the anthropological detail of how such a family lived. There are tradesmen who come to call to offer their services: Horwin, a butcher with a ‘nice clean shop’, Borset a butterman whose eggs turn out to be ‘simply shocking’. The Pooters have a live-in servant in their small house. It seems an enviably ordered society in which all these tradesmen are likely to make a fair living, and their world begins to take on a nostalgic burnish. Our great-grandparents may have lived like this.
  


  
    There are strikingly odd details that only a contemporary chronicler can deliver. A novelist of today, creating such a respectable character, would not have imagined that he drank champagne – even if the ‘Jackson Frères’ marque sounds dodgy. I like the detail about the pub bye-law, which meant that on Sunday walkers could be served out of licensing hours if they had come from far away as ‘bona fide travellers’. The Pooters drink quite a lot of alcohol, in fact: port, Madeira and whisky as well as champagne, though Pooter can never connect his booming headaches and raging night thirsts with anything he has drunk the evening before.
  


  
    Pooter is a snob, but he is not a social climber. ‘We are homely people, we are not swells,’ he tells a visitor; but the crucial thing is what he says before: ‘You must take us as you find us.’ Mr Pooter has found a rung on the social ladder that suits him, and it is his life’s work to hold on to it. When the grand Mr Perkupp, his boss, comes to visit, he worries that ‘The Laurels’ should look clean and attractive and proper; but when the thespian friends of his son Lupin come to call, he is much less concerned for appearances. When Lupin suggests he should wear ‘dress boots’ not ordinary boots with evening dress, he grandly dismisses such trivial concerns as being beneath him. Likewise, his wife Carrie’s rather ‘fast’ friend, Mrs James of Sutton, holds no terrors for Pooter with her silly fads and fashions; he is confident enough to recognise nonsense when he sees it. His only worry is that Mrs James will lead Carrie into unnecessary expense.
  


  
    Mr Pooter’s snobbery consists in an obsession with appearances, which stems from a fear that he might lose a position in society which previous generations of Pooters have worked to achieve. His boring work as a bank clerk, his modest pay, short holidays and continuing self-discipline (with a few lapses) are the prices he pays for what he treasures: stability. He is a man who knows – and whose fairly recent family will have experienced – what it is to be poor; and what he knows has scared him. It also worries him that his son Lupin is in danger of risking all that has been saved from the chaos of slum London by two or three generations of diligence. Respectability is precarious – though, like all parents, Mr Pooter knows that he must allow Lupin to learn from his own mistakes where paternal lectures have clearly failed.
  


  
    If snobs suffer from a defect of vision, then Mr Pooter’s blindness is a partial and touchingly simple one: in his anxiety to preserve his status he sometimes loses sight of just how happy he is. He has a very good relationship with his wife, Carrie. She values his steadiness but is not so indulgent that she can’t be exasperated by his pomposity. They have outbursts of affectionate laughter; they dance round the parlour; he tells her how much he loves her and she calls him a ‘spooney old thing’. This looks like a pretty good marriage. He has, for someone who claims to be a stay-at-home, a remarkably active and varied social life – which turns out to be his trump card when someone he has met through his dining out puts an important client his way. He has friends who, if rather cavalier towards him, are capable of being entertaining. He has a son whom he loves anxiously and who may or may not carry on the Pooter tradition of respectability before all things. He has a boss who – and this would not always be the case – values his good qualities and long service to the firm. Above almost all, Pooter has The Laurels, Brickfield Terrace. When Mr Perkupp at the end rewards him for his loyalty by buying him the freehold of his house, red-painted bath, dodgy boot scraper and all, he first asks him if he likes it, to which Pooter replies: ‘Yes, sir; I love my house and I love the neighbourhood, and could not bear to leave it.’
  


  
    Mike Leigh’s famous 1977 television play Abigail’s Party depicted a group of people who were perhaps of a similar social standing to Pooter, but almost a hundred years later. Whatever the author’s intentions, it seemed to me impossible to laugh at his characters without being snobbish oneself. What else was funny about Abigail proposing to put the red wine in the fridge?
  


  
    Charles Pooter, by contrast, may be a mockable fool, but he gets plenty of things right. There may have been snobbery in the conception of the character, and there is condescending comedy in some of the social detail, in the useless knick-knacks, the parlour games and the piano on the hire purchase; but, happily, there is more to Pooter than that. The great pleasure of this book is in the way the character so exhilaratingly defeats his author’s satirical intentions and becomes his own man.
  


  
    ‘THE MOOD WILL PASS, SIR’
  


  
    JEEVES
  


  
    One of the odd things about Jeeves is how seldom he appears in the stories that immortalised him. While P. G. Wodehouse never used anything as vulgar as a formula, there is an elegant pattern to Jeeves’s exits and his entrances. He is on hand when the story begins, which is first thing in the morning, as stories should. He usually enters bearing a cup of tea, though it may be something stronger if Bertie’s state of health requires it. At this stage, Jeeves acts principally as a messenger. There has been a telephone call, a visit, a telegram or a development. It brings a complication or a dilemma that invariably entails Bertie making a visit to a country house.
  


  
    Relations between master and servant are strained. A moustache, a soft-bosomed evening shirt, a pair of purple socks... Some faux pas has been committed by Bertie, and Jeeves is in a dignified sulk. Usually, this stops short of warfare, though in the case of Thank You, Jeeves, Bertie’s attachment to the ‘banjolele’ leads to Jeeves’s resignation. Normally, the resentment is left on a low heat. When Jeeves is first consulted for his advice he usually regrets that he is ‘unable to offer a solution’. Naturally the plot could not develop the necessary complications if Jeeves were able to cut through all difficulties in the first act, but whether help might have been more swiftly forthcoming had he been feeling less affronted is something we can never know for sure. The suspicion, however, adds piquancy to the master–servant relationship.
  


  
    The arrival at the country house is my favourite moment in a Jeeves novel. It might be Totleigh Towers, Sir Watkyn Bassett’s Wiltshire house, where although the man is vile, every prospect pleases. Brinkley Court in Worcestershire, home of Aunt Dahlia, is a destination of choice, with the prospect of dinner from Anatole, the resident wizard of the roasts and sauces. Rolling up at a large stately home without knowing one’s host can still intimidate even such a seasoned boulevardier as Bertie – as is the case at Deverill Hall in Hampshire (somewhere off the A3, it appears), home of the Haddock family, inventors of a patent headache remedy. It can hardly help Bertie’s spirits as he approaches the massive front door to have Jeeves whisper in his ear, ‘Childe Roland to the Dark Tower came, sir.’ I suppose it’s the ‘sir’ that makes this so excruciating. I doubt whether any character in English has managed to get more work on that monosyllable than Jeeves did; on his lips it can go from respectful via quizzical to insolent. There is no need for Wodehouse to flag the tone with adverbs; it’s all in the rhythm of the dialogue.
  


  
    Jeeves is often sent on ahead by train with the heavy luggage, leaving Bertie free to give a lift to a young popsy, such as Nobby Hopwood, or simply to tool along solo in the old two-seater, all cylinders purring sweet as a nut. On arrival at the stately h, Jeeves, having presumably acquainted himself with the layout of the place and the whereabouts of his master’s lodgings, makes himself scarce. There is some sponging and pressing of Bertie’s suits to be done and the evening wear to be laid out in due course. There is intelligence to be gathered, either from the servants’ quarters or by some judicious eavesdropping among the ‘quality’ in the library or the smoking room, where he frequently acts as an auxiliary butler, pushing round the cucumber sandwiches and the lapsang. Such teatimes are invariably fraught, the cup that cheers doing anything but, with sundered hearts sighing, aunts expressing themselves forcibly and a surprisingly high breakage rate of china ornaments. These gatherings also offer a rare moment for the whole cast, including troublesome small children, usually boys, to be brought together in one place.
  


  
    In the central part of the book, Jeeves is seldom present, but allows Bertie to take ‘control’ of events himself. In this Act Two, Jeeves may offer a word or two of solace to Bertie, but is more often bent on helping others, and Bertie hears lavish praise for his man from Stephanie ‘Stiffy’ Byng, Tuppy Glossop or some other lovestruck youngster who has benefited from that fish-fuelled intellect. Bertie generally greets these encomia coolly, though not without a quiet pride.
  


  
    What is Jeeves’s own accommodation like in these fine houses? Austere, one imagines. A bareish bedroom reached by an uncarpeted back staircase smelling of lime wood and polish. Jeeves’s personal packing would be economical and meticulous; he would never find himself without the needful, thanks perhaps to a mnemonic inherited from his uncle Charlie Silversmith or similar error-eliminator of his own devising. A spare pair of spongebag trousers, black jacket and waistcoat; a shirt for each day; stiff collars and studs; spare tie; the complete works of Spinoza and, if he is in skittish mood, perhaps a volume of the poet Herrick. A woollen dressing gown would be essential for the excursion down a cold corridor to the shared servants’ bathroom, where hot water would roar from brass taps at Brinkley or trickle from a gas geyser at Totleigh Towers. As for Jeeves’s slumberwear, it would perhaps be an act of lèse-majesté to picture it.
  


  
    As we know, Jeeves does not walk anywhere, he oozes, drifts, or otherwise soundlessly materialises. The trick is in knowing when he might be needed. Bertie is frequently persona non grata at the luncheon table and requires a plate of sandwiches and a half-bot of something to be brought to him in the shrubbery. This is followed by a moody gasper and a cup of black coffee, which he may in his anguish have forgotten to stipulate – but with Jeeves, you don’t need to ask for such essentials.
  


  
    At some point in the day, Jeeves presumably has time to himself. Fishing is one of his favourite pastimes – rod and line in a Hampshire chalk stream, or a shrimping net with his aunt at Herne Bay both seem to provide the necessary relaxation. He also ‘lets it be known’ that he is reluctant to miss Ascot, and Bertie is indulgent about this, even when it means heading off alone to the Riviera, where he makes the ill-advised purchase of a white mess dinner jacket with brass buttons. Presumably Ascot would be one of the few race meetings where the dress conventions would meet with Jeeves’s approval, though of course formal attire is as fraught with potential solecism as weekend clothing. The other reason that Jeeves might like Ascot is that he is in receipt of information that enables him to place bets with a reassuring degree of certainty. Asked by Bertie if he has given the bookies a hiding, Jeeves concedes that he has made ‘a quite satisfactory sum, thank you, sir’.
  


  
    One of the more ticklish duties in Jeeves’s day is ministering to Bertie’s alcoholic requirements. Like many avid users of the grape and grain, Bertie is under the impression that he is the soul of moderation. A brace of cocktails before dinner, a glass of wine with it, and perhaps a trickle of port when the ladies have retired... That is all he will admit to. Experience will have taught Jeeves, however, that a whisky and splash is something that needs to be accessible at all times, as does a decanter of brandy for its fast-acting restorative effect. There is something called a ‘pre-lunch snifter’, which appears to have a set hour attached to it, as well as the half-bot that goes with the sandwiches in the garden or a late-night omelette; though if a larger lunch is taken indoors a little more fluid might conceivably be necessary. Before Bertie has changed for dinner or even contemplated the brace of cocktails, there is the longed-for tug at his sleeve from the host and the muttered invitation to a whisky and soda in the gunroom. It is difficult to imagine such a clandestine yet convivial gathering confining itself to a single glass. While many novels and stories begin with Bertie suffering from the effects of the previous night (Pongo Twistleton’s birthday at the Drones seems to be a particularly exacting event) we seldom see Bertie the worse for wear. The electrifying exception to this rule is the night of his arrival at Deverill Hall in The Mating Season, though in his mitigation it must be pointed out that he is impersonating the teetotal Gussie Fink-Nottle and has spent a long dinner among deaf or intimidating aunts sipping orange juice, Gussie’s preferred potion. When Bertie is left alone with his host, the magnificently well-built, yet inhibited, Esmond Haddock, something in the way that Bertie eyes the port decanter gives Esmond pause.
  


  
    
      ‘I say, I suppose it’s no good offering you any of this?’
    


    
      I felt the table talk could not have taken a more satisfactory turn.
    


    
      ‘Well, do you know,’ I said, ‘I wouldn’t mind trying it. It would
    


    
      be an experience. It’s whisky or claret or something, isn’t it?’
    


    
      ‘Port. You may not like it.’
    


    
      ‘Oh, I think I shall.’
    

  


  
    It is not long before Bertie is standing on a chair with the decanter in his hand conducting Esmond Haddock in a series of increasingly successful hunting songs. If I were to be quite honest, I suppose I would have to admit that this is probably my favourite scene in the whole canon of English literature.
  


  
    Jeeves, meanwhile... Well, meanwhile, what? All is leading to his triumphant intervention in Act Three. At the climax of Right Ho, Jeeves, Bertie is despatched on a bicycle without lights to ride nine miles from Brinkley11 to Kingham Manor to retrieve the back-door key from Seppings, the butler, when all the guests find themselves locked out on the lawn after the fire alarm has been set off (by Bertie). It is Jeeves who ensures that Bertie is selected. ‘Yes, madam, Mr Wooster would perform the task admirably. He is an expert cyclist. He has often boasted to me of his triumphs on the wheel.’ This is completely untrue, but characteristic of a hint of sadism in the Jeeves of the third act. Jeeves is a man who knows how to wait for his revenge, and Bertie pays a high price not only for sartorial errors but also for imagining he can manage better without Jeeves during his stay. In this case, Jeeves has already taken the matter of the white mess jacket in hand (‘I am sorry to say, sir, that while I was ironing it this afternoon I was careless enough to leave the hot instrument upon it’); but Bertie is so relieved that he does not have to marry Madeline Bassett that he can tolerate any amount of retributive cruelty.
  


  
    It is the exact balance of the sweetness of revenge for Jeeves and the vast relief that Bertie feels that makes the endings of the novels so satisfactory. If there is a little zest of lemon in the mixture, that seems only to help the flavour. At this point, I should acknowledge that criticising Wodehouse, as Evelyn Waugh remarked, is like taking a spade to a soufflé. You are likely to end up with egg on your face. Even writing a wholly uncritical thank-you letter can make you look an absolute ass. There is nothing serious about the books except their gossamer artistry. To say more is to gild the l.
  


  
    As to whether Jeeves is a snob, however... Well, I think he probably is. He is a reactionary snob, because he likes the world the way it is. As Bertie says in Right Ho, Jeeves: ‘In the matter of evening costume, you see, Jeeves is hidebound and reactionary.’ One of the extra-textual questions people sometimes ask about him is: If Jeeves is so clever, why doesn’t he make a lot of money and stop having to clear up after Bertie? If he can make a quite pleasing sum at Ascot, possibly on the basis of a few tips, why not the same, in spades, on the stock market? There is a dull answer about a lack of capital, but the more interesting one is that Jeeves doesn’t want to change his happy life.
  


  
    I think Jeeves enjoys visiting these lovely houses. He’s probably one of the few in the servants’ hall who appreciates a plate of Anatole’s Timbale de ris de veau à la Toulousaine. The kitchen maid wouldn’t like offal. He probably enjoys a kippered herring for breakfast, too, followed by a slice of toast, with honey made by contented bees. I doubt whether he drinks much, but a glass of Margaux from the remains of the decanter brought back from the dining room to accompany a knob of cheese would bring his own supper to a satisfactory conclusion. Bertie is a generous employer; holidays are good; and Jeeves is able to manoeuvre the master into a round-the-world cruise, for which he receives a free ticket. His tastes in literature are not so much highbrow as austere, though I think it quite possible to imagine Jeeves enjoying a tasteful comedy in the theatre. As far as music is concerned, I don’t see him as a Wagnerian, but someone who would enjoy Gilbert and Sullivan, Handel – or Schubert at a push. (Not the Russians, though: Jeeves and Tchaikovsky... An awful thought.) Presumably the Junior Ganymede club gives ample opportunity for indoor entertainments, such as bridge, whist or draughts (hard to imagine a fellow–valet giving Jeeves much of a game at chess), as well as a full selection of newspapers in which he can read the financial pages to keep abreast of takeovers and mergers that might impinge on his employer’s circle. His room in Berkeley Mansions is quite well appointed, one imagines, with its own bathroom and comfortable armchair for getting to grips with some of the more trying Germans.
  


  
    The point is, though, that this happy world must not change. The principal threat is from marriage, and Jeeves makes it clear that he would not continue to work for a married Bertie. The danger is a real one. Bertie is young, has the stuff in sackfuls, is kind, has a weakness for female good looks and is a serial fiancé. One does not bandy a woman’s name, but Florence Craye, Honoria Glossop, Roberta ‘Bobbie’ Wickham and Pauline Stoker have all, so far as I remember, been engaged to him; and so has Madeline Bassett. Even though Bertie can’t stand the sight of her, he feels obliged to concede to an engagement as a matter of honour because Madeline has misunderstood his intentions.
  


  
    It’s important for the romance and jollity of the plot that we believe these girls are attractive, though for realism’s sake, they must all be flawed, or Bertie would be lost. Most of them rule themselves out by being too high-spirited. The prettiest of them all is probably Cora ‘Corky’ Pirbright in The Mating Season. After all, she is an actress in Hollywood and does well there; but she has a large hound called Sam Goldwyn, who is such a menace that he is impounded by the local constabulary. And, mercifully, she is in love with Esmond Haddock. ‘Stiffy’ Byng, niece of Sir Watkyn Bassett, is another lively and attractive proposition, who features in what is arguably the most perfectly made of the Jeeves novels, The Code of the Woosters, in which Bertie is required to steal a silver cow-creamer from Sir Watkyn Bassett. Stiffy, however, is also ruled out by dog ownership – a savage Scottie – and her preference for another.12 Roberta ‘Bobbie’ Wickham gets ‘right in amongst’ Bertie, requiring emergency intervention from Jeeves, who counsels against alliance with a young lady with hair of ‘quite such a violent shade of red’. Bobbie is the Nietzsche of the fiancée world – fundamentally unsound.
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    ‘It might be judicious if you were to attempt to persuade his lordship that the spirit in which you embraced Miss Stoker was a purely brotherly one’ (1933 edition)
  


  
    I have always had a very soft spot for Pauline Stoker (‘one of the most beautiful girls I had ever met,’ says Bertie), daughter of the American tycoon J. Washburn Stoker, whom (Pauline, I mean, not J. Washburn) Bertie discovers in his bed one night in a cottage in Chufnell Regis wearing his heliotrope pyjamas with the old gold stripe. I was never wholly convinced by Bertie’s disavowal of his earlier feelings: ‘But of the ancient fire which had caused me to bung my heart at her feet that night at the Plaza there remained not a trace’; though Pauline’s grim father is a problem. Angela Travers, Aunt Dahlia’s daughter with Tom Travers, her second husband, is perhaps the most suitable mate for Bertie, though he invokes biblical problems about teaming up with a cousin, while Angela reveals a certain hard side to her character when Tuppy Glossop mocks her story of having been attacked by a shark in the Bay of Cannes. I also have a deep tendresse for Zenobia ‘Nobby’ Hopwood, a ‘girl liberally endowed with oomph’, though inexplicably enraptured of Boko Fittleworth and, conclusively, the ward of Aunt Agatha’s husband, Lord Worplesdon. Marriage to Nobby would mean visits to Steeple Bumpleigh, Aunt Agatha’s lair.
  


  
    Bachelorhood for Bertie is the deal-breaker for Jeeves, but there are other – more recondite – elements of Jeeves’s enchanted world that he must fight to preserve. There are rules, conventions, habits, customs, rights and wrongs; they may seem trivial, but not to him: someone must ensure that it all remains the same, and the task falls to Jeeves. All of us were brought up to know that there was a right and wrong way of doing things: in some houses the book of rules amounted to little more than a nodding acquaintance with the criminal law; in others, there was a whole encyclopaedia of etiquette. Oddly enough, the number and ferocity of the rules has never been in proportion to wealth or social status; rich or ‘smart’ people seem more carefree about such things – and Bertie Wooster is a case in point, quite happy to break the conventions of dress, at least.
  


  
    Someone, somewhere, once invented these ‘rules’, however. I am still aware, dimly, of trying to walk street-side of a woman when on the pavement, to guard her from the mud splashes of the passing horse-and-cart traffic; but it was news when my father told us one Christmas that only a cad keeps billiard chalk in his waistcoat pocket. The children of an hereditary peer may style themselves ‘The Hon.’; those of a life peer may technically also do so, though it is apparently considered ‘not on’. A gentleman’s trouser bottoms should ‘shimmer, not break’ on the instep of his shoe, according to Jeeves. To wear a made-up bow tie is obviously the mark of a bounder; but did you know that only a Pierrot or Sinbad costume is considered acceptable at a fancy-dress party?
  


  
    It’s not possible to keep a straight face about these things. Put others’ comfort before your own, the weak before the strong... Beyond that, it becomes whimsical. When Nancy Mitford and Evelyn Waugh drew up their snobbish lists of what was U and Non-U, it turned into a joke. There did seem to be one decent rule: in language, prefer Anglo-Saxon to French; so you ‘should’ say ‘napkin’ not ‘serviette’, ‘what?’ not ‘pardon?’ and so on. Beyond that, it quickly degenerates into a farce of petty invention and caprice. Is it permissible to wear a gardenia buttonhole before the Saturday of the Lord’s Test? I don’t know; but I know of a man who did, who gave much of his life to studying such things and who resigned from the employment of Lord Worplesdon on account of that gentleman’s eccentric evening wear. ‘“There are moments, Jeeves, when one asks oneself ‘Do trousers matter?’” “The mood will pass, sir.”’
  


  
    When I was a child I imagined there existed, somewhere, a book of all such rules; and I think that Jeeves perhaps believes so, too – though in which magnificent library it resides he ‘could not say, sir’. Not in Lord Worplesdon’s, obviously, and not in any of the castles of the Royal Family, since they have not lived long enough in England. Perhaps in Mr Knightley’s study, though, in Donwell Abbey, such a priceless vademecum could be found – though even putting such sacred things in print might, in Jeeves’s eyes, devalue them. The important things in life are handed on by subtler methods, by ‘breeding’ or instinct; and it is the life’s work of a gentleman’s personal gentleman to see that it remains so.
  


  
    ‘JUST A SPINSTER’
  


  
    JEAN BRODIE
  


  
    Muriel Spark’s slender novel The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie was published in 1961, when John F. Kennedy was president of the United States and the Beatles were playing in Hamburg. It opens, however, in quite another era: in the pivotal year of 1936, when France had a socialist government, Hitler invaded the Rhineland, Mussolini established Fascism in Italy and civil war broke out in Spain.
  


  
    Marcia Blain School, the private academy in Edinburgh at which Jean Brodie teaches, would appear to be far removed from such turbulence. Most British politicians in 1936 still trusted Hitler’s good intentions, and the greatest shock in Britain was the abdication of Edward VIII. The key events for women of Miss Brodie’s generation, meanwhile, were already twenty years in the past: the First World War had so reduced the number of living men that many women were spinsters of necessity.
  


  
    Miss Brodie is different. She believes she is a citizen of the world, awake to its history and its cultural excitements. In her mythology of herself, the death of her fiancé in Flanders has debarred her from marrying. She has – heroically, she thinks – accepted the blow that fate has dealt to her womanhood and has managed to turn it into a kind of liberation. While she bows the knee to the parts of history she cannot change, she will be a free, modern and controlling agent in the rest of the life that lies before her; if history has pre-empted the great choice of her life, she will make all the other decisions herself – and they will be of such an idiosyncratic hue, so utterly Brodie, that the world will look at her and see not a saddened Edinburgh spinster but a magnificent woman who has risen on the steps of necessity to a higher plane, where ‘goodness, truth and beauty’ radiate from her suffering but triumphant face. Miss Brodie’s project is to make of herself an icon: an image of transcendence to be looked at with wonder and respect. Her tragedy is that she turns out not to be a leader in the ranks of an enlightened culture, but the victim of self-delusion and of forces she has not understood.
  


  
    Muriel Spark was an instinctive writer, a poet as well as a novelist, and this extraordinary little novel sometimes reads as if handwritten in a notebook, unrevised. Yet for all its home-made, anti-academic quality, The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie has the suggestiveness of a folk song or ballad; it is not the lightweight thing it may at first appear, but a work of eerie resonance – an almost miraculous book.
  


  
    Each of the girls in the Brodie ‘set’ is assigned one quality for which she is ‘famous’ and is seldom allowed to appear without this quality being mentioned, whether it is being good at maths, sex, gymnastics or just having small eyes. The result is a helpful jog to the reader, but, more than this, gives a comic-Homeric aspect to the story, in the same way that Hector is always the ‘tamer of horses’ and Odysseus repeatedly ‘wily’. The idea of legend is increased by the sudden leap forward in time in the second chapter. In one scene we have looked back at the girls aged only ten, and the next we are hearing how one died in a fire aged twenty-three and one became a nun. We also learn how Miss Brodie herself died, at the age of fifty-six, ‘betrayed’ by one of her girls and sacked from Marcia Blain. The shocking effect of this is to make the girls’ lives at ten and sixteen (we see both academic years) acquire the glamour of an old ciné film – poignant and almost unbelievable.
  


  
    In 1936, Jean Brodie, a little marginal arithmetic tells us, is actually forty-six; her prime, she decided, began in 1930, at the age of forty. She warns her girls that they must be alert when grown up and be sure not to miss their prime, but ‘live it to the full’. She marks the start of her own prime by ‘renouncing’ the love of Teddy Lloyd, the married art teacher, and beginning an affair with Gordon Lowther, the singing master. Of the rejected Teddy, she says, ‘I am his Muse... But I have renounced his love in order to dedicate my prime to the young girls in my care. I am his Muse but Rose shall take my place.’ We already know that it is in fact Sandy who becomes his lover, so Miss Brodie is wrong. One of the extraordinary things about the narration is the way Spark fearlessly anticipates events, so that we often know more than the characters; so when little Mary is panicked by magnesium flares in a chemistry lesson, we already know that as a grown woman she will die in a hotel fire.
  


  
    Miss Brodie can only reprove Sandy for sleeping with Mr Lloyd: it was to have been Rose’s destiny because she is ‘famous for sex’; and in any case Teddy Lloyd is a Roman Catholic. There is something of Emma Woodhouse in the way Miss Brodie presumes to matchmake Rose with Mr Lloyd. Sandy says that Mr Lloyd ‘interests’ her; but it turns out that it is, of all things, his religion that she’s interested in: ‘She left the man and took his religion and became a nun in the course of time.’ Sandy’s mind has all along been ‘as full of religion as a night sky is full of things visible and invisible’. Mr Lowther also proves to have a mind of his own. An elder of the church, he wants to marry a jolly woman he can sing to and play golf with; the sinful arrangement by which Miss Brodie sleeps with him – in the very bed in which he was born – begins to appal him. He finds himself a more suitable bride.
  


  
    The Brodie set are no longer the ‘crème de la crème’, ‘old heads on young shoulders’ or any other such thing within their teacher’s control. At sixteen, they start to do what they want – and none more so than the marginal Joyce Emily who, inspired by Miss Brodie’s admiration for Franco, goes off to fight in the Spanish Civil War, where she is killed. It is Jean Brodie’s admiration for Mussolini, Franco and Hitler – enthusiastically disclosed to her girls – that proves her nemesis. By letting her admiration of things Italian spill over into a regard for Fascism, Jean Brodie awakens in Sandy, at least, the critical, doubting spirit that makes her question her teacher. It is ironic that while the creation of such an inquiring mind is agreed to be the end of good teaching, it has never been the aim of Miss Brodie’s instruction – the purpose of which has been to control her girls and make them admire her. It is as though she has unconsciously acknowledged that the true snob cannot abide a sceptical questioner.
  


  
    Jean Brodie is a cultural snob, whose love of European culture seems to spring partly from a displaced sexuality (she thrives ‘abroad’, away from Calvinist eyes, and once falls for an Egyptian tour guide), but more urgently the expression of a need to be seen as different from, and superior to, other Edinburgh spinsters of her age and background. Muriel Spark, in a passage of simple exposition, makes it clear that there were plenty of middle-class women in Edinburgh in 1936 whom the war had deprived of husbands:
  


  
    They went to lectures, tried living on honey and nuts, took lessons in German and then went walking in Germany; they bought caravans and went off with them into the hills among the lochs; they played the guitar, they supported all the new little theatre companies; they took lodgings in the slums and, distributing pots of paint, taught their neighbours the arts of simple interior decoration; they preached the inventions of Marie Stopes; they attended the meetings of the Oxford Group and put spiritualism to their hawk-eyed test.
  


  
    What they did not do was teach. That calling was reserved to more religious women from poorer backgrounds. Had Miss Brodie been willing to accept the position that society had assigned to her – not such a bad lot, to consort in comfort with the ‘great talkers and feminists’ – no harm would have come to her or to any girls. The interesting complication is that Miss Brodie, for all her free love and ‘progressive’ instincts, does have a streak of traditional piety in her. She ought, says Spark, to have been a Roman Catholic because that church might have ‘embraced, even while it disciplined, her soaring and diving spirit, it might even have normalised her’. However, she takes a whimsical stance against the Church of Rome, indulging a ‘rigid Edinburgh-born side of herself... although this side was not otherwise greatly in evidence’. Every Sunday she goes to a different Low Church Protestant service; and although she has an affair with a married man and as good as lives with a bachelor, she forbids Eunice to do cartwheels on Sunday, ‘for in many ways Miss Brodie was an Edinburgh spinster of the deepest dye’.
  


  
    Jean Brodie is a monster. She is an egotist who has no right to be a teacher – to take the impressionable minds of the young and fill with them silly prejudices that are designed to create an aura of tragic glamour about her ‘dark Roman profile’, like a halo, and make the girls look up to her. She pays a terrible price for her vanity and self-obsession when she has to accept responsibility for Joyce Emily’s death in Spain. She loses her job as a teacher when, in 1939, she is ‘betrayed’ to the headmistress by Sandy, her best pupil, for teaching Fascism. She dies young, unattached and unmourned.
  


  
    Yet she has vitality. ‘Everyone thought the Brodie set had more fun than anyone else... And indeed it was so.’ Some of her shortcomings are no more than exaggerations of common human faults. Most worthwhile and interesting people invent a ‘narrative’ of their own life; it is just that few of them are as colourful, nonsensical and fundamentally dishonest as Miss Brodie’s. Her rejection of the traditional way of learning is not altogether wrong-headed; it is the fact that she takes it to such extremes that raises a problem: ‘All of the Brodie set, save one, counted on its fingers, as had Miss Brodie, with accurate results more or less.’
  


  
    And in grey Calvinist Edinburgh, she does bring colour and laughter. ‘Whoever has opened the window has opened it too far... Six inches is perfectly adequate. More is vulgar.’ Muriel Spark doesn’t tell us if Jean Brodie is smiling inwardly when she says such things; perhaps by the age of forty she no longer recognises how ridiculous she is. If you are allowed to get away with things for a long time, the division between the serious and the absurd becomes unclear. She asks her class who was the greatest Italian painter and they answer ‘Leonardo’; she tells them they are incorrect: ‘The answer is Giotto. He is my favourite.’ In Miss Brodie’s world, whim has become dogma. It is misleading, and potentially damaging, for the pupils to be enlisted into this personality cult; it is an apparently – but only apparently – harmless variation of the cults being developed in Weimar, Madrid and Rome.
  


  
    Jean Brodie can ‘get away with things’ in front of children; her fantasy of herself would not pass among fellow adults, and this is the heart of the case against her. When, after the end of the war, Sandy meets Miss Brodie ‘shrivelled and betrayed in her long-preserved dark musquash coat’, she has no time for her old teacher. ‘The whine in her voice... bored and afflicted Sandy. It is seven years, thought Sandy, since I betrayed this tiresome woman.’
  


  
    Even as a teenager, Sandy’s small eyes are open to the core of Jean Brodie’s self-deceit. As Sandy walks about the poorer parts of town, hearing the ‘unbelievable curses of the drunken men and women’, she ‘began to sense what went to the makings of Miss Brodie, who had elected herself to grace in so particular a way and with more exotic suicidal enchantment than if she had simply taken to drink like other spinsters who couldn’t stand it any more’.
  


  
    This perception is brutal, but telling. What is unforgivable is the way Jean Brodie makes a passion play and a psychodrama out of her simple disappointments, thus dragging others into her solitude and her factitious martyrdom. The phrase ‘exotic suicidal enchantment’ is the key. The ‘exotic’ side of Jean Brodie is undeniably attractive; the ‘suicidal’ nature of her choice is amply shown by her early death; and ‘enchantment’ suggests her power over others as well as the fact she is herself labouring under the spell of self-delusion.
  


  
    In middle age, the gymnastic Eunice, who has become a nurse and married a doctor, comments: ‘She was full of culture. She was an Edinburgh Festival all on her own.’ But when pressed for more detail by her husband, Eunice reflects: ‘She was just a spinster.’
  


  
    ‘THE UNLIKELY FEAT’
  


  
    JAMES BOND
  


  
    I had a call one summer day in 2007 from my literary agent, Gillon Aitken, who also represented Ian Fleming’s estate. The Fleming family wanted a new James Bond story to mark the centenary of Ian Fleming’s birth; Gillon had been asked to approach me and see if I would be interested in writing such a book.
  


  
    We met at a safe house to discuss the proposition. My first response was: why me? There were plenty of expert thriller writers to choose from, while I had evinced no interest in James Bond or in the genre. It was true that I had been excited by Bond and Alistair MacLean as a twelve-year-old, but that was a long time ago. On the other hand... Like it or not, Bond was, with Sherlock Holmes, the most famous British fictional character of the twentieth century, and that film theme music had always sent shivers down me as a teenager. After five years researching the history of psychiatry for my novel Human Traces, I was drawn to the idea of something light-hearted. Cecil Day Lewis, I remembered, wrote detective stories; Julian Barnes had written a series of stylish private eye novels; Kazuo Ishiguro wrote jazz songs in periods between books. And Ian McKellen, my wife pointed out, spent each New Year playing Widow Twankey.
  


  
    The first Bond book I read at the age of twelve was From Russia With Love. I had the Pan paperback film tie-in edition with a picture of Tatiana Romanova on the back cover in a slashed turquoise dress with black stockings. I had found the jacket rather more exciting than the contents, which made heavy weather of the bureaucracy of the Russian secret services. I remembered odd bits from the other books as well, such as the end of Live and Let Die when Bond and the girl (what was her name?) had been tied to the back of a motorboat and towed as living bait over shark-infested reefs.
  


  
    Eventually, I decided I would read all the Bond books in the order in which they had been published. If I liked them and had an idea of how I could add another one to the body of twelve, then I would do it. I didn’t expect them to have lasted at all well, but I think I was only about forty pages into Moonraker when I knew that I wanted to say Yes. What impressed me about the books was a single thing: jeopardy. You feared for the safety of the hero, all the time. Here was a man with a single underpowered handgun (the Beretta, which, as a gunsmith told Fleming, was a ‘lady’s gun – and not a very nice lady at that’), soft shoes, a short-sleeved shirt and really only his wits and fists to defend himself against enemies more numerous, better armed, more cynical and more powerful than himself. But he had one other thing: cruelty. While blindly patriotic and essentially fair-minded, Bond would, if necessary, do ruthless things to protect himself and the national interest. There was the thrilling sense that we were being given a privileged look into the world of those nameless men who unofficially made it safe for us to sleep at night. We did not approve of what Bond did, necessarily, but it was not his or our fault that other people were so scheming, so power-crazed and so murderously hostile towards us. If Bond had occasionally to be a bastard, then we would grimly acquiesce, because we lived in troubled times and he was our bastard. It didn’t occur to me at this stage that I would end up one day writing about Bond as a snob. Hero, yes; villain, if he had to be; lover, with relish. But snob?
  


  
    Once I had decided to say yes to the Flemings’ offer (with the self-imposed proviso that I must first come up with a robust story), the next question was whether my book should be set in the twenty-first century, as the recent and impressive Casino Royale film with Daniel Craig had been, or whether it should be in period. I asked the Fleming family what they had had in mind, and they said they were divided, so the choice was mine. This was a relief because I already knew that the only way I could do this was not as a film-related updating but as a literary homage. As a project, the former not only looked opportunistic, it lacked romance. But for me the challenge of slipping back into another period (one I half-remembered) was exciting; and the idea that I could inhabit Fleming’s way of writing and try to create ‘the one more novel he would have written’ had he lived – that seemed to me worthwhile, and challenging in a technical way. It could be a wreath laid on his grave to say thanks for all the harmless fun that Ian Fleming had given me and millions of other schoolboys, of all ages.
  


  
    The last novel, The Man with the Golden Gun, was published in 1965 and the last stories, Octopussy, in 1966. This suggested 1967 as the likely year for my ‘added’ Fleming book. The Summer of Love. I couldn’t see Bond liking that very much, but that in itself could give me some comic mileage. His flat, after all, was just off the King’s Road, so he would inevitably bump into some drug-smoking hippies and hear some loud rock music (the Beatles, we already knew, could in Bond’s view only be endured through earmuffs).
  


  
    Having chosen a year, I tried to isolate the essential building blocks of the Bond novel: setting, villain, villain’s field of expertise, girl, home set-up, regular characters, gadgets. The setting was easy. While you might think that Ian Fleming had left no atmospheric corner of the world unvisited, there was a large area he had disdained: the Middle East. In his companion, James Bond: The Man and His World, Henry Chancellor wrote:
  


  
    James Bond never disappears into the souks of North Africa, or gets lost in the deserts of the Middle East... Fleming... had little enthusiasm for Tangier... ‘The paint is peeling off the town and the streets are running with spit and pee and worse and its inhabitants, the Arabs, are filthy people and hate all Europeans.’ He took a similar view of Beirut... There was something about Arab countries that Fleming never liked. In Thrilling Cities he dismissed the whole region, right through to India, as ‘the thieving areas of the world’.
  


  
    Fleming’s loss was my open goal.
  


  
    Beirut was a great playboy city in the 1960s, but the Lebanon seemed to lack resonance for today’s reader. While I wanted a period piece, I also wanted settings that still had a fearful or unsettling ring. Iran had the advantages of being one of the then President Bush’s ‘axis of evil’ countries, of bordering the Soviet Union/Russia and of having been in a liberal period under the Shah in 1967, so Bond would get to meet girls not dressed in hijab. Iran and Russia... It sounded good to me. While Bond had given his life to war against the Soviet Union, I wasn’t sure that he had ever been inside its borders, and that could give a creepy scene, behind enemy lines.
  


  
    The Bond novels seemed to me to divide into spy books, in which SMERSH or some other Cold War agency was the enemy, and adventure stories (Live and Let Die, Diamonds are Forever) where Bond is more like an international policeman. In the second category, the spy’s involvement in gang-busting is explained with a quick line from M that ‘the PM is worried’ about the price of diamonds, gold or whatever. The adventures had a much better pace, but the spy novels did have an extra dimension of menace. So the obvious thing to do was grab at both.
  


  
    A good villain needed a creepy speciality (creepier by far than Dr No’s bird-guano racket), and it seemed odd to me that although drugs were mentioned in passing in a story in For Your Eyes Only and at the start of Thunderball, they had never been the villain’s main occupation. Opium is the king of drugs and could tie neatly into the Iranian setting since eastern Iran bordered on the poppy fields of Helmand. In 1967, the use of recreational drugs was becoming an important issue for the first time in the West, and, like Iran and Russia, drugs seemed to be a hot period item that still resonated in 2008.
  


  
    I had long been interested in the 1953 CIA coup in Iran (then Persia) that had removed the prime minister Mohammad Mossadegh, who had nationalised the oil wells and cleared out British and American interests, and replaced him with the restored shah. The CIA officer in charge, Kermit Roosevelt, had helpfully written an account of the coup. Then there was the question of American involvement in the Far East, particularly French Indochina, that I had first come across in The Quiet American by Graham Greene. The point of these peripheral things would be to add some – but not too much – political background. The last thing I wanted to do was to slow down the pace of the story, but it seemed a good idea to borrow a little extra menace, a few frissons, from reality.
  


  
    Such morally grey historical events could also help me create a villain who was not too much out of pantomime. I had been struck by an article I had once read about the businessman Rupert Murdoch, which attributed much of his anti-British zeal to the fact that some unwise student had teased him at Oxford and thus precipitated a lifelong hatred of what Murdoch thought of as ‘the British Establishment’, or some equally lazy construct. I thought it would make the villain more interesting if much of what he said was not paranoid or megalomaniac but had a real – or fairly real – political basis. Even its admirers concede that the story of empire is not all mission schools and railways, and a hatred of Britain inspired a part of my villain Dr Gorner’s character; I gave him the book of empire nasties and let him invent a couple more.
  


  
    On the other hand, I didn’t want to lose the expected broad-brush grotesquerie of Ian Fleming’s villains. Political ambiguity was fine, maybe, but only up to a point. I liked those villains who had some kind of physical quirk, such as the one in Live and Let Die who was effectively a zombie – undead, and harder still to bump off with a lady’s gun. My father once told me he had been at university with a man who had a monkey’s paw in place of his right hand and I wondered if this might work. And if a villain, why not a sidekick? Oddjob in Goldfinger was a hugely successful character, with his passion for karate and eating cats. Oddjob was in. Or rather, Chagrin, a Vietnamese with an ex-Communist speciality of torturing French Catholic nuns and Vietnamese children, was in. I forget where I found his pencil-in-the-ear torture. Perhaps I made it up.
  


  
    Other characters who were indispensable were M, Miss Moneypenny and May, the Scottish ‘treasure’ who keeps house for Bond in Chelsea. Felix Leiter also seemed to work well and I had had a weakness for him since I was first introduced to Bond at the age of eleven by my school friend Fali Vakeel. Fali was always Bond in our make-believe, but I was allowed to ‘be’ the shark-maimed CIA man Leiter. I also liked the character of Karim Bey in From Russia With Love. He is the worldly head of station in Istanbul, and my character Darius Alizadeh in Tehran plays a similar role – and meets a similar end. At a party in Winchester in July 2009 I was reprimanded by an MI6 officer for having a foreign national in this role, but I think he had not understood that the ‘Service’ Bond works for is not the same thing as MI6. We know this because M and Co. refer to MI6, or SIS, as a different organisation. If Fleming’s Service had a foreign national as head of station, that was good enough for me.
  


  
    Then the girl. I was a bit worried about her, because to create a full-on bikini bird might grate in 2008; on the other hand it would be pointless to produce some politically correct schnauzer. Although Scarlett is a swinging sixties girl in an open-top car and a short dress, she is much better educated than Bond, trilingual, musically gifted and working for a Paris investment bank. Ian Fleming’s women turned out to be more interesting than I had expected. Each has a mind of her own (even if, as in the case of Honeychile in Dr No, the height of her ambition is to become a hooker in Miami). Most of them are in some way damaged by fathers, lovers (Tiffany Case in Diamonds are Forever) or by the repressive state itself in the case of Tatiana Romanova – and how lazy a surname was that for a Moscow cipher clerk, causing Fleming to have to throw in a justificatory paragraph of how she is distantly, and improbably, related to the tsars. In Moonraker, it turns out that the girl is not only a serious career civil servant, but is engaged to another man and won’t even sleep with Bond (though luckily her clothes get blown off when a bomb is dropped down a cliff). The chastity route, however, was not one that Fleming cared to travel again. And if one girl, why not two? If Scarlett, why not Poppy? When it came to Bond and Scarlett having sex, I thought I might write it in a more realistic, less stylised way than Fleming. This was a disaster. It was – embarrassingly – as though there were three of us in the room. I tore it up and vowed to stick closely to Fleming’s style of describing Bond on the job – rough, abrupt and, in its way, quite innocent. It clearly wasn’t my place to be teaching Bond new tricks in this department.
  


  
    I noted that many of Fleming’s books seemed to gain by the use of a prologue – starting somewhere unexpected with louche characters whose involvement only later becomes clear. Since I had decided that Bond’s French opposite number René Mathis was also well worth a scene or two, it seemed to me that a Paris slum was the obvious place for a prelude, where we see the end of the drug trail and the violence and misery it causes. The last set-piece element I really wanted to copy was a game. There are cards in Casino Royale and Moonraker and the round of golf in Goldfinger. But what game had Ian Fleming not used? Football? Cricket? Rugby? The only other sport that seemed to work – requiring few people and the chance of cheating – was tennis. It could easily take place in Paris, in a swanky suburb before a huge lunch on the Seine. Tennis might not be everyone’s idea of a glamorous game, but it was certainly less naff than golf.
  


  
    This left the style. If I was going to do a real homage to Ian Fleming, I would have to write like him. I like doing parodies of other writers, and had published a loo-side book of them called Pistache (including, as it happened, a pastiche of Fleming). The trick with parody is to find the characteristic elements of a writer and exaggerate them, so your version is roughly 120 per cent of the writer’s own style. With the Bond book, though, I thought it would be crucial to pull up well short of this line (after all, the films had dipped into self-parody and Austin Powers and others had gone further). So my idea was to create a style that was about 80 per cent Fleming: reminiscent, but not a duplicate – and certainly not an exaggeration. Understanding the style itself was not too hard. Fleming had learned to write as a newspaperman, for Reuters in Moscow, and it showed. Short sentences predominated. Active verbs were preferred to passive, and Anglo–Saxon roots to Romance; adjectives were few and adverbs fewer. Semicolons were a rarity. The only time Fleming’s prose became engorged was, oddly enough, when he wrote of machinery – Bond’s Bentley, the motor yacht in Thunderball or the steam locomotive in Diamonds are Forever. Style is one thing, tone (the author’s implied attitude to the words) is another; and this was where Fleming had been at his shrewdest. I would describe his tone as elitist but inclusive. His descriptions of international air travel, casinos, beautiful women, guns and hair-raising drinks said to the reader: this is Bond’s world, known also to me – now come on in and feel a part of it; you, too, are by nature one of our exclusive threesome.
  


  
    And talking of locomotives and motor yachts reminded me of one other thing I had to do: find an exciting vehicle. I noticed from the books that Bond wasn’t much interested in gadgets, which were largely the addition of the films. This was a relief; but there was no getting away from the need for some impressive mobility. It was while looking online for an Iranian summer retreat on the Caspian Sea that I came across a URL devoted to the ‘Caspian Sea Monster’. This turned out to be the Ekranoplan – a daring Russian amphibious vehicle of the Cold War which even the website described as ‘Bond-like’, while lamenting that no more than six had been built and no one had ever heard of it. For all the days of bad luck and toil as a writer, pushing heavy boulders uphill, you sometimes get an unexpected break.
  


  
    James Bond himself posed me some problems. He had been left as a shell of a man by Ian Fleming – brainwashed, exhausted and not fit for much. So to start with I had to rehabilitate him. This turned out to be helpful, as it allowed me to feel my way into the character slowly. I had noted all Bond’s consumer choices while reading the books: the Morland cigarettes with the three gold rings, the short-sleeved shirts of Sea Island cotton and so on. The gun changed in due course from the lady’s Beretta to a sturdier Walther PPK. Fleming had written a magazine article entitled ‘How To Write a Thriller’ in which he explained why he had begun specifying brand names. They did not start out as showy connoisseurship or brand snobbery, but as a way of bringing our man back to earth after some barely credible exploits. So if Bond had swum a crocodile swamp and defeated five machine-gun-wielding goons with his bare hands, what better aftermath than a piece of toast with Cooper’s Oxford marmalade? Soon, however, Fleming began to have more fun with the selection of brands, becoming more outré, specifying what vintage of champagne Bond preferred and at what temperature it should be drunk. His editor at the publishers Jonathan Cape, a fastidious man called William Plomer, tweaked some of the details and suggested others, with the result that in the later books Bond has arguably developed from connoisseur to fusspot. Cyril Connolly thought he had gone yet further and that there was something not altogether heterosexual in Bond’s pickiness. In a parody called ‘Bond Strikes Camp’, Connolly had M require 007 to go to a transvestite bar in Chelsea, dressed as a woman, and accost a suspicious stranger who turned out to be none other than M himself in drag.
  


  
    I followed all the brand details faithfully because they are important to the man, and to readers’ expectations. Some people queried the number of eggs my Bond consumed, but I can only say that Fleming’s ate more, since Fleming himself believed that breakfast was secretly everyone’s favourite meal. Bond’s drinking habits did give me a slight case of heartburn, however. Before the crucial game of cards against Hugo Drax in Moonraker he consumes a large vodka martini, a carafe of Wolfschmidt vodka from Riga, a bottle of Dom Perignon 1946 champagne and half a packet of Benzedrine. Later, he absorbs a large brandy and another bottle of champagne. Like Mr Pooter, Bond is reluctant to blame his hangover on volume consumed, and is suspicious only that Benzedrine and champagne don’t mix. I was keen to have René Mathis lure Bond into drinking at least some wine – if only for his health’s sake. Mathis selects Château Batailley, a structured Pauillac, not too girly, and Bond is impressed enough to order some of his own volition in his final bedroom feast with Scarlett in the George V in Paris. Drinks of all kinds were happily available in the Shah’s West-loving Tehran.
  


  
    Much has been written about Bond’s brand snobbery. The key point is that being able to distinguish small details, and caring about them, could be a lifesaver for a spy. Thus Bond’s fussiness is to me a credible by-product of his professional powers of observation. There is also an argument, made by Ben Macintyre in For Your Eyes Only: Ian Heming and James Bond, that ‘Much spycraft is boring, dangerous and uncomfortable, and spies tend to be self-interested people, fascinated by material things. Perhaps because of this, human comforts and luxuries assume a disproportionate importance when an agent is off duty.’ Ben Macintyre’s chapter ‘Shaken, Stirred and Custom-made: Bond’s Life of Luxury’ is definitive on these matters. Read this, along with Henry Chancellor’s chapters ‘A Man in his Time’ and ‘The Right Way to Eat’, and you will know more about Bond’s brands and consumer choices than I did even when in the heat of writing Devil May Care
  


  
    James Bond’s consumer snobbery was attractive to readers in post-war Britain because it reminded them that there was a life beyond rationing and blancmange. Some of them can hardly have known what all these exotic things were; sometimes even Ian Fleming didn’t seem too sure, as when he gives Bond an avocado pear for dessert, while the ‘half-measure of Kina Lillet’ specified in his dry martini recipe would apparently have given a disgusting taste of quinine to the drink.
  


  
    In Dr No’s headquarters, Bond notes that ‘the soap was Guerlain’s Sapoceti, Fleurs des Alpes’ and this suggests some cruel precision in the villain’s attention to detail in the bathroom of his prisoner, even if few readers, including this one, knew what he was on about. The Fleming legacy in this matter has been unhelpful. Lesser writers – airport novelists – failed to spot that the details usually served a purpose and just threw in all the brand names they could think of; the effect was not much more than ‘Look at my heroine. Isn’t she rich?’ Even in such an enjoyable novel as The Bonfire of the Vanities, it’s hard to think that Tom Wolfe, such an acute social critic, gained much from pointing out that Louis Vuitton luggage is vulgar. The brand-name thing was brought to a logical and bloody conclusion – you would have thought – by Brett Easton Ellis in American Psycho, where the main character, serial killer Patrick Bateman, insanely lists the maker of every piece of clothing worn. Sadly, however, the airporters kept going with their names. Perhaps they hadn’t read American Psycho.
  


  
    What is ultimately important about the character of James Bond is that he is – almost unbelievably – believable. Kingsley Amis, who wrote an official James Bond book called Colonel Sun in 1968, under the pen name Robert Markham, put it like this: ‘Mr Fleming has brought off the unlikely feat of enclosing this wildly romantic, almost narcissistic and (one would have thought) hopelessly out-of-date persona inside the shellac of a secret agent, and so making it plausible, mentally actable and, to all appearance, contemporary.’ This is not one of Kingsley Amis’s clearest sentences, but I think it does suggest his sense of amazement that, having had a go at it himself, he found such an ‘unlikely’ character was ultimately ‘plausible’.
  


  
    My Bond was necessarily slow off the mark, as I built him up to fighting fitness, but I suspect there is also a sense in the early scenes of my trying to probe his mind, his mood, his melancholy – and coming up against a brick wall. I think there is melancholy in Bond – and Fleming said as much when he talked about the colours he wears – but it resists the novelist’s searchlight. I wasn’t too worried about this to begin with, though later, when the story speeded up it became more problematic. In the novels I usually write there is not much in the way of incident or dramatic disclosure; when there is, I normally slow down the narrative so that the reader can take time to assimilate the development. If it were a film, you would linger on a shot or go into a slow dissolve; in a book you must have words, and this is therefore a good moment for the character to take stock, to analyse his motives or to look back at his life. Then, when you return to your story, the reader has had time to absorb the impact of the earlier incident.
  


  
    There were many moments in the action of Devil May Care when I wanted this slowing-down and deepening-out process, but I was never able to write satisfactory descriptions of Bond’s mental processes. He tended to emerge from them as fussy, or mathematical, or just slow-witted. I could get him to clarify the significance of a previous piece of action, but that was about all the introspection he would permit me. So I threw these sections out. I achieved some variation of pace by bringing in another character, usually Scarlett, and at least taking the focus off Bond for a moment. But the truth is that he really came alive for me when he was in action: drinking, fighting, running, flying. In the less active scenes in Paris, Moscow and Tehran I relied on his continuously critical awareness – whether of other characters such as Taylor, the shady CIA man, or of food, drink, cars, girls – to give us a sense of the man, and this too seemed to work better.
  


  
    This may sound as though I thought Bond was a hollow or not fully realised character, but this was not in fact the case. The more I came to know him, in the course of attributing thoughts, judgements and actions to him, the more I came to think that Ian Fleming had actually – and however ‘unlikely’, in Kingsley Amis’s word, it seemed – created a real person. James Bond is a man whose character is defined by his relationship to external reality in all its guises, from the life-threatening to the comic. This is a recognisable psychological type in real life, even if, for obvious reasons, not much favoured in mainstream literary fiction. If you cared to be pretentious, you could track through Devil May Care a subtext in which I am courting the character of Bond, trying to bend him a little more to my will, and in that process – which consisted mostly of rebuffs – finally decoding, with any luck, a little of his DNA.
  


  
    ‘A PRINCE AMONG PEASANTS’
  


  
    CHANU AHMED
  


  
    Monica Ali’s Brick Lane was warmly received on its publication in 2003. Readers admired the author’s breadth of understanding and her apparent ease in the form, which were remarkable in a first novel. Many expressed a sense of gratitude that a writer had sent a despatch from a field that was felt to be under-reported: the immigrant experience. Enthusiasts used the word ‘news’ when talking about the book because they felt it brought them a report of what people were thinking – though, as we will see, this later led to difficulties in the bear pit of cultural correctness.
  


  
    What Brick Lane really had going for it was flair, humour and a great character called Chanu Ahmed. Chanu is a forty-year-old immigrant from Bangladesh who has been living in East London for more than sixteen years when we find him – just married to a young woman called Nazneen, who has been flown in from a semi-literate rural family to be his bride in an arranged marriage. Nazneen occupies the central position of the novel and most of the action is seen through her eyes; but by far the most interesting character is Chanu.
  


  
    He is an intellectual snob, proud of his degree from Dhaka University and of the certificates he has collected from various British colleges of no great distinction. He can quote Chaucer and Dickens; he has read David Hume and other Scottish philosophers as well as having some knowledge of the great poet of his homeland, Rabindranath Tagore. Chanu sees himself as an intellectual, a pearl among the swine at the local council office where he works. He is contemptuous of the Sylhetis, his fellow immigrants from Bangladesh, because they are peasant farmers without a university degree among them. When he sends off an autobiographical story to the Bexleyheath Advertiser he calls it ‘A Prince Among Peasants’. His rival for promotion is a man called Wilkie, who goes to the pub at lunchtime and returns half an hour late to his desk. Chanu, an intermittent Muslim, despises Wilkie less for his Brit booziness than for the fact that he has only one, or maybe two, O levels.
  


  
    Chanu is a Mr Punch figure; like Mr Pooter, he probably has his ultimate origin in the commedia dell’arte – the sixteenth-century itinerant Italian drama that so influenced French and English playwrights. In the commedia, the Pulcinella character developed into the bully who beats his wife and is beaten, in return, by life and circumstance. If you subtract the actual violence, you can see in Mr Punch, his English descendant, the outline not only of Pooter and Chanu, but most of the heroes of British television comedy: Tony Hancock, Captain Mainwaring, Alan Partridge, David Brent and so on. It is significant that one of the first things Nazneen thinks is that Chanu had not beaten her... yet.
  


  
    While a towering Enlightenment figure in his own mind, Chanu is poor, lives in a dingy council flat, is overweight and requires Nazneen to apply the razor blade to his troublesome corns. When the local council, predictably, overlooks his claim to promotion in favour of the uneducated Wilkie, Chanu becomes a minicab driver. There is comedy in the way that he can’t understand why the world refuses to take him at his own high estimation of himself; he can’t see that while his attachment to reading and education may be admirable it has not stopped him from appearing to others a ridiculous man. ‘These people here didn’t know the difference between me, who stepped off an aeroplane with a degree certificate, and the peasants who jumped off the boat possessing only the lice on their heads.’
  


  
    This raises, in its playful way, some serious questions about society and how the individual fits in. Chanu has the wit to understand why the white working class in the East End are frightened of their Muslim neighbours: it’s because they fear the immigrants may rise above them in the pecking order, as previous newcomers to the East End – Huguenots from France, Jews from Eastern Europe and others – have done; they like to feel there is a safety net, a more despised group, below them. Touchingly, however, Chanu expects the ‘traditional’ British people in positions of authority – those higher up in the council offices, for instance – to make the nice discriminations that he makes between himself, a man of learning and substance, and the Sylhetis, peasants only good for driving rickshaws. In fact, the council officers and others make no such distinctions; to them, Chanu is just another ‘Paki’, an immigrant like all the others. Wilkie will have the job, when he gets back from the pub; Wilkie won’t rock the boat or want to have days off at the ‘wrong’ time for Ramadan.
  


  
    The skill of Monica Ali’s characterisation of Chanu is that she makes him simultaneously ridiculous and poignant. Because he is the beneficiary of the arranged marriage, we expect to dislike him; but our expectations are not met. We laugh, but we feel indignant at the same time on his behalf. Chanu’s values, we feel, are good ones. Education is indeed the most important thing that humans have, and the only sure way for poor children to find better lives. But is book knowledge on its own enough? Billions of pounds of government budgets annually say Yes. Entire postgraduate departments of Cambridge and Harvard, where scholarship is pursued for its own sake and needs no practical application, are based on this belief. British politicians have decided that over half the young population must have university degrees, even though the number of jobs requiring education to tertiary level is barely 10 per cent. In Chanu we see one of those graduates with knowledge to burn, with a degree and no job worthy of it; a man with nowhere practical to place his passion for learning.
  


  
    What Locke and Hume and Thackeray have failed to give Chanu is self-awareness. He is idealistic in the way that he expects high-mindedness among the native British and tends always to think well of his fellow man (except the Sylhetis). Yet for all his reading he is ignorant of the ways of the world; he understands some of the motivation of the white working class, but he does not see the depth of cynicism in the country he has lived in, by the end of the book, for thirty years. He has little insight into the husband-figure he presents to Nazneen. He expects her simply to be the bride he has ordered and barely seems to imagine that she has an inner life. While he is kind enough to her in his way, it never occurs to him that a non-English-speaking woman from a Bengali village will respond to the challenge of life in the urban West in a way quite different from his own. Chanu assumes universal values that override culture and religion; monoglot Nazneen works closer to the ground, quick-witted, adaptable and increasingly practical in the struggle for survival. Her first child, a boy, dies in infancy and is buried swiftly in the Muslim way, reminding her of the many child deaths back home, ‘of cousins who came into the world and left again promptly, as if they had wandered into a room by mistake, apologized and turned back’. She ends up with two anglicised, stroppy, ‘assimilated’ daughters and a young, politically active lover. It is all too sad.
  


  
    Monica Ali herself has a Bangladeshi father and English mother, was born in Bangladesh and brought up in Bolton. When residents of Brick Lane protested at a feature film of the novel being shot there, Germaine Greer disputed Ali’s right to speak for Bangladeshi Britons, and criticised Chanu as an irresponsible creation who would become ‘a defining caricature’. Monica Ali, Greer wrote,
  


  
    
      is on the near side of British culture, not far from the middle. She writes in English and her point of view is, whether she allows herself to impersonate a village Bangladeshi woman or not, British. She has forgotten her Bengali, which she would not have done if she had wanted to remember it. When it comes to writing a novel, however, she becomes the pledge of our multi-ethnicity... [Ali has created] her own version of Bengali-ness. As a British writer, she is very aware of what will appear odd but plausible to a British audience... An author may say she loves and respects the characters she has created. But what hurts is precisely that: she has dared to create them.
    


    
      Ali did not concern herself with the possibility that her plot might seem outlandish to the people who created the particular culture of Brick Lane. As British people know little and care less about the Bangladeshi people in their midst, their first appearance as characters in an English novel had the force of a defining caricature... English readers were charmed by her Bengali characters, but some of the Sylhetis of Brick Lane did not recognise themselves... For people who don’t have much else, self-esteem is crucial... Bangladeshi Britons would be better off not reading – or, when it comes out, seeing the film of – Brick Lane.13
    

  


  
    This article prompted a reply from Sir Salman Rushdie. He called Professor Greer’s argument ‘philistine, sanctimonious and disgraceful’.14 ‘There is a kind of double racism in this argument’, wrote Sir Salman. ‘To suit Greer, the British–Bangladeshi Ali is denied her heritage and belittled for her Britishness, while her British–Bangladeshi critics are denied that same Britishness, which most of them would certainly insist was theirs by right.’
  


  
    What might Chanu have made of such a rumpus? Would he begin by questioning the ethnic and/or citizenship status of Greer and Rushdie, his native Australian and Indian critics? Or would he think such ad hominem/feminam questions undignified? Whatever you may think of the tone of the argument, the questions it raises are not unreasonable. Is Chanu a good Muslim? A proper Briton? A true Bengali? A corking snob? Or just a man?
  


  
    He is certainly full of human frailties. When he has been revolted by the antics of the extremist white youths he proudly makes his daughters dress in hijab, but when he is irritated by the ‘peasant’ separatism of some of his community he tells Nazneen to put the girls in skirts without trousers. His greed and sedentary life give him gastric troubles, though this leads to a much-needed weight loss, which he shows off proudly. ‘“Willpower,” he said. “And ulcer,” he conceded.’ He’s worried, however, that too much weight loss will make him look less like a factory owner than a rickshaw wallah.
  


  
    Monica Ali introduces another vein of snobbery in Nazneen’s attitude to her husband. ‘If Chanu was awake, he was thinking, and his thoughts were written on his face. He is like a child, thought Nazneen, who has learned to read but must mouth the words.’ She observes how he uses the television, never watching it but keeping it on like a fire in the corner of the room, occasionally stirring it up into different colours by changing channel. She notices that, like Emma, Chanu doesn’t stick at things and suspects that his latest degree will never be finished. One day Nazneen catches him sitting in a friend’s house with his knees apart, ankles crossed and his coat still on, ‘like a gardener who had come in to collect his wages’. So there is something of the snob in Nazneen, too, and a trace of Tess Durbeyfield and Elizabeth Bennet in being one of ‘nature’s ladies’. Her rapturous sex with Karim, her young lover, is proof that she has transcended the bounds of a rural, religious upbringing. The interesting question with Nazneen is the extent to which her upward social mobility relies on her adopting western morals and manners. She adapts, changes her behaviour and begins to flourish, or at least to manage, in London. Chanu, who takes a more absolutist view and clings to the standards he believes are universal, is rejected by his adopted country and chooses to go home, where he hopes that people will recognise his superior qualities. It is not their religious faith in either case that is the decisive factor, nor is it really a question of culture. Chanu speaks better English and is much better read in English literature than Nazneen, yet it is she who ultimately begins to feel more comfortable. In the end, the life-changing factor for these two people is not culture, religion or gender, but personal temperament. The novel’s epigraph, taken from Heraclitus, states: ‘A man’s character is his fate’; it does not say ‘A person’s nationality is culturally normative.’
  


  
    Chanu and Karim, the men in Nazneen’s life, are of different generations, and some of the tension and comedy springs from this. But while each to a minor extent represents the changing attitudes of immigrants – from first-generation deference to second-generation antagonism – neither is typical. Karim is an Islamist activist, which puts him in a minority among young men of his age, while Chanu is too much defined by his idiosyncrasies, too contradictory, too vain and too universal to do the menial novelistic turn of being a cultural symbol.
  


  
    ‘There was in the world a great shortage of respect and Chanu was among the famished’, writes Ali, as she starts to extend the remit of her character. He has read Warren Hastings on the glories of Bengal and imagines himself to be in a coalition of the enlightened; Nazneen hasn’t heard of Warren Hastings but does point out that Bengal’s two great national heroes were Sylhetis. There is something heroic in Chanu’s largeness of spirit: he will not be dragged down by such detail into revising his opinion of the lice-ridden Sylhetis; nor is he a slave to his religion, pointing out to his wife the pair of them are Muslims only because of the Moguls, and that Bengal was Buddhist and Hindu, twice, before it was Muslim. He would like to draw on the wisdom of other religions – Buddhist thought, Christian parables, Hindu philosophy.
  


  
    It is also crucial to our understanding of Chanu that Nazneen never knows whether he has found out about her affair with Karim. Monica Ali skilfully lets Nazneen and the reader suspect that he has – and that he has generously decided to remain silent. So Chanu is kind and subtle – large-hearted as well as foolish; and such a man is more than a cipher or symbol for a cultural news update.
  


  
    It’s true that Chanu resembles other immigrant characters in fiction, notably Samad in Zadie Smith’s equally admired White Teeth, published in 2000, who also has a higher view of his intellectual status than others do, and V. S. Naipaul’s Mr Biswas, in A House for Mr Biswas, published in 1962, from whom Chanu may have inherited his half-comic dignity. In the end, though, Chanu’s multiple contradictions and inexhaustible self-delusion give him an almost Dickensian grandeur; he reminds you less of a ‘defining caricature’ than of your own uncle – and sometimes even of yourself. Monica Ali takes us into the lives of people we may think we’ve never met before; but then, by the patient accumulation of detail, she begins to uncover subtler mechanisms, to show the inner reality of her characters so that the more particular the details, the more resonant the people seem to become. At some point, the circle is squared; the weight of individuality produces – paradoxically – a man who speaks to all of us, a universal character. This is what good novelists, uniquely, can do. ‘News’ is probably best left to journalists.
  


  
    ‘BUFFETING THE MOON’
  


  
    ROBERT LOVELACE
  


  
    Clarissa is the longest novel in English and Robert Lovelace is its dominant character. Over the space of a million words, twice the number in War and Peace, his high spirits, erotic ambition, wit, stratagems and manic determination overshadow all else – including the eponymous heroine. The book is a battle of wills that ends with the death of both combatants. Lovelace is a criminal villain in deed because he rapes a woman; he is a villain in the conception of his Puritan author because his lustful urges embody the low nature of the fallen human being. But in his own eyes, he is a villain only for his ‘contrivances’ – the word he gives to his deceits and trickery. He is inclined to excuse himself even these, however, because they are no more than a slightly unpalatable means to an end – the seduction of Clarissa – in which he sees no shame. He is a villain in the literary sense, in that he has all the traits that novelists who followed Richardson would incorporate into such characters: he alone is in charge of the plot and its momentum; he is dynamic, charming and superficially attractive; and his sense of his own superiority finds an expression in his delight in language, which he uses more effectively than the other characters. Most villains are good with words, as Humbert Humbert noted in Lolita: ‘You can always count on a murderer for a fancy prose style.’
  


  
    Yet there is a paradox at the heart of Lovelace: is he really a villain to the reader? It is a matter of historical fact that many of Richardson’s readers responded sympathetically to Lovelace, arguing that he was not that bad, that he was clearly capable of reform and that if Clarissa had had a greater degree of self-knowledge she could have avoided the violence that befalls her. Richardson was appalled by this response, and extensively revised the book between editions to underline Lovelace’s villainy, trying to remove any instances of behaviour where he might establish a sympathetic foothold in the reader’s imagination. Some of the additions strike an odd note, as for instance a plot to trick Anna Howe (Clarissa’s friend and correspondent), her mother and maid on to a boat and have his way with them – a plot that lacks any of Lovelace’s tense poetry and seems shoved in merely to blacken his name.
  


  
    What we have as a result is a very conflicted character, a man who appears at times so nervously driven as to be unstable, perhaps almost unwell. For all his intellect and his charm, there is a void in Lovelace. He is good at using other people, but seldom understands them. There is a trace of the sociopath. This seems to be partly because of internal stresses as imagined by the author, but may also derive from a tension between what Richardson moralistically required of Lovelace and the effects that the character’s autonomous energy, once unleashed, begins to generate in the open-minded reader. The genie is out of the bottle, and one sometimes has the sense of an author running a step or two behind his creation, trying to limit the damage of his exuberance.
  


  
    Richardson builds up the expectation for Lovelace’s delayed entrance into the novel by having Clarissa quote the opinions of others in her letters to Anna Howe. If Richardson had been trying to write a romance, he could hardly have made his hero sound more raffishly attractive. He is spendthrift, but generous; he is capable of financial self-control and jealous of his independence from family financial ties. He is sexually dangerous – to the extent that his tenants lock up their prettier daughters when he visits – but has no single mistress, preferring ‘newelty’ or constant challenge. He has a group of close male friends, some ‘as bad as himself’; he has a good head for drink and a great way with words. While he is an inveterate plotter, he is also good-humoured and loves ‘as well to take a jest as to give one’. He would be a challenge for a romantic heroine as formidable as Jane Eyre or Elizabeth Bennet, but, alas, Clarissa Harlowe is only eighteen years old. She lacks the sparkle, wit or maturity to be a match for Lovelace; such gifts for flirtation and friendship as she timidly displays in the early part of the book are withdrawn as she becomes reduced to a single position – that of resilience under siege. While this process seems psychologically sound – it is probably how a girl of her age and background would react – it robs the novel of a dynamic complexity and throws the spotlight more and more on to Lovelace to provide the narrative energy.
  


  
    Spotlights are what he likes, and he has a theatrical heritage in Jacobean and Restoration drama (plays which Richardson as a Puritan may not have seen – though there is evidence he had been to see tragedies – but as a professional printer would have read). Lovelace’s first appearance at the Harlowe household involves him wounding Clarissa’s brother James in the arm with a sword after James has attacked him. The Harlowe family, embodiments of a new and powerful middle class made rich by ‘trade’, close ranks against Lovelace, the decadent aristocrat, and steer their prized Clarissa towards a repulsive but respectable local landowner called Roger Solmes. Lovelace is delighted by the Harlowes’ response, as he knows that such parental clumsiness can only inflame Clarissa’s interest in him.
  


  
    When we first meet Lovelace in his own words (not until Letter 31), we see how conniving, nervous and brilliant he is. ‘All my fear arises from the little hold I have in the heart of this charming frost-piece’, he tells his fellow rake, Belford. Clarissa represents the greatest challenge womanhood has yet held out to him; he will take her and have her as his revenge upon the only woman he loved, who was unfaithful to him. ‘To carry off such a girl [as Clarissa] in spite of her watchful and implacable friends; and in spite of a prudence and reserve that I never met with in any of the sex; – what a triumph! – What a triumph over the whole sex!’
  


  
    As Clarissa fights off her family and their plans for her, Lovelace offers her hope, escape and vague offers of marriage. He writes to her from the ‘Ivy Cavern in the Coppice’, at the end of the Harlowes’ garden, where he spends the night outside. He signs himself ‘Your ever-adoring, yet almost desponding Lovelace’, and you would think that any eighteen-year-old’s head would be a little turned. And indeed, his little ‘frost-piece’ does melt a fraction. She agrees to meet him in the garden and is tricked away with him in a coach to St Albans, where the gravity of what she has done sinks in. She writes to Anna: ‘You will soon hear... that your Clarissa Harlowe is gone off with a man!’
  


  
    Now we hear much more from Lovelace, as he gloats over his prize. ‘She is in the next apartment! – Securely mine! – Mine for ever!’ He can’t quite believe his good luck, particularly in the way the Harlowes have unwittingly fallen in with his plot: ‘The whole stupid family were in a combination to do my business for me.’ With Clarissa, he now becomes a model of earnest delicacy, undertaking to ‘reform’ himself by a study of religion, to make himself worthy of her. In his letters to Belford, however, he is triumphalist: ‘In short, my whole soul is joy. When I go to bed I laugh myself asleep; and I awake either laughing or singing... For why? – I am not yet reformed enough!’
  


  
    The awful thing is that this is really quite funny. Clarissa is a nice enough girl, but can hardly remain a virgin for ever. What would be so dreadful in becoming another of Robert Lovelace’s ‘conquests’? Clarissa’s problem is that she has been manoeuvred into an impossible position. She can face neither the prospect of returning home and being compelled to marry the absurd Roger Solmes nor that of becoming Lovelace’s travelling mistress. Lovelace’s famous plotting is not quite as good as it seems. Clarissa might very well ‘give’ herself to him if it were not under such duress; he needs to contrive a choice for her in which sleeping with him would not be the lesser of two evils, but something the natural woman in her could choose freely.
  


  
    By now Clarissa is confused. ‘What concerns me is that every time I see this man, I am still at a greater loss than before what to make of him... He looks with more meaning, I verily think, than he used to look; yet not more serious; not less gay – I don’t know how he looks’. Words fail her – but not him. Lovelace has ‘never had a more illustrious subject to exercise my pen upon’: he is a writer if not by profession at least by occupation; and he does it well. ‘How it swells my pride, to have been able to outwit such a vigilant charmer! I am taller by half a yard in my imagination than I was. I look down upon every body now. Last night I was still more extravagant. I took off my hat, as I walked, to see if the place were not scorched, supposing it had brushed down a star; and before I put it on again, in mere wantonness and heart’s ease, I was for buffeting the moon.’
  


  
    With no indelicacy, Richardson takes the reader close to the workings of desire. ‘Many a one have I taught to dress, and helped to undress’, Lovelace reflects. He talks about Clarissa’s clothes a great deal, as a true womaniser would; men less devoted to the chase tend not to notice such things as shoes and dresses. By having Lovelace talk about Clarissa’s clothes, Richardson can, without indelicacy, invite the reader to think of her body. Not that Lovelace is shy to talk about her skin, too, and the veins he sees beneath. ‘Oh Belford! What still more inimitable beauties did it [a handkerchief over the cleavage] not conceal!’ He apparently sees her heart beating beneath her dress...
  


  
    Lovelace is convinced, almost quoting Alexander Pope’s Epistle to a Lady, that every woman ‘is a rake in her heart’, and that ‘what they think, I act’. In other words, the demure female exterior is a sham, put up for social reasons; women are as lustful as men. His reason for thinking so is that while rakes prefer a woman with the appearance of modesty, such women ‘generally prefer an impudent man’. And, he argues, ‘Whence can this be, but from a likeness in nature?’ Later, in Letter 228, he writes, ‘Show me a woman and I’ll show thee a plotter.’ He thus projects his own two dominant qualities, rakishness and plotting, on to the female sex as a whole; he really identifies with women, and this is one thing that makes him so convincing as a womaniser. Yet he can also be a professional seducer, detached and opportunistic. He recounts how he tries a risqué joke in female company or even shows a lewd picture and gauges from the reaction of the women present how deep their sensual knowledge is and thus how easy a prey they may turn out to be. He loves their clothes, their hair, their manners in a devoted way. It reminded me of Mickey Sabbath, the main character of Philip Roth’s extraordinary novel Sabbath’s Theater. Sabbath does not have a job because he cannot spare the time from chasing skirt; it is far too serious and time-consuming a business to leave room for something as petty as work. What Sabbath and Lovelace have in common is the ability to identify with women, really to adore their femaleness, and yet, when necessary, to stand apart and view them as the polar attraction.
  


  
    What an extraordinary man Robert Lovelace is. Excess appears to be his norm. He thinks little of spending the night in a bleak coppice adjoining the Harlowes’ grounds, where, with his wig and linen frozen, kneeling on the ‘hoar moss’ on one knee, he writes a letter to Clarissa with frozen fingers, resting the paper on the other knee. His feet lose their circulation so badly that for some minutes they won’t bear his weight when he tries to stand again. But ‘love and rage’ eventually get his circulation moving. The neurotic, obsessive detail of his descriptions of Clarissa’s clothes and skin, and the manic longing of his imagination for ‘what lies beneath’ combine to make him appear at times quite seriously unbalanced. Yet he never allows his undoubted good nature – which lies in a commingling of judgement, wit and generosity – to get the better of him. When he has managed to persuade Clarissa to flee with him by telling her she will be discovered in a compromising situation by her parents, having met him in the garden, he begins to laugh at the thought of his triumph: ‘Flying from friends she was resolved not to abandon to the man she was determined not to go off with?... I must here lay down my pen to hold my sides.’ There is something diabolic in this laughter because the hilarity has become detached from circumstance; it is what psychologists call ‘inappropriate’. Yet the reader cannot quite condemn a man with the ability to reflect à la Wilde: ‘I fancy, by her circumspection, and her continual grief, that she expects some mischief from me. I don’t care to disappoint anybody I have a value for.’
  


  
    He moves Clarissa to lodgings in London, though the house is, unknown to her, a genteel brothel. One night, a fire breaks out, and Lovelace flies to Clarissa’s room to ‘save’ her; he discovers her ‘with nothing on but an under-petticoat, her lovely bosom half-open, and her feet just slipped into her shoes’. There is something comic in this carry-on, as the seducer is defeated by the chill of his ‘frost-piece’ while simultaneously surprising her in increasing stages of undress: ‘This assemblage of beauties offered itself to my ravished sight’, he writes, where the word ‘ravished’ pleads for sympathy, yet seems sinister in context. He ‘spares’ her, though he believes he had a ‘right’ not to. Then he is ashamed to go downstairs without having made love to her for fear of the mockery that his failure will excite in the madam of the house, two of whose whores are previous ‘conquests’. The ebb and flow of feeling, from dark to absurd and back again, is precisely caught by Richardson in this scene, which evokes some sympathy for Lovelace and looks hard at the complicated machinery of desire.
  


  
    As if this tension were not enough, there is sometimes a sense in which Lovelace’s breadth of reference and facility with words make him seem enslaved not just by sex but by rhetoric. He compares himself to Hannibal and Clarissa to a doe or bird, likely to be caught in a snare; he is a word-driven man, and we are free to wonder whether someone who had fewer of Rochester’s poems by heart would be able to keep himself at such a pitch of passion. He uses flighty verbal constructions to avoid facing uncomfortable judgements. ‘’Tis a plotting villain of a heart; it ever was and ever will be, I doubt. Such a joy when any roguery is going forward! – I so little its master! – A head likewise so well turned to answer the triangular varlet’s impulses.’ By portraying his impulses as organs of the body (head/heart) and then personifying one into a ‘varlet’, he distances himself from them, as though they were somehow independent beings, not subject to the control of a unified personality. Lovelace’s life is lived by the lights of the much-quoted poetry of others, so much so that he sometimes seems estranged from his true self. The critic Ian Watt suggested that Clarissa is equally divided, unable to locate or trust her warmer feelings for Lovelace because of externally acquired restraint. But even were it otherwise, even if she had grown up in a less middle-class and Puritan family, with some of the laissez-aller of her social superiors or inferiors, would she specifically have warmed to Lovelace? It seems a large presumption, though there are many suggestions that she is, to use a Wildean phrase, ‘far from indifferent’ to him. When Lovelace is apparently taken ill in London with a ‘vomiting of blood in great quantities’, Clarissa finds herself concerned and tells Anna Howe that this new feeling for him ‘has taught me more than I knew of myself’. In this letter (212), she seems on the point of ‘falling in love’ with him. ‘I hope my reason will gather strength enough from his imperfections... to enable me to keep my passions under— What can we do more than govern ourselves by the temporary lights lent us?’ The break in the sentence after the word ‘under’ gives a graphic idea of how close she is to ‘succumbing’, and this letter as much as any in this huge book gives a sense of the DNA of the eighteen-year-old girl and makes her seem interestingly more than the ‘frost-piece’ of Lovelace’s jibe or the flirt-in-denial of Anna Howe’s projection. (Clarissa’s surname, with its uncomfortable suggestion of ‘harlot’, meanwhile, seems chosen to complicate matters – to suggest subliminally that there could be a price for which she would comply – the name of that price being, in my view, independence: in other words, the option of sleeping with Lovelace of her own free will, without the thought that it is a choice between the Scylla of sex with him and the Charybdis of life with Roger Solmes.)
  


  
    The reason we keep reading this immensely long story of a deadlock is that we sense there is room for manoeuvre. Dr Johnson remarked that ‘there is always something [Clarissa] prefers to the truth’, but we feel she could yet recognise it. Clarissa may well be almost ‘in love with’ Lovelace at the beginning, but is not aware of her own emotions because her self-knowledge is clouded by her fear of sex. By the time she can admit such feelings, Lovelace’s behaviour has disqualified him from being loved. There may also be a moment at which Lovelace’s feeling for Clarissa stops being a mixture of lust, challenge and contempt, and purifies itself into something close to love; but by then Clarissa can no longer reciprocate. It is this sense of emotional harmony destroyed by time that gives the novel a tragic dimension.
  


  
    When the pulse of Lovelace’s rhetoric gives him peace to confront his own moral position reasonably, he exonerates himself of bad faith or evil intent. His ‘contrivances’, he admits, are deceitful, but his aim is a single seduction – and think of all the girls he has not seduced while working on Clarissa. Furthermore, she is an unmarried girl; so he is not cuckolding anyone. He suggests that far from being a bad man, he is merely an honest and self-aware one; most men, if they were truthful, would like to do what he is attempting – to sleep with Clarissa Harlowe.
  


  
    Such intervals of calm are rare, however, and become more so when Clarissa escapes from Mrs Sinclair’s. Lovelace is demented to think that ‘some villain, worse than myself, who adores her not as I adore her, may have seized her’ (Letter 228). He tracks her down to Hampstead and visits her (in a scene complete with stage directions that shows much of Richardson’s theatrical conception of the character), disguised as a gouty old man. Clarissa is tricked back to Mrs Sinclair’s bawdy house, where Lovelace reveals to Belford that he is considering the use of force. ‘But would I not have avoided it if I could? – Have I not tried every other method? And have I any other recourse left me?’ He convinces himself that once he has taken her virginity, she will be too ashamed to tell how it took place but will be content to marry him. Again, he is not quite the plotter he believes himself to be. In a formidable moment, Clarissa later tells him, ‘That man who has been the villain to me that you have been shall never make me his wife.’
  


  
    The detail of what takes place is, to put it mildly, slight. When I first read this book at the age of nineteen, I was only aware of a change in the attitudes of the characters some pages after the event. Had I missed something? Yes. It was Letter 257, which reads in its entirety: ‘And now, Belford, I can go no farther. The affair is over. Clarissa lives. And I am Your humble servant, R. Lovelace.’ I was probably not the first reader, dizzy with nearly 900 pages of intermittently feverish prose, to blink and miss an understated climax. I was annoyed with myself. It was like reaching the summit of Mount Everest in the dark and only finding out that one had passed over it when almost back at base camp.
  


  
    Yet reading the letter again this time, I thought its brevity effective. It may have been imposed by reasons of propriety and by Richardson’s religious scruples, yet how eloquent it is. All post-coital tristesse is in those few words. Lovelace’s passion, wit and erudition have been inflated by the great bellows of his rhetoric; and now the air has all gone out of him. One senses his disappointment, not perhaps so much with the sexual experience itself, but with the fact that he has wrongfully obtained something whose unobtainability had given shape and momentum to his life.
  


  
    ‘SOME LOATHSOME REPTILE’
  


  
    FAGIN
  


  
    The first thing you notice about Oliver Twist is the mock-heroic style, indebted to Fielding, and the slight lack of confidence – by Dickens’s standards – it suggests. It is an early book, Dickens’s second, and started to appear in serial form, in 1837, before The Pickwick Papers had finished its periodical publication. Some of what he learned from writing Oliver Twist may have made its way into the later parts of Pickwick so that, as one critic wittily remarked, there is the remarkable phenomenon of an author whose second book influenced his first.
  


  
    While hesitant in some ways and mechanical in others, the novel shares with the best of Dickens the odd sense of portraying something that was always there. The workhouse, the child at large on dusty roads, the gang of thieves, Bill Sikes swinging from a rope on a chimney pot... It is as though these people and scenes were part of a collective memory, needing only the brilliant beam of Dickens’s imagination to illuminate them. Of course, we sigh, Dodger, Nancy... How are you? The character who seems most archetypal, the figure who has outgrown and outlived the rattling machinery of the inheritance-based plot, is Fagin.
  


  
    This is odd, because Fagin is not an archetype at all; it is merely the conviction and ferocity of Dickens’s presentation that makes him seem so. He runs a gang of boy thieves who pick the pockets of rich gentlemen for watches and handkerchiefs; he is also the agent for a housebreaker, Sikes, and a prostitute, Nancy. He is part uncle to the boys, part pimp, part fence – and all Jew. This last aspect of him is the oddest. It is not shown in any religious devotion or dietary observance – indeed, the very first glimpse we catch of Fagin is of him frying sausages, which we presume are made of pork. He is a Jew only in that Dickens repeatedly and insistently calls him one. There is no evidence to suggest that pimping and thieving were particularly Jewish occupations in the mid-nineteenth century, though the historic denial of full voting rights and citizenship to Jewish people would certainly have meant they were over-represented in crime figures. But Dickens’s conception of Fagin as a Jew seems impulsive, almost random. Perhaps it sounded exotic or colourful; maybe it stood as a contrast to the older London of Bill Sikes. The odd thing is that it adds nothing to Fagin; his religious and cultural background is probably the only part of him that has no bearing on how he behaves.
  


  
    This is not all that surprising. Novelists who work at the pitch of imaginative frenzy that Dickens enjoyed for most of his creative life, publishing serially, don’t always plan out all the implications of every creative decision, even those primary, character-creating ones. Fagin seems Jewish just because he is; that’s the way the idea of him burned itself into Dickens’s mind: scraggy beard, long greasy unkempt hair, uncertain avuncularity, intermittent kindness, cunning, lack of sexuality and Jewishness – all seem to have come together, all of a piece. It’s possible that, consciously or otherwise, Dickens wanted to tap into people’s idea of Jews as money-lenders when they see Fagin’s avaricious love of what has been stolen for him by the boys. Usury, unlike thieving and pimping, was an area of activity in which Victorian Jews were indeed prominent; by sneering at Fagin as he fondles his stolen goods, the reader might discharge some anger at the high rate of interest he was paying to a real-life Jewish money-lender. My sense of it, however, is that Dickens was not interested in Fagin’s Jewishness, and that to become obsessed by it is like entering into a long debate about the breed of Sikes’s dog. It doesn’t matter. Dickens couldn’t even be bothered (as later he would with Riah in Our Mutual Friend) to give him a Jewish name. Fagin is an Irish name. It was also the name of a boy Dickens had known when working in his famous blacking factory. The important thing – and, I think, the only thing that mattered to Dickens – is that the name works so well for the character; it could be forename or surname, and it pulls together all the disparate parts of him. It works, it’s how he was; and being a Jew is as intrinsic yet ultimately random to Fagin as are plentiful teeth to the villainous Carker in Dombey and Son.
  


  
    There were, however, protests from some readers. Dickens’s repeated use of the phrase ‘the Jew’ rather than ‘Fagin’ to identify him, particularly at his worst moments, seemed to some people an attempt to suggest that his villainy was representative of a whole people. It can’t have been helpful to Dickens’s position that there is a second Jew in the book, Barney, a tapster in a grimy tavern, ‘younger than Fagin, but nearly as vile and repulsive in appearance’, who speaks through his adenoids and in answer to Sikes’s question ‘Is anybody here?’ replies, ‘Dot a shoul.’ It is a documented fact that in the second half of the novel, Dickens, responsive to the criticisms, stopped calling Fagin ‘the Jew’ so often and called him instead by his proper – albeit Irish – name. It is possible that the kindly Riah in Our Mutual Friend was offered as an olive branch to offended readers, but your guess is as good as mine as to what Dickens ‘really’ felt or intended in Fagin; mine, for what it’s worth, is that he was simply carried away by the exuberance of his own creation and intended no racial slur. That does not mean to say that what he wrote is inoffensive: it does grate; and he must have thought so, too, in order to change at least the nominal way in which he refers to Fagin. It is also reported that in the last public readings of his life, Dickens dropped any hint of an East European or Yiddish inflection when he did Fagin’s voice.
  


  
    Dickens’s usual way with villains was to present them as long-distance plotters who deceive the upright characters. He elicits our moral condemnation by first mobilising our anger. We gloat and exult over the ultimate fall of Uriah Heep in David Copperfield or Casby in Little Dorrit because we have seen the suffering their hypocrisy has over the years inflicted on people we like, such as Dora’s trusting father or the poor tenants of Bleeding Heart Yard.
  


  
    Fagin is not like that. His opening words constitute the first civility ever shown to Oliver Twist – ‘We are very glad to see you’ – and, still better, his first actions are to provide Oliver with sausages, hot gin and coffee. He is also the first person in the child’s life actually to play with him, and, while it’s only a game of steal-the-handkerchief, it’s hard to overstate how touching this scene is. By its presence, it suggests a previous world of absence: the workhouse full of children with no games, ever. We learn that Fagin can be a hard master, though, sending Dodger or Charley to bed with no supper or even knocking them downstairs if they have returned from the streets empty-handed. Even here, though, Fagin has a kind of charm because he presents his plight not as that of a criminal with no loot to sell, but as that of a poor home bird dependent on the unforgiving world outside to make ends meet. If there is anything of the Jewish stereotype in Fagin, it is of the mother.
  


  
    The reason Fagin works so well for Dickens is that he is unstable and unpredictable. There is something warm in him – he, not the ‘good’ characters, is the only provider of real laughter in Oliver’s life – but he is a coward. We don’t know which of these two qualities, if it came to it, might prevail, though we have a cold premonition from an early exchange with Sikes about how to deal with any leak of information Oliver might make while at large. Sikes is of the view that Oliver must ‘be taken care on’. And Fagin agrees. ‘If he means to blab us among his new friends, we may stop his windpipe yet.’
  


  
    At other times, it seems that Dickens is forcing himself to make Fagin appear more villainous than he naturally is. ‘It seemed just the night when it befitted such a being as the Jew to be abroad... The hideous old man seemed like some loathsome reptile, engendered in the slime and darkness... crawling forth by night in search of some rich offal for a meal.’ It is not just a sense of anti-Semitism that makes this passage troubling, but the feeling that the novelist-as-controller is forcing a predetermined shape on a living character. We almost dare to feel that we know Fagin better than Dickens does.
  


  
    However, the evidence mounts against Fagin. He gives a sly kick to the sleeping Sikes. He has a plan to ‘own’ Oliver, to make him his own creature – ‘Once fill his mind with the idea that he has been a thief, and he’s ours – ours for his life!’ He gives him reports of true criminal cases, ‘Tyburn tales’, to read, as though he will be impressed by their glamour. He conspires with Oliver’s half-brother, Monks. He has moved Nancy from thieving into prostitution, and there are even suggestions that the young thieves may be more than pickpockets. In real life such gangs would probably also have been rent boys, drawing custom from the West End; though in Fagin’s defence we should say that Dickens is not able to make this suggestion explicitly. Worst of all, Fagin inflames Bill Sikes to do what is necessary to keep Nancy quiet after she has been heard interceding on Oliver’s behalf. His half-hearted plea as the enraged Sikes stalks off murderously into the night only makes matters worse. ‘“You won’t be – too – violent, Bill?”... “I mean,” said Fagin, showing that he felt all disguise was now useless, “not too violent for safety. Be crafty, Bill, and not too bold.”’ He is like a version of the apparition who tells Macbeth to be ‘bloody, bold and resolute’ – but a cowardly one.
  


  
    Fagin is a bad man, though there is not much effort by Dickens to understand why or how he is bad. There are social and political questions raised by the lives of Fagin, Sikes and Nancy that Dickens does not care to examine. Nancy is given the chance to reform by Rose Maylie and by Mr Brownlow, but chooses to return to the life she knows (‘I am too chained to my old life’) as though it is fated – as though she hardly wants to better herself or be happy. Perhaps ‘happy’ scares her; perhaps she doesn’t know what happy is. ‘When such as me,’ she tells Rose, ‘who have no certain roof but the coffin-lid, and no friend in sickness or death but the hospital nurse, set our rotten hearts on any man, and let him fill the place that parents, home and friends filled once, or that has been a blank through all our wretched lives, who can hope to cure us?’ Here is a deterministic view of society so deeply embedded that even its victims embrace it; though here, too, is the profound instinctive sympathy that Dickens would develop in his later books; here, in fact, is the exhilarating sight of a writer discovering his genius. Whatever Dickens’s reputation as a social reformer, it is always in the anger of his compassion not in the detail of his politics that he is most compelling. Historians have pointed out that in any case the repressive aspects of child and poor laws depicted in Oliver Twist had already been repealed by the time Dickens wrote it.
  


  
    In the novel, meanwhile, goodness seems to exist only outside the structures of society. The law and its officers, the state and its workhouses, are as unfair and unkind as the outlaws Sikes and Fagin. The magistrate Fang, Mr Bumble the beadle or the workhouse madam Mrs Corney are state civil servants, but are as bent as the freelance criminals. The only way to justice is to bribe the Bow Street Runners, bribe Mrs Maylie’s servants and kidnap Monks to make him confess his plots. Goodness must use criminal means to prosper, and in the London of Oliver Twist it is not possible to be happy, and good, and law-abiding. In this anarchic world Fagin must find his way, and the reader is left with the sense that life is a dreamlike Grand Guignol, in which states of degradation such as those inhabited by Sikes and Fagin flash alternately with states of perfect virtue chez Maylie or Brownlow. In both worlds, law and morality are separate.
  


  
    Fagin is a character who in some senses overpowers the novel he appears in. He carries not only the narrative of the book – both in its day-by-day momentum and, simply by knowing it, the complicated backstory – but also the heart, the spirit, the flavour of Oliver Twist. Even while Dickens was meant to be taking a rest from writing it, he admitted: ‘I have great difficulty keeping my hands off Fagin and the rest of them.’ Not ‘off Oliver’, one can’t help noticing or ‘off Rose Maylie’... It can’t have been hard to resist the idea of writing another scene with Mr Brownlow being kindly.
  


  
    Novelists tend to feel warm towards the characters that perform best for them in books; and Fagin is in this sense by far the most successful character in Oliver Twist. Dickens’s own morality is not that of the Victorian church; in fact, the last sentence of the book makes a plea for Oliver’s spurned mother, even though she was ‘weak and erring’ in having a love child. Because Dickens can be generous and flexible, it sometimes seems to us that the distancing effects he uses when dealing with Fagin are exaggerated. In the tale of an orphan lost in the criminal underworld it must have seemed important to Dickens the public man to keep the moral lines clear – even if it was sometimes against his own novelistic judgement to do so. The harshness with which he feels obliged to deal with Fagin makes for an unhappy tension in the reader, and arguably shows Dickens’s inexperience. In Our Mutual Friend, at the other end of his career, Eugene Wrayburn and Bradley Headstone are allowed to develop under the same passionate impulses, free of authorial manipulation, to the extent that either could turn ‘villain’ under his own steam.
  


  
    Dickens seems to have had trouble when he came to terminate Fagin’s story: ‘The Jew is such an out and outer’, he wrote, ‘that I don’t know what to make of him.’ He therefore did what he always did when in a difficult corner: he summoned up an extra effort, he rose to the occasion – and the results of it are in the remarkable chapter ‘The Jew’s Last Night Alive’. For the first time in the book, Dickens uses Fagin’s point of view, as we witness the scene in court, the details of which Fagin, with hours to live, picks out with hallucinatory sharpness of detail. He sees a young man making a sketch of him; the point of his pencil breaks and he sharpens it with a knife. Fagin wonders if the likeness is any good. When he looks at the judge, he speculates how much his clothes cost, and how he put them on. These are among the last sights his eyes will see on earth. The guilty verdict is a popular one in court, and Fagin can only plead in mitigation that he is ‘an old man’. What charge he is guilty of is not quite clear, and the critic John Sutherland has pointed out that none of his crimes carried the death sentence. But Dickens takes the law into his own hands, so when Fagin is taken down, his fellow convicts treat him not as a sad old fence, but as evil incarnate, rattling their bars as he passes, screeching and hissing at him.
  


  
    Alone in the condemned cell (a scene unforgettably depicted by Cruikshank), Fagin thinks of those he has seen hanged. Their ghostly presence oppresses him and he beats the door and walls with his hands. A warder brings a light; another is to spend the night with Fagin, presumably to make sure he doesn’t kill himself. Wounded in the head by a missile thrown by the mob, he passes an interminable day on his wooden bed, while Dickens turns the rhetorical screw. People come to the gates of Newgate prison, not to demand a reprieve but to make sure there will be none! Mr Brownlow and Oliver visit him in his cell. Oliver asks him to say a prayer, but we already know that Fagin has no religious belief because ‘Venerable men of his own persuasion had come to pray beside him, but he had driven them away with curses. They renewed their charitable efforts and he beat them off.’ Angrily disowning his own faith, he is not much of a Jew in the end.
  


  
    The book closes with the revelation that the local church of Oliver’s new home with his foster-father Mr Brownlow has a simple tablet on the wall that bears the name of Oliver’s mother, Agnes. The closing lines take the novelist’s traditional view of morality in the case of Oliver’s mother – that human love and goodness override social norms and religiously determined ethics. The comforting liberal glow of the words is somewhat diminished by the ruthless despatch with which the novel’s largest character has just been sent to meet his maker on the Newgate scaffold.
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    Fagin in the condemned cell (1910 edition)
  


  
    ‘HIS PRIVATE ROD’
  


  
    COUNT FOSCO
  


  
    In the twentieth century, plot-driven novels fell from critical favour. Even Dickens was viewed suspiciously, not only on the grounds that his novels were sometimes sentimental, but also that they had simply too many events; F. R. Leavis, the most influential mid-century critic, was prepared to admit only Hard Times into his canon of English novels. The anti-plot tendency seems to have begun with the high reputation of the late novels of Henry James, where the interest lies in the thought processes that shape motive – two steps, in other words, away from action itself. It must have seemed logical that if this was high art, which it was, then the opposite – anything with story in it – must be low. The tendency had picked up speed by the time of Virginia Woolf and James Joyce. One of the obvious points about Mrs Dalloway and Ulysses is that nothing much happens; the underlying aim of both these novels was to reproduce on paper the experience of being alive and their secondary aim was to refashion those sensations into something less molecular and more shapely. Such impulses had previously been the territory of poetry, but the insight of Woolf and Joyce was to see how prose could do the job as well or better, provided the narrative was freed from the tyranny of plot. There was a further dividend, as all literature students were taught, in that a non-linear structure seemed appropriate to a world broken by war; it imitated the poetic fragmentation of The Waste Land and the breaking up of the picture plane by modernist painters in Paris before 1914.
  


  
    Through the twentieth century, the stock of plot-based novels continued to fall. Story seemed to become the preserve of ‘lending library’ authors such as Charles Morgan, Hugh Walpole and J. B. Priestley, then to be taken further downmarket by genre writers, into thrillers and detective stories, until, by about 1970, few ‘literary’ novelists allowed incident of any serious kind to put its big foot on their lawns. The uneasy reputation of John Fowles is an example of this consensus. Fowles’s great talent as a writer, despite a certain literary tricksiness, lay in his feel for narrative. Sometimes, as he himself admitted, this was so intoxicating that he could barely control it; he cited The Magus as an example. The gift made him no friends in British mainstream critical opinion where, in the 1960s and 70s, the whole idea of story was considered dubious, though American universities took a different view of Fowles’s standing.
  


  
    It’s hard to say when plot began to be rehabilitated. Perhaps when more thoughtful writers looked again at Tolstoy, where the ‘idea of things happening’, as Virginia Woolf called it, is central to the artistic purpose. Some of the great moments in Tolstoy are events or anticipation of events: Prince Andrei in War and Peace lying wounded at Austerlitz, looking up into the eyes of Napoleon; Pierre setting off in peasant disguise to assassinate the French emperor; Levin in Anna Karenina glimpsing the face of Kitty through the carriage window as she is driven past; Vronsky breaking his horse’s back during a race; the death of Anna at the railway station... though of course such incidents only become powerful if they are part of an orchestrated whole. Thus in many ways the most effective plot moment is not in one of these big scenes but in a prefiguring of them, as when Prince Andrei on the balcony of a hunting lodge happens to overhear Natasha and Sonya chatting in the warm evening below him and a thrillingly muted drumbeat of future connections is sounded.
  


  
    Or perhaps the reconsideration of plot came with a second look at Proust, and with the acknowledgement that, although it may take a very long time to happen, an awful lot does get done in A La Recherche du Temps Perdu. Zola’s most widely admired novel for a long time was L’Assommoir, because it has the least amount of plot and seems to develop more ‘organically’ than his other novels; but by the end of the century there was a growing admission that not only were Thérèse Raquin and Germinal very thrilling books, but that their achievement lay in the way that event was handled. Flaubert was almost as much a modernist model as Proust, but again reflection showed that not only does a good deal happen in Madae Bovary, but some of it is of a sensational kind. So by the end of the twentieth century a rough new consensus was emerging among writers, if not necessarily critics, that event was not necessarily vulgar per se; it was a question of how it was handled.
  


  
    In the hands of a master, such as Tolstoy, plot development can be more than just event, it can be symbolic; it can dramatically embody the inner life. An English example of this is in David Copperfield, when the body of Steerforth is washed up on the beach at Yarmouth after Ham, the noble-hearted fisherman, has died in trying to rescue him from a shipwreck. What Dickens achieves in this heart-stopping scene is something Proustian: he makes time disappear. As he does so, we see through the events of the present and deep into the past, into the connectedness of all things and into the transitory nature of human affection. Steerforth has run off with Little Emily, the child of the fishing family, and brought disgrace on them all. David’s own relationship with the Peggotty family, a source of such life-sustaining joy to him in childhood, now brings deep remorse, because it was he who introduced Steerforth to them. Steerforth was the object of David’s hero-worship at school and David misjudged and indulged him because he had lacked a father of his own to admire; he should never have allowed the dangerous Steerforth into the world of these decent people and their adored, pretty daughter. Eventually David stands above the drowned body of his friend washed up on the sand, ‘among the ruins of the home he had wronged – I saw him lying with his head upon his arm, as I had often seen him lie at school’. The ground seems to open up beneath one’s feet as all the terrible inevitability of past and present is laid bare. But it is important to accept that the way the effect in one of the most sublime scenes in Victorian literature is achieved is not by a direct or psychological approach to the abstract questions in hand, but by the tightly controlled use of a violent event.
  


  
    Dickens’s friend Wilkie Collins was less ambitious in his use of narrative, in that he seldom uses it to resonate beyond the event it relates; but The Woman in White is a tour de force of storytelling, almost pure and almost simple. It was viewed at the time as a ‘sensation novel’, a pejorative term for stories designed to give regular shocks at the end of each published instalment. As a piece of plot design, it was nevertheless mould-breaking at the time of publication, in 1860, because of the way it pieced together the contributions of different narrators from letters, formal statements and diaries. Yet there is clearly (too clearly for Trollope: ‘The construction is minute and wonderful. But I can never lose the taste of the construction’) a single storytelling intelligence with overall control, and the book never loses its strong forward momentum. As a child of anti-plot twentieth-century literary education, I had not read this book before 2009, and what a treat I had missed. It is a thrillingly enjoyable novel, and there is just enough repressed sexuality and twisted psychology to add a sense of something darker at work beneath the hectic rush of events.
  


  
    Count Fosco does not appear until more than 200 pages into the story, though his entrance has been much anticipated. To build up a character in such a way – to tell the reader how fascinated he is going to be – is something more often done by airport novelists. For a writer of Collins’s skill to risk anticlimax in this way argues a great confidence in the character and trust in the attention of his periodical readers. There is a sense of relief in Fosco’s appearance because the main villain up to this point, Sir Percival Glyde, is a disappointment. There is too much of the vaudeville baronet about him, with his moustache and walking stick. And although he is there to disrupt the central romance of the book by exercising his agreed right to marry beautiful Laura Fairlie in place of the man she, and we, prefer – the drawing master Walter Hartright – Sir Percival fails in two villainous essentials: although bad-tempered, he does not seem very clever; and although we flinch at the thought of him in bed with Laura, he exudes little sexual danger.
  


  
    For the task of introducing Count Fosco, Collins uses the most reliable of his many narrators – Marian Halcombe. Marian is Laura’s half-sister and is one of the most compelling of Victorian heroines, being loyal, quick-witted, passionate, ugly and surprisingly hairy. She has a swarthy complexion, an incipient moustache, a low forehead, a manly jaw and thick black hair – all set on a trim, feminine figure. She has all the qualities of vigour and intelligence that are lacking in the aptly named Laura Fairlie (blonde, insipid) and Walter Hartright (honest, dull). This is more like it, we think. Sir Percival, Walter and Laura can play their parlour game like cut-out puppets in a Pollock’s Theatre; but Marian is operating on a different level and requires a worthy counterpart.
  


  
    Enter Fosco. ‘I am becoming anxious to know the Count’, Marian reflects. ‘I wonder if I shall like him?’ Fosco in prospect interests Marian ‘infinitely more than his wife’, though Laura, who knows them both, won’t say what Fosco is like; she wants Marian to form her ‘own opinion first’. We are grateful for this reticence, since Laura’s opinion would almost certainly be anodyne. All we know is that Fosco and his wife are friends and travelling companions of Sir Percival, the baronet who is to steal away pretty Laura and who seems in some way implicated in a plot to keep Anne Catherick, the eponymous woman in white, locked up in a county lunatic asylum.
  


  
    When Fosco finally appears, the practical Marian is bowled over. ‘This, in two words. He looks like a man who would tame anything. If he had married a tigress, instead of a woman, he would have tamed the tigress. If he had married me I should have made his cigarettes as his wife does’. The first thing sensible Marian does is imagine being married to him – this despite the fact that he is old enough to be her father, that he is ‘immensely fat’ and she has an admitted prejudice against corpulence. Unable to confine herself to ‘two words’ on the count, Marian gushes over almost ten pages.
  


  
    Fosco is portrayed by Collins, chiefly through Marian’s eyes, as a character who embodies polarities. This is what makes him attractive; this is what makes him untrustworthy. He is obese, yet very light on his feet. He looks like Napoleon, yet is a creature of the salon – a fancy man with a sweet tooth and no Grande Armée to command. He is Italian and a count (a doubtful title to English Marian, since it does not exist in British society), but he speaks English so well that it is ‘almost impossible to detect, by his accent, that he is not a countryman of our own’. He is ‘foreign’ but familiar. His hair is dark brown, but his complexion is fair: no swarthy Neapolitan he. Is his hair dyed? Or is he just of ‘superior’ breeding in some way? He wears fancy waistcoats of effeminate display, yet emits a heterosexual charge to Marian. And as for his eyes... ‘They are the most unfathomable grey eyes I ever saw; and they have at times a cold, clear, beautiful, irresistible glitter in them, which forces me to look at him, and yet causes me sensations, when I do look, which I would rather not feel.’
  


  
    Fosco’s contradictions mirror Marian’s. She is ugly, yet attractive. We like her mind, her character and her trim figure. What is in her hormones that makes her so feminine yet so mannish? Her attractiveness is literary, because in real life that low, hairy brow would be a killer of lust. But on the page we don’t see it; we hear her voice and follow the movement of her clever mind; we remember her slim hips as first seen from behind by Walter. A sensualist such as we believe Count Fosco to be might well contrive a way of making love to Marian that excluded her swarthy face from view. It is almost as though she appeals to the latent homosexuality of the heterosexual man; but her allure is even more interesting, because less resolved, than that. Many aroused bachelors wrote to Collins asking if Marian had a real-life counterpart they might be introduced to.
  


  
    Fosco is, Marian thinks, ‘close on sixty years of age’, yet active and virile; he swiftly establishes himself as the pack leader at his friend Sir Percival’s house. He seems to have all that is needed to be a Lothario or a Romeo, yet is uxorious in the extreme, doting showily on his cold and repulsive wife, who in turn is like a servant to him. What must he be doing with her in the bedroom to maintain such control and such devotion? Or as Marian puts it: ‘The rod of iron with which he rules her never appears in company – it is a private rod, and is always kept upstairs.’ Marian thinks a good deal about the fat man’s ‘private rod’ and, to judge from Collins’s relaxed and playful attitude to sexual matters, he was probably aware of the double entendre.
  


  
    For all his ‘Napoleonic’ qualities, Fosco appears as nervous as a filly. ‘He starts at chance noises as inveterately as Laura herself does’, says Marian; but anyone can fake a start. Is he really that nervy? He doesn’t like it when Sir Percival beats his spaniel, and that is fine and noble of him, yet almost his first act is to put his hand on the head of a vicious chained bloodhound – to tame and humiliate the creature, as though by hypnotic force. He has the ‘fondness of an old maid’ for his cockatoo, to say nothing of the canaries that perch on him and the pet mice that crawl over his waistcoated folds of flesh. It is one thing to be kind-hearted towards our dumb friends, another to be sentimental. Late in the story, he indulgently gives most of his fruit tart to a monkey, but spurns the organ grinder’s request for a penny. He does not know at that time that he is being watched, so we may assume that Collins wants this incident to show us the ‘real’ Fosco. A man who cares more for animals than for humans is not a good man.
  


  
    More often, by a continuing use of half-reconciled polarities, Collins is underlining the question of un/trustworthiness. We don’t know how much of Fosco is a show and how much is real. While he exerts a sexual power over his wife and over Marian, there is something in his love of fruit tart, cream and sugar plums, his weeping at the sound of music, that is meant to suggest a quality far from machismo. ‘How much I seem to have written about Count Fosco!’ says Marian after her initial descriptions. ‘I can only repeat that I do assuredly feel, even on this short acquaintance, a strange, half-willing, half-unwilling liking for the Count.’
  


  
    The reader does not share Marian’s indecision. We dislike the count. He is pompous, condescending and bombastic. We are told by Marian how fascinating he is, but we do not really share this fascination. Little of what he says seems arresting or original. He is long-winded; he takes up too much space in the narrative as well as in the room. We want to know more about Anne, the woman in white, and about Sir Percival’s unspeakable ‘Secret’. Fosco vexes us; he is annoying. However, the feeling we do share with Marian is one of fear: he is successfully unknowable. Although we incline to the view that he is a villain, we don’t know how his villainy will show itself.
  


  
    The main reason we don’t like the count is that he brings out the worst in Marian, whom we love. We need her at her forthright best to keep evil from prevailing; we don’t like to see resourceful Marian succumbing to the ‘charm’ of this ridiculous count. She says that she ‘distrusts the influence’ he has on her. She talks of the pet mice creeping over his fat body, a sight ‘for some reason not pleasant to me. It excites a strange, responsive creeping in my own nerves’. For some reason! The Marian we know and admire is cleverer than this.
  


  
    Then Fosco gives a famous speech about how clever criminals are not caught by plodding policemen; and in 1860 the idea that the recently formed detective force could be outwitted was alarming to readers. Yet this is also Fosco at his most bombastic and obviously untrustworthy: ‘Ah! I am a bad man, Lady Glyde, am I not?... I say what other people only think!’ Honourable Marian, meanwhile, clings to the idea that so long as you don’t antagonise him he will behave well towards you. ‘Don’t make an enemy of the Count’, is her advice to Laura. Play fair by him, is her implication, and he will play fair by you. Her blindness towards the count is her only weak point, and Collins exploits it to add tension to his all-important plot.
  


  
    It is not long before Marian records that Fosco ‘permitted me... to make his acquaintance, for the first time, in the character of a Man of Sentiment’ in a very fancy waistcoat, ‘as if there was some hidden connexion between his showiest finery and his deepest feeling’. He comes upon her with his ‘horribly silent tread’ and asks: ‘Surely you like this modest, trembling English twilight... Observe, dear lady, what a light is dying on the trees! Does it penetrate your heart, as it penetrates mine?’ Modest English penetration is on his mind as well as hers.
  


  
    There are times when Fosco and Marian seem to embody opposing principles: the effeminate man and the hairy woman, each proud of his/her intellect, each to be ‘completed’ in some odd or sadomasochistic way by the other. The battle they fight is over the liberty and life of Anne Catherick, the well-being of Laura Fairlie and the sum of £20,000. Yet it often feels – and this is where the novel seems more than mere storytelling – that their real battle is a personal one that touches on quite archetypal forms of gender and identity.
  


  
    In a famous scene, Marian listens from an outdoor balcony to Fosco and Sir Percival as they plot in the room below, with the French doors open. Fosco praises her intellect and compares her to a man, though oddly enough his admiration for her makes him sound homosexual. He prefers Marian to Sir Percival’s ‘flimsy, pretty blonde’ (Laura), but then, as one might almost warm to his robust judgement, he drinks Marian’s health in sugar and water, there being, presumably, no sarsaparilla in Sir Percival’s drinks cabinet.
  


  
    The sexual tension reaches a breaking point when Wilkie Collins lets us see that Fosco has been reading Marian’s private diary. Fosco handwrites a ‘Postscript by a Sincere Friend’, in which he comments on the journal approvingly, especially the depiction of himself. He regrets that they are on opposite sides as in another life ‘how worthy I would have been of Miss Halcombe – how worthy Miss Halcombe would have been of ME’. In a novel whose fascination derives, first, from its multiple narrative strategies and, second, from the inverted sexual tensions between its two chief protagonists, this moment of inter-textual penetration is a masterstroke.
  


  
    The highly intricate plot of The Woman in White turns on the resemblance between Laura Fairlie and Anne Catherick, who is on the run from a county lunatic asylum when Hartright first meets her. It turns out that she has been placed there by Sir Percival Glyde as part of a long-term scheme to get his hands on Laura’s money – a scheme in which Fosco provides the brains and the finesse. Eventually, the identities of the two women are actually switched by Glyde and Fosco, so Laura finds herself locked up in the asylum after Anne’s premature death. Sir Percival’s great secret is revealed to be that he is illegitimate; and in an attempt to destroy the revealing marriage certificate in a church vestry, he is burned to death. Anne and Laura turn out, unsurprisingly, to have been half-sisters. Hartright, Laura and Marian live happily ever after in a ménage à trois, the intimate arrangements of which are left naughtily unclear.
  


  
    As for Count Fosco, the rest of his story is grace notes and comedy. There is a scene narrated by Laura’s valetudinarian uncle, Henry Fairlie, when Fosco visits him in Cumberland. First impressions are ‘highly favourable’, but don’t last long. Henry, who is too self-absorbed to notice much, takes against Fosco. ‘He looked like a walking West Indian epidemic. He was big enough to carry typhus by the ton... I instantly determined to get rid of him.’ Later, ‘He made another speech – the man was absolutely inexhaustible.’ Though at lunch, where Fosco makes a pig of himself over his favourite fruit tart and cream, Henry is moved to comment, ‘What a man! What a digestion!’ Like a stopped clock, Henry Fairlie has his moment.
  


  
    The cumulative effect of all the ambivalence that Collins contrives around the character of Fosco and of his long-windedness is to make us long for action – for the man to show himself in his true colours – in deed. In a proto-thriller, it is a good idea to make the reader crave more action – provided you can satisfy that craving, and Collins is well up to the task. Before he has finished his sport with Fosco, Collins has a few bravura touches left. There is a droll description of the count at the opera in London, displaying his superior sensibility to the music; it is enough to make one wonder if this is not a scene that inspired Stephen Potter to the idea of one-upmanship. Fosco’s first sighting of the diminutive Pesca, Hartright’s old Italian friend, shows him unsettled for the first time in the book – more than unsettled, in fact: terrified for his life. It is tremendously satisfying that it should be Pesca, a loose end from the first chapter, who should now be pulling the threads of the story together. Then there is the business of Fosco writing his ‘confession’–aprocess that epitomises his self-importance, his reliance on ritual and the mysterious hold he has over his wife. His insistence on taking a ‘power nap’ halfway through is an acutely comic addition.
  


  
    When Fosco lies dead in a Paris morgue, the sightseeing French women have only one comment to make: ‘Ah what a handsome man.’ Fat, scruffy, old and dead, he still has the magic. Fosco’s power throughout the book has derived from sex. He is not really that clever, it transpires in the end, and not really that wicked; his membership of an Italian secret society is a schoolboy mistake from which no good could ever come. And if he was such a Napoleon, what is he doing involved in a petty scandal with a dim Hampshire baronet over a sum of money that will generate an income of £3,000 a year? What Fosco ultimately has is not guile or wickedness or sophistication, but sexual power; and The Woman in White is much concerned with this matter.
  


  [image: image missing]


  
    ‘Come back and sign.’ – Count Fosco and Sir Percival attempt to gain control over Laura’s fortune (1860 edition)
  


  
    ‘A PROBLEM CASE’
  


  
    STEERPIKE
  


  
    Mervyn Peake’s Gormenghast series (1946–59), is, like Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings (1954–5), a three-book fantasy. Tolkien’s territory is a natural landscape and his hobbits have human thoughts and feelings. Their names, except that of the faithful serving man, Sam, are from an invented stock, but in other ways, the world of The Lord of the Rings operates on the same natural principles as our own. It is like a child’s game, in which dolls or teddy bears take the place of people, but in the child’s very real house and garden. The otherness of the hobbits makes them cute, and occasionally able to do odd things, but the success of the game depends on its closeness to life.
  


  
    Peake’s fantasy is almost the opposite of Tolkien’s. Peake’s characters are human, but his landscape is surreal. Instead of Middle Earth, read the Kingdom of Gormenghast and its castle, home to the earls of Groan. At the time the book opens, the head of the family, Lord Sepulchrave, is the seventy-sixth earl. In what history-rich nation can there have been an earldom for more than 2,000 years? Sepulchrave’s servants include Swelter, the cook; Flay, the loyal footman; a doctor called Prunesquallor; a wet-nurse called Slagg, and ‘masters of ritual’ called Sourdust and Barquentine. There is a headmaster called Deadyawn.
  


  
    Tolkien has imagined creatures in a real universe; Peake has humans in a surreal world. In Tolkien, there is no blurring of the boundaries, and it is easy to accept his hobbits as behaving within predictable limits, as a child can accept the ‘rules’ of Enid Blyton’s Toytown. Peake’s world is less predictable, less delineated; it is not such a comfortable place as Middle Earth (for all its epic journeys and frightening Orcs); Gormenghast requires a more flexible attitude to the question of fictional reality, and for some readers, this has been too big an ask. Fantasy, they say, is for teenage boys; and it’s true that the vehemence of Gormenghast’s admirers, as with any cultish work, can be off-putting.
  


  
    I read the first chapters with trepidation, not having ventured into fantasy land for some years. The moment that I was able to commit myself to the book was when Steerpike, a lowly kitchen boy in Swelter’s hellish domain, takes centre stage and begins to inject some movement into the static world of the castle where everyone else is devoted to keeping things as they have been for centuries. In our needy, amoral way, we readers cling to Steerpike because he offers entertainment. We are initially not worried about what sort of person he is, partly because he seems motivated by a perfectly acceptable desire to escape from his kitchen servitude and partly because it is already clear that this is not a novel that will offer subtle moral or psychological distinctions for us to care about; its interests lie elsewhere.
  


  
    Although Peake at once presents Steerpike as flawed and untrustworthy, his drive to self-betterment does not seem villainous. The castle needs shaking up; the plot needs kick-starting, and Steerpike is the man to do it. Although he is someone who calculates, weighing the odds in any situation so that he can turn it to his advantage, there is nothing inherently despicable in his upward mobility (literally upward, as he ascends the floors of Gormenghast).
  


  
    Peake’s success with the character is to imbue him with a sense of danger. It begins with the name, which suggests control and movement, but also something predatory – either a sharp-toothed, flesh-eating fish or the weapon of the medieval foot soldier. He is introduced as a ‘high-shouldered boy, who throughout the scene had preserved a moody silence. He loathed the figure above him [Swelter] and he despised his fellow apprentices. He leaned against the shadowy pillar, out of the chef’s line of vision.’ His eyes were ‘hot with a mature hatred’. Something has been festering for a long time. He has ‘an insipid moustache’, and eyes that are ‘small, dark red and of startling concentration’. His face is described as ‘masklike’, presumably to suggest that he needs always to conceal his thoughts, though it is also a symptom of certain neurological illnesses. His eyes are compared to those of the vulture or lynx, and this is apt, because sight-predators can spot their prey and focus on it from a great distance; natural selection has weeded out those who couldn’t. What such creatures cannot do, however, is see the whole landscape. This is Steerpike’s problem, and will ultimately be his downfall.
  


  
    We are relieved to discover that Steerpike is clever – something he reveals in the way he is quickly able to exploit Flay’s hatred of Swelter, a resentment that has led to a long-running feud. Although he is ugly (‘his body gave the appearance of being malformed’), Steerpike is aware that he has some animal charm, and uses it to ensnare the earl’s teenage daughter, Fuchsia, whose ‘whole nature was a contradiction of his own’. At their meeting, Peake, for the first time, lets us inside Steerpike. ‘His mind had been working away behind his high forehead. Unimaginative himself, he could recognize imagination in her... He knew that behind her simplicity was something he could never have... To win her favour he must talk in her own language.’
  


  
    Certain types of ‘personality disorder’, to use the current medical term, make the individual unable to deal with the concept of ‘the other’; such a person cannot ‘empathise’, cannot imagine the thoughts and feelings of another or may not understand that other people even have such things. This is characteristic of someone with ‘antisocial personality disorder’, or what used to be called ‘psychopathy’. Steerpike, interestingly, is able to project himself into Fuchsia’s mind. He doesn’t understand what he sees there, but he knows how to profit from it: he knows that to win Fuchsia’s trust he must do something theatrical, yet ‘simple and guileless’ – and this, the guilelessness, is what he finds difficult. Yet he manages. ‘He was not the artist. He was the exact imitation of one’, someone who could ‘understand a subject without appreciating it’.
  


  
    Steerpike’s manipulation of the virginal Fuchsia throughout the book is subtly described. She is beguiled by his ‘wonderful long sentences’ and thinks that being with him is ‘like watching someone from another world who was worked by another kind of machinery’. Peake tells us that he, meanwhile, was ‘like a snake among the rocks’ and has no emotional feeling for the girl: ‘He admired beauty. It did not absorb him.’ Peake has sharp phrases for the interplay between them. ‘His simulation of embarrassment was exact’; or, ‘Quick as an adder he was in her arms.’ At one point Fuchsia weakens in Steerpike’s embrace, seeing in him a simple human being she has upset, only to see that at that moment they are lying on the grave of her old nurse. Later, Steerpike is prepared to rape Fuchsia in order to bring her under his control; there is little lust in his design, only a power play.
  


  
    With Fuchsia nominally on his side, Steerpike goes on to win over most of the inhabitants of Gormenghast, including the earl’s ‘half-witted’ twin sisters Cora and Clarice. His aim is to acquire ‘power’, though what he will do with this power is not clear, chiefly because he has not considered the question himself. The sisters will be ‘a gift’ to his plans and ‘that at the moment was what mattered’. It is the phrase ‘at the moment’ that will be his problem. ‘Life was amusing’, he thinks later. ‘Everything, he thought to himself, can be of use. Everything.’
  


  
    In his ascent to an unofficial position of eminence in Gormenghast, Steerpike goes through a brief political phase in which he appeals to the sisters’ sense of equality. This is not a theme that Peake or Steerpike appear much interested in, however, and once a short-term gain has been achieved, the idea of political reasoning is swiftly dropped. It is possible that Peake was at this point thinking of the rise of real-life dictators of the 1930s and wished to make an allusion to them; but the character of Steerpike and the world in which he operates don’t seem to me to be enhanced or explained by the suggestion that they ‘refer’ to history or have allegorical intentions. But while I take my Gormenghast neat, some readers have preferred to take it with a shot of Nuremberg. The first book was written during the Second World War, so it is not an outlandish preference; and nor am I saying that fiction never means to draw on real-life parallels. Writing at the same time as Peake, George Orwell was at work on two books, Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty-Four, which depend on their closeness to fact for their impact. I personally don’t believe that the Gormenghast trilogy needs such a connection to operate properly; but I think it’s a matter of taste.
  


  
    By the end of the first volume, Titus Groan, Steerpike has changed. At the start of the second, Gormenghast, he is introduced, in a sort of recapitulation of volume one for new readers, as someone beyond redemption. Power has corrupted him. ‘If ever he had harboured a conscience in his tough narrow breast he had by now dug out and flung away the awkward thing.’ Having tricked Cora and Clarice into setting fire to the castle library, Steerpike now immures them in their apartments and leaves them to die.
  


  
    He has apprenticed himself to the librarian Barquentine in the hope that by learning the history and arcana of Gormenghast he can replace Barquentine in a position of real authority. When he feels he knows as much as he needs, he tries to murder the old librarian, but a fire breaks out and they fall together, in flames, into the castle moat. Steerpike survives, but is branded on the face. His last rational plan for power has failed, and from now on he becomes a sort of demon – hunted, demented and without fixed purpose. Steerpike’s decline coincides with the rise to early manhood of Titus, the heir apparent. It is clear that Titus will play Macduff to Steerpike’s cornered Macbeth; what is not predictable is the approval that Mervyn Peake gives to Titus in admiring genealogical phrases. It is not just that Steerpike has become a menace and a terror to be purged, it is more that the natural order of things is to be reimposed. All talk of ‘equality’ now seems quaint and absurd as Titus, the young master, comes into his earldom.
  


  
    With a fantasy character such as Steerpike, you look in vain for psychological ‘motivation’; there is no sense in which his calculation and cruelty can be seen as the result of previous experiences, still less of ‘trauma’, or of ‘compensation’ for something in his just-finished childhood (he is seventeen when the trilogy opens). There are aspects of him that are simply unexplained, most obviously his way with words – something that greatly impresses Fuchsia. There is no suggestion of how he came by this erudition. He is a character who is shaped by the literary needs of his creator; he is the plot-instigator par excellence, and without Steerpike and his ambition there would be no book.
  


  
    The closest Peake comes to explanation is to suggest that Steerpike’s problems begin with the limits imposed by his humble birth. In a psychological novel, one might point out that Steerpike’s ultimate failing is therefore one of education – or breeding. To put it bluntly, he is too lowly to inherit and not well educated enough to plan on a grand scale. His cunning is of the street, not of the cloister. As Dr Prunesquallor asks, ‘Are you a problem case, my dear boy, or are you a clear-cut young gentleman with no ideas at all?’ The snobbish old retainer, Flay, is appalled by the thought of Steerpike with the Lady Fuchsia. ‘What could it mean? The blasphemy of it! The horror of it! He ground his teeth in the darkness.’
  


  
    But while he has no revealed or imagined past, Steerpike does have a narrative development over the 750-odd pages of his life. What changes him, what damages him and makes him interesting, is the fact that in the end, devious and cunning though he is, he is not calculating enough. ‘He did what he wanted to do. He did what furthered his plans.’ He does not see them in a larger perspective, but lives from one manipulable crisis to the next. It may be that in the end he stops having any goal or motivation; after all, he can’t change his birth and ‘become’ the next Earl of Gormenghast. In any event, after the death of Barquentine, Steerpike is no longer the driver of the action, the man who, like Lovelace or Fagin, holds the reins. On the contrary, he is overtaken by events; he is cornered by the rising flood water and by the advent of the rightful heir. His plight, though ‘deserved’ in the moral sense, has something of the universal nightmare about it; he is caught in a situation in which ‘returning were as tedious as to go o’er’.
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    ‘His face was pale like clay and save for his eyes, mask-like’– Steerpike by Mervyn Peake
  


  
    ‘A DARKNESS Of THE MIND’
  


  
    RONALD MERRICK
  


  
    Ronald Merrick is the main character of Paul Scott’s Raj Quartet, set in British-ruled India between 1942 and 1947. It was televised in fourteen hour-long episodes by Granada in 1983 as The Jewel in the Crown. The scale would be unthinkable today. Fourteen hours! Two years of filming divided between locations in India and the Granada studios in Manchester... The cast included Rachel Kempson and Dame Peggy Ashcroft, but the main parts were played by less well-known actors: Tim Pigott-Smith, Art Malik, Susan Wooldridge and Geraldine James. As well as reading the book, I watched all fourteen episodes again on video. It has its longueurs, and you can’t help feeling that ten hours, twelve at most, might have covered it, but the main performances are still convincing; Ken Taylor’s script is respectful yet dramatic in its own right; and Christopher Morahan’s direction catches the symphonic construction of Paul Scott’s books. Its moments of transcendence mean that it still remains unmatched by anything I have seen on television.
  


  
    As for the books themselves, there was a rumour when the series was being broadcast that they were stodgily written and not worth the investment of reading time, especially after fourteen hours of viewing. This turns out to be untrue. The four novels have more detail about the political struggle for Indian independence than will probably be of interest to most modern British readers; the character of Barbie Bachelor, the spinster missionary, though serenely well done, arguably takes up too much room. A sensitive but determined editor could reduce the number of pages (2,000 in paperback) by between ten and fifteen per cent. Yet what extraordinary ambition the quartet has, what richly understood characters, what steely invisible construction, what great human sympathy, what thematic harmonies and what moving resonances.
  


  
    The story of the quartet is simple. A gauche English volunteer nurse, Daphne Manners, is raped by several drunken Indian peasant youths in the Bibighar Gardens in the fictional British garrison town of Mayapore. The local superintendent of police, Ronald Merrick, who has proposed to, and been rejected by, Daphne, takes into custody a young English-educated Indian called Hari Kumar. Merrick tries to frame Hari for the rape by leaving Daphne’s bicycle outside his house, and while Hari is in custody Merrick tortures him for his own sadistic sexual satisfaction. The British in general are inclined to think that while Merrick may be a bit off-colour, such rough ‘justice’ is sometimes necessary for the maintenance of law and order in a huge and politically troubled country. Hari’s political allies, and one or two British liberal sceptics, are not so sure. Questions remain; the case will not quite go away; doubts fester.
  


  
    That is really it. The four books are constructed in concentric rings that circle the rape and its aftermath. New details of the night of the crime and of the interrogation are added at intervals of hundreds of pages, so that the narrative moves in two ways: one linear, one circular. Time passes. The story deals with the lives of people not directly involved with the event in question, most importantly the Layton family. The paterfamilias is an infantry colonel on his way back to India and his unfaithful wife after having been a German prisoner of war. Sarah, their older child, is a dutiful daughter of the regiment but with a poignantly evoked inner romantic life; Susan is the neurotic younger sister whose husband is killed in action and who goes on to marry the man who was burned and disfigured in trying to rescue him – Ronald Merrick. The political situation develops, the lives of the characters go on; people die, children are born; but still, like a vulture hanging over a hill of corpses, the plot continues to circle, round and round, reinspecting from new perspectives, reinterpreting the question of what happened in the Bibighar Gardens and of what Ronald Merrick did to Hari Kumar. History moves on, but there is no escape from the past.
  


  
    Ronald Merrick, from the moment he steps into the plot, is all wrong. He is a man too much dedicated to his work, and his job is not a rewarding one. He is not a pukka solider or even a ‘box-wallah’, or businessman; he is a cop, and has to deal with local miscreants – drunks, agitators, thieves. He is very good at keeping order, but this does not win him the respect he craves. The officers look down on him because he has no king’s commission in the army and because he was educated at a state grammar school. He is the only child of elderly parents, we learn later; they ran a corner shop and his grandparents were ‘in service’. Merrick’s is the sort of solid education most people today would regard as hopelessly desirable, but in the top echelons of British India of the 1940s it has stigmatised him. He has not been to a public (i.e. private) school, like the army officers, most of whom have been to Chillingborough – an imagined establishment that exerts a strong, if slightly comic, pull over its old boys in this corner of the empire.
  


  
    This snobbery draws us to Merrick’s side, but then we find that’s not a good place to be. There is something cruel, denied and mechanical about him. We may not be put off by his ‘background’, but we are repelled by almost every other aspect of him. Paul Scott uses many narrators and viewpoints in the course of these four books, but none of them, except the unbalanced Susan Layton, is really sympathetic to Merrick. Each, however, seems to have a piece of that awful broken jigsaw to contribute.
  


  
    Merrick is at first the ‘most eligible bachelor on the station. He was quite good-looking if a man with a permanent sneer in his eye can ever be called that.’ Other young women are envious of Daphne when Merrick asks her out, and Daphne, who is a ‘galumphing’ girl, is flattered by his attentions. Yet there is something about him she can’t quite overlook: ‘It’s his manner that’s against him (and something behind his manner, naturally)’. Sister Ludmila, an Eastern European who runs a medical mission in Mayapore, puts it much more sharply: ‘There was nothing straightforward about Mr Merrick. He worked the wrong way, like a watch that’s wound up backwards, so that at midday, for those who knew, he showed midnight’.
  


  
    It is in Sister Ludmila’s compound that Merrick has his first sight of Hari Kumar, half naked, washing under a pump. Merrick feasts his eyes – rather as Lady Chatterley does on first watching Mellors at his ablutions. He addresses him in Hindi, but Hari, it turns out, speaks no Indian language: he has been educated in England, at Chillingborough. Merrick knows that Hari has been seeing something of Daphne, though he does not know how close they are. Merrick is repelled by Hari because he thinks that people with brown skin are inferior to those with white; he is also intimidated by him because Hari has the polish and the manners that he lacks. The anguish for Merrick is that he is attracted to a man he wants to look down on. He has not yet admitted to himself that his desires are for men, not for women, and is a long way from being able to confront the nature of his feeling for this half-naked Indian man whom he wishes to despise, but by whom he feels threatened and ashamed. It is entirely in keeping with the time and the place that Merrick should look to his job and to the structures of the Raj for help. These at least are safe and secure; they are greater than any individual. He will take Hari in for questioning; then he may be able to get his own desires under lock and key.
  


  
    Sister Ludmila, though, sees what is happening. Merrick ‘had long ago chosen Hari Kumar, chosen him as a victim... to observe more closely the darkness that attracted the darkness in himself... On Kumar’s part, a darkness of the soul. On Merrick’s a darkness of the mind and heart and flesh... For Merrick was a man unable to love. Only he was able to punish. It was Kumar whom Merrick wanted. Not Miss Manners.’
  


  
    Much of what Merrick does to Hari Kumar lies within the bounds of normal – if not acceptable – behaviour. A senior army officer, Brigadier Reid, recalls that Merrick told him that if he ‘sometimes bent the rules and paid [Indian criminals] back in their own coin, he believed that the end justified the means. He said he was almost “off his head” at the thought that a decent girl like Daphne Manners, with every advantage civilised life had to offer, should have been taken in by a fellow like Kumar who had the benefit of an English public school education.’ Reid believes that ‘Merrick was obviously acting in the heat of the moment, believing [Hari and others he had arrested] guilty of attacking a girl he was obviously fond of.’ A charge of rape ‘simply wouldn’t stick’, but the men’s record of political activities was such that they could be ‘dealt with’ under the Defence of India Rules.
  


  
    Reid sees a procedural problem, but registers no distaste for Merrick’s attitude. And herein lies another conflict for Merrick. Those who agree with his view of the world are people, such as Brigadier Reid, that he fears (for their status) and despises (for their stupidity). Those that he wants to respect him – people such as Daphne Manners – recoil from him. Daphne’s journals give a moving account of her trying hard to like a man who has been kind and attentive to her, but she cannot bear being lectured about her friendship with Hari. When she says she doesn’t care what colour or nationality Hari is, Merrick replies, ‘That’s the oldest trick in the game, to say colour doesn’t matter. It does matter. It’s basic. It matters like hell.’
  


  
    Daphne’s journals reveal a loving, independent spirit, something much more complex and intriguing than the conventional memsahib we at first encountered. Paul Scott’s inhabitation of his women characters is one of the wonders of these four books; the sustained flight of sympathetic imagination seems flawless. Daphne dies after childbirth, and the first volume closes with a description of her daughter Parvati, who may or may not also be Hari’s child. She is dressed in a pale pink saree and is practising her singing lessons in the garden of the house where Daphne had been happy. ‘Her skin is the palest brown and in certain lights her long dark hair reveals a redness more familiar in the north’. The first book ends with the morning raga that she sings – Parvati, this offspring of love and violence, of chance and history. It is one of the most haunting fictional images I have ever encountered.
  


  
    In The Day of the Scorpion, Merrick agrees to be best man to a simple young officer called Teddie Bingham, who is to marry Susan Layton in Ranpur. Merrick has been seconded to the army and has been promoted to the rank of major, but a stone is thrown at him at the wedding and it transpires that this is not the first incident of harassment. Even though Merrick has left the police force, the friends and political allies of Hari Kumar, who is still in prison, are pursuing him. The truth is closing on Merrick in other ways. Count Bronowsky, a homosexual White Russian with an administrative role in Ranpur, tricks him with a remark about a handsome officer into revealing his true sexual preferences. Merrick admits that he was the ‘worst possible choice’ as Teddie’s best man.
  


  
    Moreover, Lady Manners, Daphne’s aunt, has managed to have the Kumar case reopened. A young officer called Rowan interrogates Hari in prison, and Hari tells how Merrick first lifted his genitals with his swagger stick to examine them, then rubbed blood into them from the wounds on Hari’s buttocks where he had been beaten. Hari believes that Merrick wanted Hari to strike him. ‘He invited me to hit him. I think he really wanted me to.’
  


  
    The most important human emotion, Merrick tells Hari in prison, is not love but contempt. ‘He said a man’s personality existed at the point of equilibrium between the degree of his envy and the degree of his contempt’. It is in this scene that Paul Scott takes the reader into the heart of Merrick’s darkness. Here is a man who, while appearing tightly disciplined, has lost all control of himself. The dividing line between his public duty and his private passions has completely disappeared; yet he uses the full force of the colonial bureaucracy to license and conceal his own sadomasochistic impulses. One of the most upsetting aspects of this powerful scene is the fact that Hari does not know that Daphne Manners is dead, or that she had a child.
  


  
    Merrick goes to fight in Burma with Teddie Bingham against Indian nationalist insurgents who have joined the Japanese. Bingham foolishly tries to show Merrick how to be a pukka officer by attempting to win back an Indian patrol to its former imperial masters. But by calling out to them, ‘It was as if Teddie himself gave the signal’ to open fire. Bingham is killed and Merrick loses an arm and is badly burned in trying to pull him out of his jeep (intriguingly, he first saves the non-officer driver). Merrick tells the story to Sarah Layton when she visits him in hospital in Calcutta. He wants Sarah to see that all the Chillingborough and empire public-school stuff is nonsense, but Teddie is not diminished in Sarah’s mind by the story. She thinks that Teddie’s bravery in trying to win back the men to his regiment and Merrick’s courage in trying to help him are both equally insane. While no one can doubt the wounded Merrick’s stoicism, Sarah notes his blue eyes, which are like a doll’s: ‘a demanding but unseeing blue incapable either of acceptance or rejection’. Later, she tells her aunt: ‘As a matter of fact he appals me.’
  


  
    Paul Scott referred to the third volume, The Towers of Silence, as the ‘slow movement’. Much of it is concerned with Barbie Bachelor, an elderly missionary who longs to find useful work, but is instead subject to humiliations and rejection. Her religious devotion is shaken by growing disillusionment; in one scene she is left sitting in the middle of the road with luggage showered about her after a cart has shed a wheel. In some ways she is an emblem of the expulsion the British face in India, but she is also the kind of unpromising character (like Miss Bates in Emma) who yield their inner gold only to the most patient novelist. At this point, it ought to be acknowledged that some critics of the ‘based on’ tendency have tried to explain the female characters of the Raj Quartet by reference to the nature of their creator. Daphne Manners, Barbie Bachelor and Sarah Layton are not, to them, three of the most successfully imagined female characters of mid-twentieth-century British fiction; they are instead ‘based on’ aspects of Paul Scott, because Scott himself was... gay! To buy into this sort of thinking you would presumably need to believe that the psychological landscape of homosexual men and heterosexual women is so near to being identical as makes no difference. We know from every book written by these two groups of people that this is not true; but such a supposition remains irresistible to ‘based on’ critics because it means they do not then have to confront the possibility that the writer has invented: he has merely ‘put himself in’.
  


  
    Though Barbie is the focus of the third book, small pieces of the Merrick jigsaw continue to be put in place. While sharing a billet with him, Teddie Bingham notices both his trained physique – ‘You could count the pads of muscle that made up his abdominal wall’ – and the excessive neatness of his kit; it reminds us that Bronowsky (who has clearly read Freud since being exiled to the West) tells Merrick when he sees him picking up confetti at Teddie and Susan’s wedding that tidy people are ‘trying to wipe the slate clean’. Teddie thinks ‘Merrick looked as though he had been made by a machine and was waiting for someone to come and disconnect him’. In a fever one night, Teddie thinks he has seen a Pathan standing in a long robe in his room. Much later we discover it was no dream, but that Merrick likes to dress up as a Pathan to go out at night, looking for information – and perhaps also for rough trade.
  


  
    Hari’s aunt prostrates herself at Merrick’s feet at the railway station, begging for Hari’s release, and we learn that it was persecution by his political enemies that drove Merrick from Mayapore and then from the police force itself. Harassment continues when a woman’s bicycle – a reminder of Daphne’s – is left on his verandah and chalk marks are scrawled on the floor. When he goes to Pankot, the hill station, to visit the Layton family, Merrick finds himself with Barbie, who senses ‘something which made the air difficult to breathe’. Of modest background herself, Barbie is nevertheless impressed by Merrick, who mendaciously tells her that his transfer to the army was a ‘reward for my handling of the Manners case’.
  


  
    In the widowed Susan Layton, Merrick sees a final chance of being taken into the mainstream of the society that has rejected him. By means of a homosexual blackmail, he gains access to her psychiatric files, and, armed with what he finds there, is able to present himself to Susan as a man who ‘really understands’ her. In the closing sections of the book, married to Susan, Merrick becomes more reckless in his behaviour. Guy Perron, a young and independently minded staff officer under Merrick’s command, believes that Merrick ‘found it necessary to be close to someone whose antagonism he knew he could depend on’, and that ‘without this antagonism he had really nothing satisfactory by which to measure the effect of his behaviour’. At the same time, Merrick craves exposure. Perron thinks he was ‘the kind of man who worked for preference within a very narrow margin of safety where his own reputation was concerned. He courted disaster. Deep down, I think, he had a death wish... He had a talent, one that amounted to genius, for seeing the key or the combination of keys that would open a situation up so that he could twist it to his purpose.’
  


  
    Merrick’s enemies begin to infiltrate rent boys into his marital home under the guise of gardeners and house servants, preying on his long-suppressed desires. For a time, Merrick retains control of his behaviour. Now a lieutenant colonel, and decorated with the DSO, he relishes the respectability of marriage. Paul Scott tells us that his stepson, Edward, a little boy frightened of everyone, does not fear Merrick – even with his one arm and his facial disfigurement. Whether Scott intends this as a small extenuation for Merrick or a signal that he has learned how to treat the child from his clandestine study of the mother’s case notes is left satisfactorily unclear. The role Merrick allows Susan in nursing him and tending to his painful stump allows her to feel of some use again to other people. In another edgily balanced scene, Merrick uses his artificial hand as a lure to make a cobra strike, killing the snake with a kukri in his good hand. Physical courage and mental cruelty always find a nice balance in him.
  


  
    The death of this grandly conceived and painstakingly analysed character is everything the reader craves. Dressed as a Pathan tribesman, he is strangled with his ceremonial sash and cut up with his ornamental axe by the rent boy with whom he has just enjoyed sex – perhaps, according to Count Bronowsky, for the first time in his life. The sexual act had brought him peace, but also contradicted all his theories of racial superiority; in death he meets the masochistic annihilation that his preening sadism and unresolved self-loathing have long courted.
  


  
    Without men like Merrick, Paul Scott suggests, the Raj could not have run efficiently. Without Merrick, there would have been no tea exports, no profits for the occupier; but also no railways, no civil infrastructure and no mission schools for the occupied. Scott gives this view a full examination, through the eyes of Rowan in A Division of the Spoils:
  


  
    Even the suspicion that Merrick had blundered was tempered by a determination not to allow it to be officially admitted. Uncorroborated and inadmissible evidence that in the case of Hari Kumar the blunder was one of a peculiarly unpleasant kind looked like having to remain a haunting burden on the consciences of a few. The irony of Merrick’s act of bravery [with Teddie] and the recommendation for a decoration was not lost on Rowan. It would justify the opinion originally held by the rank and file of the administration, and never truly altered, that in the Manners rape case Merrick had acted with that forthright avenging speed which had once made the Raj feared and respected, and India a place where men did not merely operate a machine of law and order, but ruled and damned the consequences of ruling.
  


  
    Ronald Merrick’s crime is not that he cuts corners but that he allows personal feelings to override his civic and military duties. He persecutes Hari because he is sexually drawn to him. As well as beating him, or having him beaten, he fondles his genitals. Crucially, he plants Daphne’s bike at Hari’s house because he feels that if he can get Hari in prison for a good long time he may also get his own desires under lock and key. In this aim he fails. He carries the swagger stick with him everywhere – an odd little phallic symbol for a policeman and a strutting soldier, as it is perhaps the self-same stick he used to lift and examine Hari’s genitals.
  


  
    Merrick’s insistence at various times that a white man would be degraded by contact with a ‘black’ woman, his stress on ‘contempt’, on class, caste, difference, hostility and so on are attempts to ‘normalise’ his own hankering after sadomasochistic fulfilment. If everyone is at it, his half-conscious thinking goes, then I am normal. The drama or the ‘project’ of Ronald Merrick lies in his crazed, almost heroic attempt to make the outer world of the Raj, with its repressive military and civil structures, both represent and validate his own sexual psychopathology.
  


  
    In the Raj Quartet Paul Scott draws on what we might call the historical dividend. While Daphne Manners, Merrick, Barbie Bachelor and Sarah Layton have the authenticity of fully imagined characters, we also know that there were hundreds and thousands like them. This gives extra poignancy and resonance to their story. Steerpike stands or falls as a character by whether he ‘works’ in his created world, but Merrick is able to draw on our knowledge of history to discomfort us. Motivated by desires sometimes unclear to himself yet elegantly disclosed to the reader, fitted precisely into complex and developing social structures, he is a triumph of psychological realism – able to reveal to us not only the dark places of the human mind but the shadows of our real and painful history, so that, through his imagined life, our understanding of ourselves and who we are is thrillingly enriched.
  


  
    ‘ISN’T THERE A MAN HERE?’
  


  
    JACK MERRIDEW
  


  
    Jack Merridew, the bad boy in William Golding’s novel Lord of the Flies, published in 1954, is a child-killer who does things that we now associate with blurred CCTV footage, Black Marias, screaming crowds and tabloid fury. The questions for the readers of such newspapers are when, if ever, such an individual should be released and whether he is entitled to a life of anonymity ‘at the taxpayer’s expense’. What the reader of the book has to ask, though, is whether Jack is really an individual at all.
  


  
    It has been taken as read since its publication that while Lord of the Flies is an exciting story, its significance lies not in its characters or what they do, but in what they tell us about childhood and human nature. In other words, it is supposed to have an ulterior meaning, like a parable or an allegory. There are reasons for taking this view. To begin with, the book is set in a place and time that is not quite ours; it seems to begin after a nuclear war that is not recorded in our history and to happen on an island that may not appear on our maps. It is as though the author is keen to shrug off some of the restraints of realism. Second, the boys who have survived the plane crash to be washed up, somewhat mysteriously, on the island, are not distinguished from one another in much detail. The differences between Ralph and Jack – the good boy and the bad boy – are given much less fully than, for instance, those between Barbie and Sarah, two good women in the Raj Quartet; and clearly this economy of detail is deliberate.
  


  
    The logic, however, of viewing the book in this way is to say that because the setting is not exact and the characters have been to some extent depersonalised, it has liberated the author to exaggerate their actions. So that the ‘lesson’ of this cautionary tale is not that boys would literally turn into savages as these not-fully-realised characters do in their not-quite-actual world, but that all of us have violence close to the surface; that the veneer of ‘civilisation’ is a thin and fragile one. So, in the traditional way of fables, Lord of the Flies has first simplified things (in the characterisation) and then exaggerated them (in the action) to make its moral point.
  


  
    In favour of this interpretation is its consistency. Against it is the simple fact that when you read the book it does not feel that this is what Golding is trying to do. On the contrary, it seems that the force of the novel lies in our believing that these are not the exaggerated events of fable, but are precisely and literally what boys – any boys – would do. The reason that their characters are somewhat underdeveloped is that Golding needed to remove the idea of individual psychological motivation from the equation; it cannot be an option for the reader to say that the boys are misled by a wicked leader and that with other individuals there would have been a different outcome. They behave as they do because that is what human beings are – all human beings. And twelve-year-old boys are probably the only human grouping in which a pack ethos is naturally dominant. It is therefore plausible for Golding to present his main characters with minimal psychological distinctions, because that fairly reflects the cross-section of humanity he is examining.
  


  
    However, it is clear that distinctions are made. Simon, the fey, detached boy who faints in the heat is different from Roger, with his ‘inner intensity of avoidance and secrecy’ – a naturally aggressive child who goes on to become Jack’s executive arm or henchman. Piggy, who remembers and clings to the English suburban world and all it stands for, is different from Ralph, who at once wants to make the most of their new island life. There is a whole group of younger boys, the fruit-eating ‘Littluns’, aged about six, ‘who lived a quite distinct, and at the same time intense, life of their own’. I think the challenge of the characterisation for Golding was not to ‘go fabular’, but to show limited psychological motivation. These boys are properly different one from the other, but with two important provisos: difference is less important than similarity in a group of twelve-year-old boys, particularly boarders; and, second, even the most pronounced character trait of any individual is not enough to affect the overall outcome of the action, which would be the same with an entirely different group of individuals.
  


  
    Jack in this scheme must therefore be a particular boy, but also any boy. And this mixed or partial characterisation undoubtedly represented a challenge for Golding.
  


  
    Ralph has a ‘mildness about his mouth and eyes that proclaimed no devil’. He is a good boy, but an unformed one. Jack, by contrast, is first seen as ‘something dark’ – part of an unidentified creature that reveals itself to be a group of black-clad choirboys; they all have a silver cross on the left breast and Jack alone has a gold cross on his cap. He vaults on to the platform, ‘with his cloak flying’ – part angel, part vampire. His first questions are all about the absence of adults: ‘Isn’t there a man here?’ He presumes that the conch has been blown by a man. The absence of ‘a man’ is a problem for him in a way that it is not for Ralph or Piggy. Ralph is excited by the liberation from adult supervision; Piggy is anxious because his poor health has made him dependent on adult structures, but remains reasonably confident that he can carry the suburban world of opticians and aunties in his head; Jack, however, is simply frightened. Ralph wants to enjoy and Piggy wants to remember; but Jack needs to recreate. In the perturbing absence of the real thing, he sees it as his task to ‘become’ a man.
  


  
    Adam Phillips, the writer and psychotherapist, put it to me like this: ‘Jack behaves as he does because of all the boys he is the most frightened... Jack’s a boy enacting the idea of adulthood... because he’s trying to convince himself that he doesn’t need parents.’ When Ralph wins the first vote to be chief, the freckles on Jack’s face disappear beneath a ‘blush of mortification’, but when he is allowed to keep control of the choir, for hunting, he and Ralph look at each other with ‘shy liking’. The first time he is confronted with a pig to kill, however, Jack can’t bring himself to do it, ‘because of the enormity of the knife descending and cutting into living flesh’. His ‘man’ project needs work.
  


  
    One of the best ways of imitating grown-ups in Jack’s mind is to have rules. ‘Lots of rules! And then when anyone breaks ’em—’. He is interrupted before he can finish, but it is clear that he thinks offenders should be punished. That’s how adults behave: laws, police, courts, prison. Jack’s path to ‘manhood’ turns out to have only an intermittent relationship with rules and a stronger affinity to force. He grabs the spectacles from Piggy’s nose to use them to make fire; the need for fire comes from the ‘rules’ side of him, but ripping the glasses off the fat boy’s face is an anarchic short cut. Rules become flexible to such a person. When Piggy asks to be heard because he has the conch, symbol of order, in his hand, Jack improvises: ‘The conch doesn’t count on top of the mountain, so you shut up!’
  


  
    By the time Jack goes hunting for the second time, he has steeled himself to the task. He starts to use swear words; his eyes are ‘bolting and nearly mad’. With Ralph, he ‘tried to convey the compulsion to track down and kill that was swallowing him up’. Later, he confesses that when he is out hunting he sometimes feels as though he himself is the prey. Both he and Ralph are frightened of a snake, a thing, a ‘beastie’ – some nameless idea that the island might not be a good island. Simon gives voice to these fears – in what is later called ‘his effort to express mankind’s essential illness’ – and by doing so marks himself down as dangerous and disposable. The small society had already generated a taboo – don’t mention the Darkness – and Simon has broken it.
  


  
    Piggy, meanwhile, is still living by the old rules of home. ‘He wanted to explain how people were never quite how you thought they were’ – and this goes as much for his auntie’s house as it does for the island. But Ralph and Simon have diverged. ‘They walked along, two continents of experience and feeling, unable to communicate.’ Without defining their differences, Golding is insistent on them. There is a lovely passage on the self-absorbed innocence of Henry, one of the little boys, at play; yet while he becomes ‘absorbed beyond mere happiness’, Roger is starting to throw stones into the water round about him. Roger is testing the invisible limits – ‘the protection of parents and policemen and the law’ – that still surround the little boy at play. Jack displaces fear into practical grown-up action – swearing and hunting; Roger looks coolly and direct at the taboos of an absent civilisation.
  


  
    For Jack, it is face-paint that provides liberation from shame and self-consciousness, and it’s this disguise and the freedom it confers that finally enable him to kill. The dawn of shame in the Garden of Eden is the moment at which Adam and Eve become ‘fallen’ in religious language, or ‘human’ in evolutionary terms. Shame is the by-product of self-consciousness, and consciousness itself, so far as we know, is a key Homo sapiens attribute, still peculiar to the species. Jack sees his journey as an acquisition – of manly cruelty; but it can equally be viewed as a loss – the loss of inhibition, and a regression to the prelapsarian state.
  


  
    Piggy rebukes Jack for having let the fire go out – and with it, perhaps, their chance of a rescue and return to England. At this moment, ‘the bolting look came into his blue eyes’. Not ‘a’ bolting look, but ‘the’ bolting look, which suggests it is now habitual, or characteristic; another boy would not have it. Jack drives his fist into Piggy’s abdomen and Piggy’s glasses are broken in the scuffle. A fire is rebuilt, but something is different. ‘Not even Ralph knew how a link between him and Jack had been snapped and fastened elsewhere.’ Jack, as hunter-provider, is enraged that not all the others appreciate what he has done for them. He has, after all, been a ‘man’ for them. ‘Jack looked round for understanding but found only respect.’ This is a hard moment for Jack, and something that is perhaps the lot of public figures or leaders in all societies: the understanding that they have crossed a line and will no longer be judged by the same homely standards that non-leaders apply to themselves. The leader wants applause or even love, but can command only disengaged respect. Jack feels isolated; his rage is described as ‘elemental and awe-inspiring’, though it is still driven by fear. He rounds on the others to tell them that they are ‘cry-babies and sissies’ who contribute nothing – ‘And as for the fear – you’ll have to put up with that like the rest of us.’
  


  
    Jack’s way of defeating fear, through violence, is not necessarily a ‘wrong’ reaction to circumstances. When he says, ‘If there’s a beast, we’ll hunt it down! We’ll close in and beat and beat and beat!’ he reminds us of the trials of early Homo sapiens and their attitude not only to gathering food, but to whole other species, such as the Neanderthals, they viewed as competition – and eliminated. In Darwinian terms the best way to deal with the unknown is to kill it. It is also the best way for Jack to deal with the frustration he feels about the fact that his considerable efforts to become a man have not been appreciated by the other boys; in fact, his striving seems simply to have isolated him – to have put him in a lonely place where he is more prey than ever to the fears he has set out to quell.
  


  
    Golding’s characterisation of Jack relies on Ralph as his counterpart; they are almost as interdependent as Fagin and Oliver Twist, though there is an odd little passage in which we are given a very specific glimpse of Ralph’s home life – a naval father and an absent mother, modest but cosy Home Counties comfort, storybooks and a bowl of cornflakes with sugar and cream at bedtime – and there is nothing comparable for Jack. They seem to be drifting further apart, yet when a game of stick-the-pig, with one of the boys as the quarry, gets momentarily out of hand Ralph finds that the ‘desire to squeeze and hurt was over-mastering’. Here is the moment at which Golding, having clearly differentiated Ralph from Jack, is having it both ways in his mixed or partial characterisation by stressing the underlying similarity. The success or otherwise of the novel depends on the effectiveness of these distinctions.
  


  
    Jack presses for a second show of hands to see if he can now become leader, but no one votes for him. He departs in tears of shame and fury. The hunting goes on. Jack and Roger skewer a female pig, Roger driving a spear up the animal’s rear. ‘The sow collapsed under them and they were heavy and fulfilled upon her.’ Golding does not have to use more than one suggestive word – ‘fulfilled’ – to make plain the force of this moment in the lives of boys coming up to puberty. The female is a significant absence in Lod of the Flies, or, as a true Freudian might perhaps have it, a significant presence.
  


  
    Having failed to win support for his leadership by democracy, Jack finally prevails by offering more adventure to his followers, more ‘fun’ – and by withholding food from those who won’t join his group of hunters. Ralph and Piggy are wrong-footed. By this time, Ralph, torn between individual personality and the tribal atavism he feels engulfing him, can barely remember what he is meant to be doing, though the mentally tougher Piggy still carries the world in his head and can remind him: build a fire, hope for rescue; get back to ‘houses an’ streets an’ TV’.
  


  
    And now, at last, Jack is triumphant. ‘Power lay in the brown swell of his forearms; authority sat on his shoulder and chattered in his ear like an ape.’ To some extent, you feel, he has earned it, because he has had to overcome more fear than the others. Now even Piggy and Ralph find themselves ‘eager to take a place in this demented but partly secure society’. During a thunderstorm the boys surround and stab the ‘pig’ to death with sharpened sticks, but this time the pig is a child: Simon. Golding’s editor at Faber, Charles Monteith, persuaded Golding not only to drop some opening chapters that explained how the boys had got to the island but to make Simon a much less obvious Christ-figure. To be effective, Monteith argued, allegorical intent should be invisible.
  


  
    After this appalling climax, Jack finds himself removed into a strange realm of authority where others will carry out his wishes – out of fear, out of shame, out of truculence. A boundary has been crossed; now Jack is evil without having to do evil. Ralph, Piggy and the twins Sam and Eric were also present at the murder; they were accessories, though they deny it: ‘Memory of the dance that none of them had attended shook all four boys convulsively.’
  


  
    It is the isolation of Jack that seems so apt. At the end of the book he finds himself so revered by the other boys that he need no longer dirty his own hands: it is Roger who levers the large boulder off the top of the hill to kill Piggy. From this moment on, Golding refers to Jack in the narrative not by name but as ‘the Chief’. It is his leadership and his example – the conquering of his own fears by violence – that has allowed more naturally violent children, such as Roger, to overcome the taboos of civilised society.
  


  
    For the story to have universal force, I believe it was necessary for Golding to eliminate the idea that with other boys the outcome would have been different. To achieve this, he clearly had to limit the extent to which he individualised each child. The oddest passage in this very well-edited and meticulously written book is therefore the glimpse of Ralph’s home life. It is strange that it was allowed to remain because it is so out of keeping with the rest of the novel; even for Ralph it seems to raise more questions than it answers. The most significant passage in the book, though, is one that isn’t there – the equivalent snapshot of Jack’s home life. To have given that would have risked normalising or explaining him as an individual; it would have made him too much Jack, too little Anyboy, and this would have lessened the impact of the novel.
  


  
    However, the fact that the characterisation is limited does not mean to say it is non-existent. These are individual boys with real differences and real characteristics; the extremely delicate challenge to which Golding successfully rose was to give them their clear and touching identities, yet to make it plain – beyond any consolation – that with a cast of different boys, exactly the same events would have taken place. Jack is not a villain because he is Jack Merridew; he is a villain as well as being Jack Merridew.
  


  
    ‘LONG-HAUL SOLITUDE’
  


  
    BARBARA COVETT
  


  
    Zoë Heller told me that she originally planned her admired 2003 novel Notes on a Scandal without the character of Barbara Covett. I felt like someone who had come across a notebook from Stratford-upon-Avon dated 1602 that read: ‘Comedy. Old Danish courtier, windbag, and his two twenty-ish children. Boy despatched abroad on gap year. Girl moons about in love. Travails of single parenthood. First draft done. Perhaps needs another character. Maybe daughter boyfriend. Someone posh?’
  


  
    Notes on a Scandal is Barbara’s book as surely as Hamlet belongs to the prince. Zoë Heller may have begun with a Scandal, wanting to write about the affair between a woman teacher and a teenage pupil, but the Notes are Barbara’s and her contribution quite rightly comes first in the title. This is a novel whose success depends on a tone of voice – Barbara’s. First-person narration makes the obvious sacrifice of multiple viewpoints – we can learn what people think and feel through only one filter – and it is a sign of stress to have the narrator call out for other voices, to ‘come across’ a diary written by another character, for instance, as Graham Greene does with Bendrix in The End of the Affair; such reinforcements suggest that the singular voice has failed. Imagine Holden Caulfield enlisting help in such a way during The Catcher in the Rye. Barbara reconstructs some scenes between Sheba and the boy, Connolly, based on what Sheba has told her; but they are still narrated in Barbara’s own voice, as though she is a voyeur in the corner. First-person narration requires self-discipline from the novelist and it helps if the voice you have found – or that has found you – is beguiling, clever and dangerous, as Barbara’s is. It particularly helps if the reader can see the limitations of the narrator’s understanding of events. Whether these limits are imposed by a lack of truthfulness or a lack of vision doesn’t matter, so long as they are made visible.
  


  
    The idea of the ‘unreliable narrator’, as well as being a cliché of modern journalism, is seldom, it seems to me, a helpful one. Anybody asked to tell a story will give a version of events shaped by their own experience and sensibility. Imagine Gertrude’s account of the events in Hamlet. Or Merrick’s of those in the Raj Quartet. All properly realised characters are therefore unreliable if asked to narrate; perhaps the only ‘reliable’ narrator the novel has ever produced is the authorial omniscience of Henry James. The success of Barbara Covett as a narrator lies, I think, in the fact that she is largely reliable. The acidic comedy of her phrasing simultaneously skewers her victims and reveals the limitations of her own perspective. This is the joy of a narrative voice that arrives in the author’s head fully formed with its own tone and cadences; such a character pretty much writes the book for you.
  


  
    Barbara is calm, self-critical and self-knowing. In her foreword, she compares herself to Sheba, the younger woman at the heart of the scandal, and says: ‘It’s not that Sheba is cleverer than me. Any objective comparison would have to rate me the more educated woman, I think. (Sheba knows a bit about art – I’ll give her that; but for all her class advantages, she is woefully ill-read.)’ This tells us quite a bit about both women, as does Barbara’s talk of Sheba’s ‘insouciant frankness’, which Barbara thinks is a ‘class characteristic’: Sheba is ‘the only genuine upper-class person I’ve ever known. Her throwaway candour is exotic to me.’ There is a comic antithesis throughout the book between Barbara, who tries so hard, thinks everything through, examines almost every nuance of her behaviour yet has ended up with nothing, and Sheba, whose careless abundance of money, sex and friends attracts more of the same.
  


  
    It takes the reader a little while to get the hang of Barbara, to see which parts of her narrative are factual and which are her just ‘being Barbara’, as it were. Early on, she complains about the fact that every single newspaper reporter covering the court case has described her handbag – ‘a perfectly unexceptional, wooden-handled object, with a needlepoint portrait of two kittens on it’ – and one is not quite sure whether such a steely sixty-year-old would really be unaware of the signals sent out by pussycats on a bag. On the same page she confides that: ‘My naïve hope, in acting as Sheba’s spokeswoman, has been to counter some of the sanctimonious hostility towards my friend, and to shed a little light on the true nature of her complex personality.’ We don’t know at this stage if this is literally true or not. Later we learn that it is not; this is an example of Barbara persuading herself of something. Sheba’s character is not really ‘complex’ at all – or certainly not in the eyes of Barbara, who largely considers her ‘fey’. Of course anyone’s personality is ‘complex’ when compared to a newspaper version of it, but as the story goes on we learn that such rationalisations are necessary to Barbara so that she can protect herself from guilt. She has done a single bad thing, and doesn’t wish to be saddled with the ramifications of it, since that would dilute the joy that her misdeed has brought her.
  


  
    The only weakness of Zoë Heller’s very accomplished book lies in the feasibility of the central event. It is often – by no means all the time, but a little too often for comfort – hard to believe that Sheba, forty-two, a mother, privileged, arty and at ease with herself, would really have had an affair with an ordinary fifteen-year-old schoolboy. In the film version, with Sheba played by Cate Blanchett and lit as though in glowing Technicolor, it was frankly impossible. In the book, however, without Cate Blanchett’s improbable beauty to distance us and with the cold lens of Barbara’s narration to compel our complicity, it is usually possible to suspend disbelief.
  


  
    Oddly enough, this credibility strain adds an extra level of tension. There is not only the slow-motion car crash of Sheba’s life, there is the secondary anguish of wondering whether Barbara can make it credible to us; and this is what draws us most powerfully to her: she holds our entertainment in her hands. She must not only control the plot, she must make it believable. We sit at her feet like children, hoping to believe. The more ascetic her dried-up private life, the more factual and unfanciful, the more we can trust her as a storyteller. So when she says,‘To make sure I maintain maximum accuracy in this narrative, I have started putting together a timeline of Sheba’s year at St George’s. I store it – along with the manuscript – under my mattress at night’, we give a little jump for joy. This is the sort of dotty pseudoscientific approach we want.
  


  
    We trust Barbara because her accounts of other people have a strong internal conviction. The absurd maths teacher, Brian Bangs, who tries, embarrassingly, to flirt with Sheba, ‘doing a twirl’ in his hideous new shirt; Mr Pabblem, the go-ahead bureaucrat of a headmaster; the fat and desperate Sue Hodge, who becomes pregnant and is surprised that no one has ‘noticed’ how ‘chunky’ she has become (Barbara sees ‘no discernible difference to Sue’s Pantagruelian bulk’); Sheba’s undistinguished yet arrogant husband Richard, who watches television sideways to let it know he’s not interested in it; Richard’s bitchy first wife, with whom he is on sickeningly good terms, and her annoying rheumatoid arthritis, vainly described as ‘early-onset’... These and many other acid little etchings are not only funny but testify to a clear, if uncharitable, vision on Barbara’s part. It is by the bright light of that intelligence that we understand her reluctance to give us all the details of why she left her first post in a school in Dumfries. If there was also a ‘misunderstanding’ with a previous woman teacher, Jennifer Dodd, that led to the threat of an injunction, well perhaps there were faults on both sides. And if Barbara was in the wrong, or even a bit crazy, that’s still fine because it only adds a little more danger to the Sheba story she is telling now.
  


  
    Barbara’s personality – its malice, humour and truthfulness as well as its sliver of madness – really cohere only in her dealings with Sheba; only then does all of her come into focus. Her behaviour to Sheba is, to put it mildly, contradictory. She is proprietary yet dismissive; needy yet cruel. ‘After half-term, I desisted from all the little genialities with which I had been attempting to semaphore my goodwill towards Sheba. I deliberately allowed my warm feelings to curdle into contempt.’ She lets out mocking laughs at Sheba’s vapid conversation in the staff room; she does stagey double-takes to show her disapproval of Sheba’s outfits; she deliberately embarrasses Sheba by offering a safety pin for a loose hem on her dress. Yet all of it is met with a ‘perverse refusal to acknowledge my hostility’. How frustrating!
  


  
    Barbara is lonely. There are precise, wince-inducing, itemisations of her solitude. It is her desire for company more than for sex that draws her to Sheba. Barbara is a woman who has discovered that she can’t attract friendship by the attractiveness of her personality so, in her early sixties, has resorted to coercion. She has no specific plan for entrapping Sheba, she must simply wait for an opportunity. When she learns of the affair with Connolly, she sees it as a possible lever, but is too clever to opt for simple blackmail. In any case, how would that work? She can’t say, ‘Be my friend or I will tell the headmaster and the police.’ She needs to manipulate the situation so that Sheba becomes her more or less willing friend – or captive.
  


  
    The question of Barbara’s sexuality is unclear. She is scornful of the way the newspapers deal with the Sheba–Connolly affair, of their neat categorisations and tabloid self-righteousness, beyond which all activity is unacceptable or ‘kinky’. She suggests she is broad-minded; she admires only one report, which speculates that perhaps Connolly was not a virgin and asks what red-blooded teenage boy would not like to go to bed with Sheba. Barbara might enjoy it herself, just as she might have enjoyed sex with Jennifer Dodd, though what actually worried her about being seen out with Jennifer was not that people would think they were lesbians but that they’d laugh at them for being sad spinsters. In any event, sex is secondary to company in her list of needs, and it’s not even clear that a woman would be her first choice of partner. When she talks of loneliness – which is the core of her – she reveals how the ‘accidental brush of a bus conductor’s hand on your shoulder sends a jolt of longing straight to your groin’, and we assume that the word ‘conductor’ signifies a man. This all appeared too tricky for the film, which not only changed the ending of the story, but made Barbara into a predatory lesbian. Film-makers generally assume that their audience can’t handle the same degree of complication as readers of a book, which seems a particularly odd assumption when the film in question is an adaptation of an existing novel and the producers hope, presumably, to attract a large number of the book’s readers into the cinema. However, it’s not an assumption that looks set to change at any time soon, and the film of Notes on a Scandal had plenty of good things about it. Some of Patrick Marber’s acid lines for Barbara were almost as good as Zoë Heller’s; I particularly liked the relish with which Judi Dench, as Barbara, recalled Sheba describing the beginnings of her affairs with Richard. ‘After the initial fuck-fest...’ You could almost see the inverted commas that Dame Judi scorched on either side of the word.
  


  
    The critical moment for Barbara comes at the end of an excruciating scene in which the risible Brian Bangs, the maths teacher, has asked her out on what Barbara believes is a ‘date’. Back in his squalid bachelor flat after lunch, Bangs reveals his true intention, which is to confide in her that he has a ‘crush’ on Sheba. Barbara is stung by her own self-delusion as well as by the idiocy of Bangs; above all, she resents being used as a depository for other people’s secrets. She sees her moment, and after she has humiliatingly assured Bangs that the entire staff room has been laughing at his idiotic ‘crush’ for weeks, she tells him Sheba is having an affair with a boy.
  


  
    Bangs, in his humiliation, is sure to tell the headmaster. Barbara, feeling guilty at her betrayal, thinks quickly and, in a brilliant piece of pre-emption, warns Sheba soon afterwards that she had the impression that Bangs ‘somehow’ suspects the truth about her and Connolly. When the scandal breaks, the police are called and everything seems to be in meltdown, Barbara sees the wretched Bangs going into the Gents and hisses ‘Little shit!’ after him.
  


  
    The unexpected charm of Barbara lies in the way that we identify so much with her. Although she is manipulative, cruel and dishonest, she is very funny. A great deal of what she says about the vanities and self-delusions of the other characters is not only accurate but seems to need saying. Life, we feel, needs more Barbaras; or at least more people with zero tolerance of bullshit. Our sneaky liking for her does not prevent the end of the book, when Sheba has become her flatmate, from being creepily unsettling. Barbara has convinced Sheba that she has nowhere else to go. And although Sheba has discovered (by reading exactly what we have just been reading: a very Richardsonian trick) that it was Barbara who told Bangs about the affair, she has somehow accepted the betrayal and, more importantly, has accepted that Barbara’s friendship is not just a last resort, but her only resort. She is an all-but-willing captive; she has become institutionalised in the long-stay ward of Barbara’s solitude. The eerie calm that hangs over the final page recalls Winston Smith in the Chestnut Tree café at the end of Nineteen Eighty-Four. Sheba has come to love Big Sister.
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    Daniel Defoe was born in London in 1660. He worked briefly as a hosiery merchant, then as an intelligence agent and political writer. His writings resulted in his imprisonment on several occasions and earned him powerful friends and enemies. During his lifetime Defoe wrote over 250 books, pamphlets and journals and travelled widely in both Europe and the British Isles. Among his most famous works are Robinson Crusoe (1719), Moll Flanders (1722) and A Journal of the Plague Year (1722). Though Defoe was nearly sixty before he began writing fiction, his first work is so fundamental to the development of the novel form that he is often cited as the first true English novelist. He is also regarded as a founding father of modern journalism and one of the earliest travel writers.
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    THE AUTHOR’S PREFACE
  

  


  
    If ever the story of any private man’s adventures in the world were worth making publick, and were acceptable when publish’d, the editor of this account thinks this will be so.
  


  
    The wonders of this man’s life exceed all that (he thinks) is to be found extant; the life of one man being scarce capable of a greater variety.
  


  
    The story is told with modesty, with seriousness, and with a religious application of events to the uses to which wise men always apply them, viz. to the instruction of others by this example, and to justify and honour the wisdom of Providence in all the variety of our circumstances, let them happen how they will.
  


  
    The editor believes the thing to be a just history of fact; neither is there any appearance of fiction in it: and whoever thinks, because all such things are dispatch’d,1 that the improvement of it, as well to the diversion as to the instruction of the reader, will be the same; and as such, he thinks, without farther compliment to the world, he does them a great service in the publication.
  


  
    The Life and Strange Surprizing Adventures of ROBINSON CRUSOE, of York, Mariner
  


  
    I WAS born in the year 1632, in the city of York, of a good family, tho’ not of that country, my father being a foreigner of Bremen, who settled first at Hull. He got a good estate by merchandise, and leaving off his trade lived afterward at York, from whence he had married my mother, whose relations were named Robinson, a very good family in that country, and from whom I was called Robinson Kreutznaer; but by the usual corruption of words in England, we are now called, nay, we call our selves and write our name, Crusoe, and so my companions always call’d me.
  


  
    I had two elder brothers, one of which was lieutenant collonel to an English regiment of foot in Flanders, formerly commanded by the famous Coll. Lockhart, and was killed at the battle near Dunkirk against the Spaniards. What became of my second brother I never knew any more than my father or mother did know what was become of me.
  


  
    Being the third son of the family and not bred to any trade, my head began to be fill’d very early with rambling thoughts. My father, who was very ancient, had given me a competent share of learning, as far as house-education and a country free-school generally does, and design’d me for the law; but I would be satisfied with nothing but going to sea, and my inclination to this led me so strongly against the will, nay, the commands of my father, and against all the entreaties and perswasions of my mother and other friends, that there seem’d to be something fatal in that propension of nature tending directly to the life of misery which was to befal me.
  


  
    My father, a wise and grave man, gave me serious and excellent counsel against what he foresaw was my design. He call’d me one morning into his chamber, where he was confined by the gout, and expostulated very warmly with me upon this subject. He ask’d me what reasons more than a meer wandring inclination I had for leaving my father’s house and my native country, where I might be well introduced, and had a prospect of raising my fortune by application and industry, with a life of ease and pleasure. He told me it was for men of desperate fortunes on one hand, or of aspiring, superior fortune on the other, who went abroad upon adventures, to rise by enterprize, and make themselves famous in undertakings of a nature out of the common road; that these things were all either too far above me, or too far below me; that mine was the middle state, or what might be called the upper station of low life, which he had found by long experience was the best state in the world, the most suited to human happiness, not exposed to the miseries and hardships, the labour and sufferings of the mechanick part of mankind, and not embarass’d with the pride, luxury, ambition, and envy of the upper part of mankind. He told me I might judge of the happiness of this state by this one thing, viz. that this was the state of life which all other people envied, that kings have frequently lamented the miserable consequences of being born to great things, and wish’d they had been placed in the middle of the two extremes, between the mean and the great; that the wise man gave his testimony to this as the just standard of true felicity, when he prayed to have neither poverty or riches.
  


  
    He bid me observe it, and I should always find, that the calamities of life were shared among the upper and lower part of mankind; but that the middle station had the fewest disasters, and was not expos’d to so many vicissitudes as the higher or lower part of mankind; nay, they were not subjected to so many distempers and uneasinesses, either of body or mind, as those were who, by vicious living, luxury, and extravagancies on one hand, or by hard labour, want of necessaries, and mean or insufficient diet on the other hand, bring distempers upon themselves by the natural consequences of their way of living; that the middle station of life was calculated for all kinds of vertues and all kinds of enjoyments; that peace and plenty were the hand-maids of a middle fortune; that temperance, moderation, quietness, health, society, all agreeable diversions, and all desirable pleasures, were the blessings attending the middle station of life; that this way men went silently and smoothly thro’ the world, and comfortably out of it, not embarass’d with the labours of the hands or of the head, not sold to the life of slavery for daily bread, or harrast with perplex’d circumstances, which rob the soul of peace, and the body of rest; not enrag’d with the passion of envy, or secret burning lust of ambition for great things; but in easy circumstances sliding gently thro’ the world, and sensibly tasting the sweets of living without the bitter, feeling that they are happy, and learning by every day’s experience to know it more sensibly.
  


  
    After this, he press’d me earnestly, and in the most affectionate manner, not to play the young man, not to precipitate my self into miseries which nature and the station of life I was born in seem’d to have provided against; that I was under no necessity of seeking my bread; that he would do well for me and endeavour to enter me fairly into the station of life which he had been just recommending to me; and that if I was not very easy and happy in the world, it must be my meer fate or fault that must hinder it, and that he should have nothing to answer for, having thus discharg’d his duty in warning me against measures which he knew would be to my hurt: in a word, that as he would do very kind things for me if I would stay and settle at home as he directed, so he would not have so much hand in my misfortunes as to give me any encouragement to go away: and to close all, he told me I had my elder brother for an example, to whom he had used the same earnest perswasions to keep him from going into the Low Country wars, but could not prevail, his young desires prompting him to run into the army, where he was kill’d; and tho’ he said he would not cease to pray for me, yet he would venture to say to me, that if I did take this foolish step, God would not bless me, and I would have leisure hereafter to reflect upon having neglected his counsel when there might be none to assist in my recovery.
  


  
    I observed in this last part of his discourse, which was truly prophetick, tho’ I suppose my father did not know it to be so himself; I say, I observed the tears run down his face very plentifully, and especially when he spoke of my brother who was kill’d; and that when he spoke of my having leisure to repent, and none to assist me, he was so mov’d that he broke off the discourse, and told me his heart was so full he could say no more to me.
  


  
    I was sincerely affected with this discourse, as indeed who could be otherwise? and I resolv’d not to think of going abroad any more, but to settle at home according to my father’s desire. But alas! a few days wore it all off; and in short, to prevent any of my father’s farther importunities, in a few weeks after, I resolv’d to run quite away from him. However, I did not act so hastily neither as my first heat of resolution prompted, but I took my mother, at a time when I thought her a little pleasanter than ordinary, and told her that my thoughts were so entirely bent upon seeing the world, that I should never settle to any thing with resolution enough to go through with it, and my father had better give me his consent than force me to go without it; that I was now eighteen years old, which was too late to go apprentice to a trade, or clerk to an attorney; that I was sure if I did, I should never serve out my time, and I should certainly run away from my master before my time was out, and go to sea; and if she would speak to my father to let me go but one voyage abroad, if I came home again and did not like it, I would go no more, and I would promise by a double diligence to recover that time I had lost.
  


  
    This put my mother into a great passion. She told me she knew it would be to no purpose to speak to my father upon any such subject; that he knew too well what was my interest to give his consent to any thing so much for my hurt, and that she wondered how I could think of any such thing after such a discourse as I had had with my father, and such kind and tender expressions as she knew my father had us’d to me; and that in short, if I would ruine my self there was no help for me; but I might depend I should never have their consent to it: that for her part she would not have so much hand in my destruction; and I should never have it to say, that my mother was willing when my father was not.
  


  
    Tho’ my mother refused to move it to my father, yet as I have heard afterwards, she reported all the discourse to him, and that my father, after shewing a great concern at it, said to her with a sigh, ‘That boy might be happy if he would stay at home, but if he goes abroad he will be the miserablest wretch that was ever born: I can give no consent to it.’
  


  
    It was not till almost a year after this that I broke loose, tho’ in the mean time I continued obstinately deaf to all proposals of settling to business, and frequently expostulating with my father and mother, about their being so positively determin’d against what they knew my inclinations prompted me to. But being one day at Hull, where I went casually, and without any purpose of making an elopement that time; but I say, being there, and one of my companions being going by sea to London in his father’s ship, and prompting me to go with them, with the common allurement of seafaring men, viz. that it should cost me nothing for my passage, I consulted neither father or mother any more, nor so much as sent them word of it; but leaving them to hear of it as they might, without asking God’s blessing, or my father’s, without any consideration of circumstances or consequences, and in an ill hour, God knows, on the first of September 1651 I went on board a ship bound for London; never any young adventurer’s misfortunes, I believe, began sooner, or continued longer, than mine. The ship was no sooner gotten out of the Humber, but the wind began to blow and the waves to rise in a most frightful manner; and as I had never been at sea before, I was most inexpressibly sick in body and terrify’d in my mind. I began now seriously to reflect upon what I had done, and how justly I was overtaken by the judgment of Heaven for my wicked leaving my father’s house, and abandoning my duty; all the good counsel of my parents, my father’s tears and my mother’s entreaties, came now fresh into my mind; and my conscience, which was not yet come to the pitch of hardness to which it has been since, reproach’d me with the contempt of advice, and the breach of my duty to God and my father.
  


  
    All this while the storm encreas’d, and the sea, which I had never been upon before, went very high, tho’ nothing like what I have seen many times since; no, nor like what I saw a few days after: but it was enough to affect me then, who was but a young sailor, and had never known any thing of the matter. I expected every wave would have swallowed us up, and that every time the ship fell down, as I thought, in the trough or hollow of the sea, we should never rise more; and in this agony of mind I made many vows and resolutions, that if it would please God here to spare my life this one voyage, if ever I got once my foot upon dry land again, I would go directly home to my father, and never set it into a ship again while I liv’d; that I would take his advice, and never run my self into such miseries as these any more. Now I saw plainly the goodness of his observations about the middle station of life, how easy, how comfortably he had liv’d all his days, and never had been expos’d to tempests at sea or troubles on shore; and I resolv’d that I would, like a true repenting prodigal, go home to my father.
  


  
    These wise and sober thoughts continued all the while the storm continued, and indeed some time after; but the next day the wind was abated and the sea calmer, and I began to be a little inur’d to it. However, I was very grave for all that day, being also a little sea-sick still; but towards night the weather clear’d up, the wind was quite over, and a charming fine evening follow’d; the sun went down perfectly clear and rose so the next morning; and having little or no wind and a smooth sea, the sun shining upon it, the sight was, as I thought, the most delightful that ever I saw.
  


  
    I had slept well in the night, and was now no more sea-sick but very chearful, looking with wonder upon the sea that was so rough and terrible the day before, and could be so calm and so pleasant in so little time after. And now, least my good resolutions should continue, my companion, who had indeed entic’d me away, comes to me. ‘Well, Bob,’ says he, clapping me on the shoulder, ‘how do you do after it? I warrant you were frighted, wa’n’t you, last night, when it blew but a cap full of wind?’ ‘A cap full d’ you call it?’ said I, ‘’twas a terrible storm.’ ‘A storm, you fool, you,’ replies he, ‘do you call that a storm? Why, it was nothing at all; give us but a good ship and sea room, and we think nothing of such a squall of wind as that; but you’re but a fresh water sailor, Bob; come, let us make a bowl of punch and we’ll forget all that; d’ye see what charming weather ’tis now?’ To make short this sad part of my story, we went the old way of all sailors, the punch was made, and I was made drunk with it, and in that one night’s wickedness I drowned all my repentance, all my reflections upon my past conduct, and all my resolutions for my future. In a word, as the sea was returned to its smoothness of surface and settled calmness by the abatement of that storm, so the hurry of my thoughts being over, my fears and apprehensions of being swallow’d up by the sea being forgotten, and the current of my former desires return’d, I entirely forgot the vows and promises that I made in my distress. I found indeed some intervals of reflection, and the serious thoughts did, as it were, endeavour to return again sometimes, but I shook them off, and rouz’d my self from them as it were from a distemper, and applying my self to drink and company, soon mastered the return of those fits, for so I call’d them, and I had in five or six days got as compleat a victory over conscience as any young fellow that resolv’d not to be troubled with it could desire. But I was to have another trial for it still; and Providence, as in such cases generally it does, resolv’d to leave me entirely without excuse. For if I would not take this for a deliverance, the next was to be such a one as the worst and most harden’d wretch among us would confess both the danger and the mercy.
  


  
    The sixth day of our being at sea we came into Yarmouth roads; the wind having been contrary and the weather calm, we had made but little way since the storm. Here we were obliged to come to an anchor, and here we lay, the wind continuing contrary, viz. at south-west, for seven or eight days, during which time a great many ships from Newcastle came into the same roads, as the common harbour where the ships might wait for a wind for the river.
  


  
    We had not, however, rid here so long, but should have tided it up the river, but that the wind blew too fresh, and, after we had lain four or five days, blew very hard. However, the roads being reckoned as good as a harbour, the anchorage good, and our ground-tackle very strong, our men were unconcerned, and not in the least apprehensive of danger, but spent the time in rest and mirth, after the manner of the sea; but the eighth day in the morning, the wind increased, and we had all hands at work to strike our top-masts and make every thing snug and close, that the ship might ride as easy as possible. By noon the sea went very high indeed, and our ship rid forecastle in, shipp’d several seas, and we thought once or twice our anchor had come home; upon which our master order’d out the sheet anchor; to that we rode with two anchors a-head, and the cables vered out to the better end.
  


  
    By this time it blew a terrible storm indeed, and now I began to see terror and amazement in the faces even of the seamen themselves. The master, tho’ vigilant to the business of preserving the ship, yet as he went in and out of his cabbin by me, I could hear him softly to himself say several times, ‘Lord, be merciful to us, we shall be all lost, we shall be all undone’; and the like. During these first hurries I was stupid, lying still in my cabbin, which was in the steerage, and cannot describe my temper. I could ill re-assume the first penitence, which I had so apparently trampled upon and harden’d my self against: I thought the bitterness of death had been past, and that this would be nothing too, like the first. But when the master himself came by me, as I said just now, and said we should be all lost, I was dreadfully frighted. I got up out of my cabbin, and look’d out; but such a dismal sight I never saw: the sea went mountains high, and broke upon us every three or four minutes; when I could look about, I could see nothing but distress round us. Two ships that rid near us we found had cut their masts by the board, being deep loaden; and our men cry’d out that a ship which rid about a mile a-head of us was foundered. Two more ships, being driven from their anchors, were run out of the roads to sea at all adventures, and that with not a mast standing. The light ships fared the best, as not so much labouring in the sea; but two or three of them drove, and came close by us, running away with only their sprit-sail out before the wind.
  


  
    Towards evening the mate and boat-swain begg’d the master of our ship to let them cut away the foremast, which he was very unwilling to: but the boat-swain protesting to him that if he did not, the ship would founder, he consented; and when they had cut away the foremast, the main-mast stood so loose, and shook the ship so much, they were obliged to cut her away also, and make a clear deck.
  


  
    Any one may judge what a condition I must be in at all this, who was but a young sailor, and who had been in such a fright before at but a little. But if I can express at this distance the thoughts I had about me at that time, I was in tenfold more horrors of mind upon account of my former convictions, and the having returned from them to the resolutions I had wickedly taken at first, than I was at death it self; and these, added to the terror of the storm, put me into such a condition, that I can by no words describe it. But the worst was not come yet; the storm continued with such fury, that the seamen themselves acknowledged they had never known a worse. We had a good ship, but she was deep loaden, and wallowed in the sea, that the seamen every now and then cried out she would founder. It was my advantage in one respect, that I did not know what they meant by ‘founder’ till I enquir’d. However, the storm was so violent, that I saw what is not often seen, the master, the boat-swain, and some others more sensible than the rest, at their prayers, and expecting every moment when the ship would go to the bottom. In the middle of the night, and under all the rest of our distress, one of the men that had been down on purpose to see, cried out we had sprung a leak; another said there was four foot water in the hold. Then all hands were called to the pump. At that very word my heart, as I thought, died within me, and I fell backwards upon the side of my bed where I sat, into the cabbin. However, the men roused me, and told me that I that was able to do nothing before, was as well able to pump as another; at which I stirr’d up and went to the pump, and work’d very heartily. While this was doing, the master, seeing some light colliers, who not able to ride out the storm, were oblig’d to slip and run away to sea, and would come near us, ordered to fire a gun as a signal of distress. I, who knew nothing what that meant, was so surprised that I thought the ship had broke, or some dreadful thing had happen’d. In a word, I was so surprised that I fell down in a swoon. As this was a time when every body had his own life to think of, no body minded me, or what was become of me; but another man stept up to the pump, and thrusting me aside with his foot, let me lye, thinking I had been dead; and it was a great while before I came to my self.
  


  
    We work’d on, but the water encreasing in the hold, it was apparent that the ship would founder, and tho’ the storm began to abate a little, yet as it was not possible she could swim till we might run into a port, so the master continued firing guns for help; and a light ship who had rid it out just a head of us ventured a boat out to help us. It was with the utmost hazard the boat came near us, but it was impossible for us to get on board, or for the boat to lie near the ship side, till at last, the men rowing very heartily and venturing their lives to save ours, our men cast them a rope over the stern with a buoy to it, and then vered it out a great length, which they after great labour and hazard took hold of, and we hawl’d them close under our stern and got all into their boat. It was to no purpose for them or us after we were in the boat to think of reaching to their own ship, so all agreed to let her drive and only to pull her in towards shore as much as we could, and our master promised them that if the boat was stav’d upon shore he would make it good to their master; so partly rowing and partly driving, our boat went away to the norward sloaping towards the shore almost as far as Winterton Ness.
  


  
    We were not much more than a quarter of an hour out of our ship but we saw her sink, and then I understood for the first time what was meant by a ship foundering in the sea; I must acknowledge I had hardly eyes to look up when the seamen told me she was sinking; for from that moment they rather put me into the boat than that I might be said to go in, my heart was as it were dead within me, partly with fright, partly with horror of mind and the thoughts of what was yet before me.
  


  
    While we were in this condition, the men yet labouring at the oar to bring the boat near the shore, we could see, when, our boat mounting the waves, we were able to see the shore, a great many people running along the shore to assist us when we should come near, but we made but slow way towards the shore, nor were we able to reach the shore, till being past the light-house at Winterton, the shore falls off to the westward towards Cromer, and so the land broke off a little the violence of the wind. Here we got in, and, tho’ not without much difficulty, got all safe on shore, and walk’d afterwards on foot to Yarmouth, where, as unfortunate men, we were used with great humanity as well by the magistrates of the town, who assign’d us good quarters, as by particular merchants and owners of ships, and had money given us sufficient to carry us either to London or back to Hull, as we thought fit.
  


  
    Had I now had the sense to have gone back to Hull, and have gone home, I had been happy, and my father, an emblem of our Blessed Saviour’s parable, had even kill’d the fatted calf for me; for hearing the ship I went away in was cast away in Yarmouth road, it was a great while before he had any assurance that I was not drown’d.
  


  
    But my ill fate push’d me on now with an obstinacy that nothing could resist; and tho’ I had several times loud calls from my reason and my more composed judgment to go home, yet I had no power to do it. I know not what to call this, nor will I urge that it is a secret overruling decree that hurries us on to be the instruments of our own destruction, even tho’ it be before us, and that we rush upon it with our eyes open. Certainly nothing but some such decreed unavoidable misery attending, and which it was impossible for me to escape, could have push’d me forward against the calm reasonings and perswasions of my most retired thoughts, and against two such visible instructions as I had met with in my first attempt.
  


  
    My comrade, who had help’d to harden me before, and who was the master’s son, was now less forward than I; the first time he spoke to me after we were at Yarmouth, which was not till two or three days, for we were separated in the town to several quarters; I say, the first time he saw me, it appear’d his tone was alter’d, and looking very melancholy and shaking his head, ask’d me how I did, and telling his father who I was, and how I had come this voyage only for a trial in order to go farther abroad; his father turning to me with a very grave and concern’d tone, ‘Young man,’ says he, ‘you ought never to go to sea any more, you ought to take this for a plain and visible token that you are not to be a seafaring man.’ ‘Why, sir,’ said I, ‘will you go to sea no more?’ ‘That is another case,’ said he, ‘it is my calling, and therefore my duty; but as you made this voyage for a trial, you see what a taste Heaven has given you of what you are to expect if you persist; perhaps this is all befallen us on your account, like Jonah in the ship of Tarshish. Pray,’ continues he, ‘what are you? and on what account did you go to sea?’ Upon that I told him some of my story; at the end of which he burst out with a strange kind of passion. ‘What had I done,’ says he, ‘that such an unhappy wretch should come into my ship? I would not set my foot in the same ship with thee again for a thousand pounds.’ This indeed was, as I said, an excursion of his spirits which were yet agitated by the sense of his loss, and was farther than he could have authority to go. However he afterwards talk’d very gravely to me, exhorted me to go back to my father, and not tempt Providence to my ruine; told me I might see a visible hand of Heaven against me, ‘and, young man,’ said he, ‘depend upon it, if you do not go back, where-ever you go, you will meet with nothing but disasters and disappointments till your father’s words are fulfilled upon you.’
  


  
    We parted soon after, for I made him little answer, and I saw him no more; which way he went, I know not. As for me, having some money in my pocket, I travelled to London by land; and there, as well as on the road, had many struggles with my self, what course of life I should take, and whether I should go home or go to sea.
  


  
    As to going home, shame opposed the best motions that offered to my thoughts; and it immediately occurr’d to me how I should be laugh’d at among the neighbours, and should be asham’d to see, not my father and mother only, but even every body else; from whence I have since often observed, how incongruous and irrational the common temper of mankind is, especially of youth, to that reason which ought to guide them in such cases, viz. that they are not asham’d to sin, and yet are asham’d to repent; not asham’d of the action for which they ought justly to be esteemed fools, but are asham’d of the returning, which only can make them be esteem’d wise men.
  


  
    In this state of life, however, I remained some time, uncertain what measures to take, and what course of life to lead. An irresistible reluctance continu’d to going home; and as I stay’d awhile, the remembrance of the distress I had been in wore off; and as that abated, the little motion I had in my desires to a return wore off with it, till at last I quite lay’d aside the thoughts of it, and lookt out for a voyage.
  


  
    That evil influence which carryed me first away from my father’s house, that hurried me into the wild and indigested notion of raising my fortune, and that imprest those conceits so forcibly upon me, as to make me deaf to all good advice, and to the entreaties and even command of my father; I say the same influence, whatever it was, presented the most unfortunate of all enterprises to my view; and I went on board a vessel bound to the coast of Africa; or, as our sailors vulgarly call it, a voyage to Guinea.
  


  
    It was my great misfortune that in all these adventures I did not ship my self as a sailor; whereby, tho’ I might indeed have workt a little harder than ordinary, yet at the same time I had learn’d the duty and office of a fore-mast man; and in time might have qualified my self for a mate or lieutenant, if not for a master. But as it was always my fate to choose for the worse, so I did here; for having money in my pocket, and good cloaths upon my back, I would always go on board in the habit of a gentleman; and so I neither had any business in the ship, or learn’d to do any.
  


  
    It was my lot first of all to fall into pretty good company in London, which does not always happen to such loose and unguided young fellows as I then was; the devil generally not omitting to lay some snare for them very early; but it was not so with me. I first fell acquainted with the master of the ship who had been on the coast of Guinea, and who, having had very good success there, was resolved to go again; and who, taking a fancy to my conversation, which was not at all disagreeable at that time, hearing me say I had a mind to see the world, told me if I wou’d go the voyage with him I should be at no expence; I should be his mess-mate and his companion, and if I could carry any thing with me I should have all the advantage of it that the trade would admit; and perhaps I might meet with some encouragement.
  


  
    I embrac’d the offer, and entring into a strict friendship with this captain, who was an honest and plain-dealing man, I went the voyage with him, and carried a small adventure with me, which by the disinterested honesty of my friend the captain I increased very considerably; for I carried about 40l. in such toys and trifles as the captain directed me to buy. This 40l. I had mustered together by the assistance of some of my relations whom I corresponded with, and who, I believe, got my father, or at least my mother, to contribute so much as that to my first adventure.
  


  
    This was the only voyage which I may say was successful in all my adventures, and which I owe to the integrity and honesty of my friend the captain, under whom also I got a competent knowledge of the mathematicks and the rules of navigation, learn’d how to keep an account of the ship’s course, take an observation, and in short, to understand some things that were needful to be understood by a sailor: for, as he took delight to introduce me, I took delight to learn; and, in a word, this voyage made me both a sailor and a merchant; for I brought home 5 pounds 9 ounces of gold dust for my adventure, which yielded me in London at my return almost 300l., and this fill’d me with those aspiring thoughts which have since so compleated my ruin.
  


  
    Yet even in this voyage I had my misfortunes too; particularly, that I was continually sick, being thrown into a violent calenture by the excessive heat of the climate; our principal trading being upon the coast, from the latitude of 15 degrees north even to the line it self.
  


  
    I was now set up for a Guiney trader; and my friend, to my great misfortune, dying soon after his arrival, I resolved to go the same voyage again, and I embark’d in the same vessel with one who was his mate in the former voyage, and had now got the command of the ship. This was the unhappiest voyage that ever man made; for tho’ I did not carry quite 100l. of my new gain’d wealth, so that I had 200 left, and which I lodg’d with my friend’s widow, who was very just to me, yet I fell into terrible misfortunes in this voyage; and the first was this, viz.: Our ship making her course towards the Canary Islands, or rather between those islands and the African shore, was surprised in the grey of the morning by a Turkish rover of Sallee, who gave chase to us with all the sail she could make. We crowded also as much canvas as our yards would spread, or our masts carry, to have got clear; but finding the pirate gain’d upon us and would certainly come up with us in a few hours, we prepar’d to fight; our ship having 12 guns, and the rogue 18. About three in the afternoon he came up with us, and bringing to by mistake, just athwart our quarter, instead of athwart our stern, as he intended, we brought 8 of our guns to bear on that side, and pour’d in a broadside upon him, which made him sheer off again, after returning our fire, and pouring in also his small shot from near 200 men which he had on board. However, we had not a man touch’d, all our men keeping close. He prepar’d to attack us again, and we to defend our selves; but laying us on board the next time upon our other quarter, he entred 60 men upon our decks, who immediately fell to cutting and hacking the decks and rigging. We ply’d them with small-shot, half-pikes, powder-chests, and such like, and clear’d our deck of them twice. However, to cut short this melancholly part of our story, our ship being disabled, and three of our men kill’d, and eight wounded, we were obliged to yield, and were carry’d all prisoners into Sallee, a port belonging to the Moors.
  


  
    The usage I had there was not so dreadful as at first I apprehended, nor was I carried up the country to the emperor’s court, as the rest of our men were, but was kept by the captain of the rover as his proper prize, and made his slave, being young and nimble and fit for his business. At this surprising change of my circumstances from a merchant to a miserable slave, I was perfectly overwhelmed; and now I look’d back upon my father’s prophetick discourse to me, that I should be miserable, and have none to relieve me, which I thought was now so effectually brought to pass that it could not be worse; that now the hand of Heaven had overtaken me, and I was undone without redemption. But alas! this was but a taste of the misery I was to go thro’, as will appear in the sequel of this story.
  


  
    As my new patron or master had taken me home to his house, so I was in hopes that he would take me with him when he went to sea again, believing that it would some time or other be his fate to be taken by a Spanish or Portugal man of war; and that then I should be set at liberty. But this hope of mine was soon taken away; for when we went to sea, he left me on shoar to look after his little garden, and do the common drudgery of slaves about his house; and when he came home again from his cruise, he order’d me to lye in the cabbin to look after the ship.
  


  
    Here I meditated nothing but my escape, and what method I might take to effect it, but found no way that had the least probability in it. Nothing presented to make the supposition of it rational; for I had no body to communicate it to, that would embark with me; no fellow-slave, no Englishman, Irishman, or Scotsman there but my self; so that for two years, tho’ I often pleased my self with the imagination, yet I never had the least encouraging prospect of putting it in practice.
  


  
    After about two years an odd circumstance presented it self, which put the old thoughts of making some attempt for my liberty again in my head. My patron lying at home longer than usual, without fitting out his ship, which, as I heard, was for want of money, he used constantly, once or twice a week, sometimes oftener, if the weather was fair, to take the ship’s pinnace, and go out into the road a-fishing; and as he always took me and a young Maresco with him to row the boat, we made him very merry, and I prov’d very dexterous in catching fish; insomuch that sometimes he would send me with a Moor, one of his kinsmen, and the youth, the Maresco as they call’d him, to catch a dish of fish for him.
  


  
    It happen’d one time, that going a fishing in a stark calm morning, a fog rose so thick, that tho’ we were not half a league from the shoar, we lost sight of it; and rowing we knew not whither or which way, we labour’d all day and all the next night, and when the morning came we found we had pull’d off to sea instead of pulling in for the shore, and that we were at least two leagues from the shoar. However, we got well in again, tho’ with a great deal of labour, and some danger; for the wind began to blow pretty fresh in the morning; but particularly we were all very hungry.
  


  
    But our patron, warn’d by this disaster, resolved to take more care of himself for the future; and having lying by him the long-boat of our English ship they had taken, he resolved he would not go a fishing any more without a compass and some provision; so he ordered the carpenter of his ship, who also was an English slave, to build a little state-room or cabin in the middle of the long boat, like that of a barge, with a place to stand behind it to steer and hale home the main-sheet, and room before for a hand or two to stand and work the sails; she sail’d with that we call a shoulder of mutton sail; and the boom gib’d over the top of the cabbin, which lay very snug and low, and had in it room for him to lye, with a slave or two, and a table to eat on, with some small lockers to put in some bottles of such liquor as he thought fit to drink; particularly his bread, rice, and coffee.
  


  
    We went frequently out with this boat a fishing, and as I was most dextrous to catch fish for him, he never went without me. It happen’d that he had appointed to go out in this boat, either for pleasure or for fish, with two or three Moors of some distinction in that place, and for whom he had provided extraordinarily; and had therefore sent on board the boat, over night, a larger store of provisions than ordinary; and had order’d me to get ready three fuzes with powder and shot, which were on board his ship; for that they design’d some sport of fowling as well as fishing.
  


  
    I got all things ready as he had directed, and waited the next morning with the boat, washed clean, her antient and pendants out, and every thing to accommodate his guests; when by and by my patroon came on board alone, and told me his guests had put off going, upon some business that fell out, and order’d me with the man and boy, as usual, to go out with the boat and catch them some fish, for that his friends were to sup at his house; and commanded that as soon as I had got some fish I should bring it home to his house; all which I prepar’d to do.
  


  
    This moment my former notions of deliverance darted into my thoughts, for now I found I was like to have a little ship at my command; and my master being gone, I prepar’d to furnish my self, not for a fishing business, but for a voyage; tho’ I knew not, neither did I so much as consider, whither I should steer; for any where to get out of that place was my way.
  


  
    My first contrivance was to make a pretence to speak to this Moor, to get something for our subsistance on board; for I told him we must not presume to eat of our patroon’s bread; he said, that was true; so he brought a large basket of rusk or bisket of their kind, and three jarrs with fresh water into the boat; I knew where my patroon’s case of bottles stood, which it was evident by the make were taken out of some English prize; and I convey’d them into the boat while the Moor was on shoar, as if they had been there before, for our master: I convey’d also a great lump of bees-wax into the boat, which weighed about half a hundred weight, with a parcel of twine or thread, a hatchet, a saw and a hammer, all which were of great use to us afterwards; especially the wax to make candles. Another trick I try’d upon him, which he innocently came into also; his name was Ismael, who they call Muly or Moely; so I call’d to him, ‘Moely,’ said I, ‘our patroon’s guns are on board the boat, can you not get a little powder and shot, it may be we may kill some alcamies (a fowl like our curlieus) for our selves, for I know he keeps the gunner’s stores in the ship?’ ‘Yes,’ says he, ‘I’ll bring some,’ and accordingly he brought a great leather pouch which held about a pound and half of powder, or rather more; and another with shot, that had five or six pound, with some bullets; and put all into the boat. At the same time I had found some powder of my master’s in the great cabbin, with which I fill’d one of the large bottles in the case, which was almost empty; pouring what was in it into another: and thus furnished with every thing needful, we sail’d out of the port to fish. The castle which is at the entrance of the port knew who we were, and took no notice of us; and we were not above a mile out of the port before we hal’d in our sail and set us down to fish. The wind blew from the N.N.E., which was contrary to my desire; for had it blown southerly I had been sure to have made the coast of Spain, and at least reacht to the bay of Cadiz; but my resolutions were, blow which way it would, I would be gone from that horrid place where I was, and leave the rest to fate.
  


  
    After we had fisht some time and catcht nothing, for when I had fish on my hook, I would not pull them up, that he might not see them, I said to the Moor, ‘This will not do, our master will not be thus serv’d, we must stand farther off.’ He, thinking no harm, agreed, and being in the head of the boat set the sails; and as I had the helm I run the boat out a league farther, and then brought her too as if I would fish; when giving the boy the helm, I stept forward to where the Moor was, and making as if I stoopt for something behind him, I took him by surprize with my arms under his twist, and tost him clear over-board into the sea; he rose immediately, for he swam like a cork, and call’d to me, begg’d to be taken in, told me he would go all over the world with me; he swam so strong after the boat that he would have reacht me very quickly, there being but little wind; upon which I stept into the cabbin, and fetching one of the fowling-pieces, I presented it at him, and told him I had done him no hurt, and if he would be quiet I would do him none; ‘but,’ said I, ‘you swim well enough to reach to the shoar, and the sea is calm, make the best of your way to shoar and I will do you no harm, but if you come near the boat I’ll shoot you thro’ the head; for I am resolved to have my liberty’; so he turn’d himself about and swam for the shoar, and I make no doubt but he reacht it with ease, for he was an excellent swimmer.
  


  
    I could ha’ been content to ha’ taken this Moor with me, and ha’ drown’d the boy, but there was no venturing to trust him. When he was gone I turn’d to the boy, who they call’d Xury, and said to him, ‘Xury, if you will be faithful to me I’ll make you a great man, but if you will not stroak your face to be true to me,’ that is, swear by Mahomet and his father’s beard, ‘I must throw you into the sea too.’ The boy smil’d in my face and spoke so innocently that I could not mistrust him; and swore to be faithful to me, and go all over the world with me.
  


  
    While I was in view of the Moor that was swimming, I stood out directly to sea with the boat, rather stretching to windward, that they might think me gone towards the straits-mouth (as indeed any one that had been in their wits must ha’ been supposed to do), for who would ha’ suppos’d we were saild on to the southward to the truly Barbarian coast, where whole nations of negroes were sure to surround us with their canoes, and destroy us; where we could ne’er once go on shoar but we should be devour’d by savage beasts, or more merciless savages of humane kind?
  


  
    But as soon as it grew dusk in the evening, I chang’d my course, and steer’d directly south and by east, bending my course a little toward the east, that I might keep in with the shoar; and having a fair fresh gale of wind, and a smooth quiet sea, I made such sail that I believe by the next day at three a clock in the afternoon, when I first made the land, I could not be less than 150 miles south of Sallee; quite beyond the Emperor of Morocco’s dominions, or indeed of any other king thereabouts, for we saw no people.
  


  
    Yet such was the fright I had taken at the Moors, and the dreadful apprehensions I had of falling into their hands, that I would not stop, or go on shoar, or come to an anchor, the wind continuing fair, ’till I had sail’d in that manner five days; and then the wind shifting to the southward, I concluded also that if any of our vessels were in chase of me, they also would now give over; so I ventur’d to make to the coast, and came to an anchor in the mouth of a little river, I knew not what, or where; neither what latitude, what country, what nations, or what river: I neither saw, or desir’d to see, any people, the principal thing I wanted was fresh water. We came into this creek in the evening, resolving to swim on shoar as soon as it was dark, and discover the country; but as soon as it was quite dark, we heard such dreadful noises of the barking, roaring, and howling of wild creatures, of we knew not what kinds, that the poor boy was ready to die with fear, and beg’d of me not to go on shoar till day. ‘Well, Xury,’ said I, ‘then I won’t, but it may be we may see men by day, who will be as bad to us as those lyons.’ ‘Then we give them the shoot gun,’ says Xury, laughing, ‘make them run wey’; such English Xury spoke by conversing among us slaves. However, I was glad to see the boy so cheerful, and I gave him a dram (out of the patroon’s case of bottles) to chear him up. After all, Xury’s advice was good, and I took it. We dropt our little anchor and lay still all night; I say still, for we slept none! for in two or three hours we saw vast great creatures (we knew not what to call them) of many sorts, come down to the sea-shoar and run into the water, wallowing and washing themselves for the pleasure of cooling themselves; and they made such hideous howlings and yellings, that I never indeed heard the like.
  


  
    Xury was dreadfully frighted, and indeed so was I too; but we were both more frighted when we heard one of these mighty creatures come swimming towards our boat; we could not see him but we might hear him by his blowing to be a monstrous, huge, and furious beast; Xury said it was a lyon, and it might be so for ought I know; but poor Xury cryed to me to weigh anchor and row away. ‘No,’ says I, ‘Xury, we can slip our cable with the buoy to it and go off to sea, they cannot follow us far.’ I had no sooner said so, but I perceiv’d the creature (whatever it was) within two oars’ length, which something surprized me; however, I immediately stept to the cabbin-door, and taking up my gun fir’d at him, upon which he immediately turn’d about and swam towards the shoar again.
  


  
    But it is impossible to describe the horrible noises, and hideous cryes and howlings, that were raised, as well upon the edge of the shoar as higher within the country, upon the noise or report of the gun, a thing I have some reason to believe those creatures had never heard before. This convinc’d me that there was no going on shoar for us in the night upon that coast, and how to venture on shoar in the day was another question too; for to have fallen into the hands of any of the savages, had been as bad as to have fallen into the hands of lyons and tygers; at least we were equally apprehensive of the danger of it.
  


  
    Be that as it would, we were oblig’d to go on shoar somewhere or other for water, for we had not a pint left in the boat; when or where to get to it was the point. Xury said, if I would let him go on shoar with one of the jarrs, he would find if there was any water and bring some to me. I ask’d him why he would go; why I should not go and he stay in the boat; the boy answer’d with so much affection that made me love him ever after. Says he, ‘If wild mans come, they eat me, you go wey.’ ‘Well, Xury,’ said I, ‘we will both go, and if the wild mans come we will kill them, they shall eat neither of us.’ So I gave Xury a piece of rusk-bread to eat and a dram out of our patroon’s case of bottles which I mentioned before; and we hal’d the boat in as near the shoar as we thought was proper, and so waded on shoar, carrying nothing but our arms and two jarrs for water.
  


  
    I did not care to go out of sight of the boat, fearing the coming of canoes with savages down the river; but the boy seeing a low place about a mile up the country rambled to it; and by and by I saw him come running towards me. I thought he was pursued by some savage, or frighted with some wild beast, and I run forward towards him to help him, but when I came nearer to him, I saw something hanging over his shoulders which was a creature that he had shot, like a hare but different in colour, and longer legs; however, we were very glad of it, and it was very good meat; but the great joy that poor Xury came with, was to tell me he had found good water and seen no wild mans.
  


  
    But we found afterwards that we need not take such pains for water, for a little higher up the creek where we were, we found the water fresh when the tide was out, which flowed but a little way up; so we filled our jarrs and feasted on the hare we had killed, and prepared to go on our way, having seen no foot-steps of any humane creature in that part of the country.
  


  
    As I had been one voyage to this coast before, I knew very well that the islands of the Canaries, and the Cape de Verd Islands also, lay not far off from the coast. But as I had no instruments to take an observation to know what latitude we were in, and did not exactly know, or at least remember, what latitude they were in, I knew not where to look for them, or when to stand off to sea towards them; otherwise I might now easily have found some of these islands. But my hope was, that if I stood along this coast till I came to that part where the English traded, I should find some of their vessels upon their usual design of trade, that would relieve and take us in.
  


  
    By the best of my calculation, that place where I now was, must be that country which, lying between the Emperor of Morocco’s dominions and the negro’s, lies wast and uninhabited, except by wild beasts; the negroes having abandon’d it and gone farther south for fear of the Moors; and the Moors not thinking it worth inhabiting, by reason of its barrenness; and indeed both forsaking it because of the prodigious numbers of tygers, lyons, leopards, and other furious creatures which harbour there; so that the Moors use it for their hunting only, where they go like an army, two or three thousand men at a time; and indeed for near an hundred miles together upon this coast, we saw nothing but a vast uninhabited country by day, and heard nothing but howlings and roarings of wild beasts by night.
  


  
    Once or twice in the day time I thought I saw the Pico of Teneriffe, being the high top of the mountain Teneriffe in the Canaries, and had a great mind to venture out in hopes of reaching thither; but having tried twice I was forced in again by contrary winds, the sea also going too high for my little vessel, so I resolved to pursue my first design and keep along the shoar.
  


  
    Several times I was obliged to land for fresh water after we had left this place; and once in particular, being early in the morning, we came to an anchor under a little point of land which was pretty high, and the tide beginning to flow, we lay still to go farther in; Xury, whose eyes were more about him than it seems mine were, calls softly to me, and tells me that we had best go farther off the shoar; ‘for,’ says he, ‘look, yonder lies a dreadful monster on the side of that hillock fast asleep.’ I look’d where he pointed, and saw a dreadful monster indeed, for it was a terrible great lyon that lay on the side of the shoar, under the shade of a piece of the hill that hung as it were a little over him. ‘Xury,’ says I, ‘you shall go on shoar and kill him.’ Xury look’d frighted, and said, ‘Me kill! he eat me at one mouth’; one mouthful he meant; however, I said no more to the boy, but bad him lye still, and I took our biggest gun, which was almost musquet-bore, and loaded it with a good charge of powder and with two slugs, and laid it down; then I loaded another gun with two bullets, and the third, for we had three pieces, I loaded with five smaller bullets. I took the best aim I could with the first piece to have shot him in the head, but he lay so with his leg rais’d a little above his nose, that the slugs hit his leg about the knee, and broke the bone. He started up growling at first, but finding his leg broke fell down again, and then got up upon three legs and gave the most hideous roar that ever I heard. I was a little surpriz’d that I had not hit him on the head; however, I took up the second piece immediately, and tho’ he began to move off, fir’d again, and shot him into the head, and had the pleasure to see him drop, and make but little noise, but lay struggling for life. Then Xury took heart, and would have me let him go on shoar. ‘Well, go,’ said I; so the boy jump’d into the water, and taking a little gun in one hand swam to shoar with the other hand, and coming close to the creature, put the muzzle of the piece to his ear, and shot him into the head again, which dispatch’d him quite.
  


  
    This was game indeed to us, but this was no food, and I was very sorry to lose three charges of powder and shot upon a creature that was good for nothing to us. However, Xury said he would have some of him; so he comes on board, and ask’d me to give him the hatchet. ‘For what, Xury?’ said I. ‘Me cut off his head,’ said he. However, Xury could not cut off his head, but he cut off a foot and brought it with him, and it was a monstrous great one.
  


  
    I bethought my self, however, that perhaps the skin of him might one way or other be of some value to us, and I resolved to take off his skin if I could. So Xury and I went to work with him; but Xury was much the better workman at it, for I knew very ill how to do it. Indeed, it took us up both the whole day, but at last we got off the hide of him, and spreading it on the top of our cabbin, the sun effectually dried it in two days’ time, and it afterwards serv’d me to lye upon.
  


  
    After this stop we made on to the southward continually for ten or twelve days, living very sparing on our provisions, which began to abate very much, and going no oftner into the shoar than we were oblig’d to for fresh water; my design in this was to make the river Gambia or Senegall, that is to say, any where about the Cape de Verd, where I was in hopes to meet with some European ship, and if I did not, I knew not what course I had to take, but to seek out for the islands, or perish there among the negroes. I knew that all the ships from Europe, which sail’d either to the coast or Guiney, or to Brasil, or to the East-Indies, made this cape or those islands; and in a word, I put the whole of my fortune upon this single point, either that I must meet with some ship, or must perish.
  


  
    When I had pursued this resolution about ten days longer, as I have said, I began to see that the land was inhabited, and in two or three places as we sailed by, we saw people stand upon the shoar to look at us; we could also perceive they were quite black and stark-naked. I was once inclin’d to ha’ gone on shoar to them; but Xury was my better councellor, and said to me, ‘No go, no go’; however, I hal’d in nearer the shoar that I might talk to them, and I found they run along the shoar by me a good way; I observ’d they had no weapons in their hands, except one who had a long slender stick, which Xury said was a lance, and that they would throw them a great way with good aim; so I kept at a distance, but talk’d with them by signs as well as I could, and particularly made signs for some thing to eat. They beckon’d me to stop my boat, and that they would fetch me some meat; upon this I lower’d the top of my sail and lay by, and two of them run up into the country, and in less than half an hour came back and brought with them two pieces of dry flesh and some corn, such as is the produce of their country, but we neither knew what the one or the other was; however, we were willing to accept it, but how to come at it was our next dispute, for I was not for venturing on shore to them, and they were as much afraid of us; but they took a safe way for us all, for they brought it to the shore and laid it down, and went and stood a great way off till we fetch’d it on board, and then came close to us again.
  


  
    We made signs of thanks to them, for we had nothing to make them amends; but an opportunity offer’d that very instant to oblige them wonderfully, for while we were lying by the shore, came two mighty creatures, one pursuing the other (as we took it) with great fury, from the mountains towards the sea; whether it was the male pursuing the female, or whether they were in sport or in rage, we could not tell, any more than we could tell whether it was usual or strange, but I believe it was the latter; because in the first place, those ravenous creatures seldom appear but in the night; and in the second place, we found the people terribly frighted, especially the woman. The man that had the lance or dart did not fly from them, but the rest did; however, as the two creatures ran directly into the water, they did not seem to offer to fall upon any of the negroes, but plung’d themselves into the sea and swam about as if they had come for their diversion; at last one of them began to come nearer to our boat than at first I expected, but I lay ready for him, for I had loaded my gun with all possible expedition, and bad Xury load both the others; as soon as he came fairly within my reach, I fir’d, and shot him directly into the head; immediately he sunk down into the water, but rose instantly and plung’d up and down as if he was struggling for life; and so indeed he was. He immediately made to the shore, but between the wound, which was his mortal hurt, and the strangling of the water, he dyed just before he reach’d the shore.
  


  
    It is impossible to express the astonishment of these poor creatures at the noise and the fire of my gun; some of them were even ready to dye for fear, and fell down as dead with the very terror. But when they saw the creature dead and sunk in the water, and that I made signs to them to come to the shore, they took heart and came to the shore and began to search for the creature. I found him by his blood staining the water, and by the help of a rope which I slung round him and gave the negroes to hawl, they drag’d him on shore, and found that it was a most curious leopard, spotted and fine to an admirable degree, and the negroes held up their hands with admiration to think what it was I had kill’d him with.
  


  
    The other creature, frighted with the flash of fire and the noise of the gun, swam on shore, and ran up directly to the mountains from whence they came, nor could I at that distance know what it was. I found quickly the negroes were for eating the flesh of this creature, so I was willing to have them take it as a favour from me, which when I made signs to them that they might take him, they were very thankful for; immediately they fell to work with him, and tho’ they had no knife, yet with a sharpen’d piece of wood they took off his skin as readily and much more readily than we cou’d have done with a knife; they offer’d me some of the flesh, which I declined, making as if I would give it them, but made signs for the skin, which they gave me very freely, and brought me a great deal more of their provision, which tho’ I did not understand, yet I accepted; then I made signs to them for some water, and held out one of my jarrs to them, turning it bottom upward, to shew that it was empty, and that I wanted to have it filled. They call’d immediately to some of their friends, and there came two women and brought a great vessel made of earth, and burnt as I suppose in the sun; this they set down for me, as before, and I sent Xury on shore with my jarrs, and filled them all three. The women were as stark naked as the men.
  


  
    I was now furnished with roots and corn, such as it was, and water, and leaving my friendly negroes, I made forward for about eleven days more without offering to go near the shoar, till I saw the land run out a great length into the sea, at about the distance of four or five leagues before me, and the sea being very calm I kept a large offing to make this point; at length, doubling the point at about two leagues from the land, I saw plainly land on the other side to seaward; then I concluded, as it was most certain indeed, that this was the Cape de Verd, and those the islands call’d from thence Cape de Verd Islands. However, they were at a great distance, and I could not well tell what I had best to do, for if I should be taken with a fresh of wind I might neither reach one or other.
  


  
    In this dilemma, as I was very pensive, I stept into the cabbin and sat me down, Xury having the helm, when on a suddain the boy cry’d out, ‘Master, master, a ship with a sail,’ and the foolish boy was frighted out of his wits, thinking it must needs be some of his master’s ships sent to pursue us, when I knew we were gotten far enough out of their reach. I jump’d out of the cabbin, and immediately saw not only the ship, but what she was, viz. that it was a Portuguese ship, and as I thought was bound to the coast of Guinea for negroes. But when I observ’d the course she steer’d, I was soon convinc’d they were bound some other way, and did not design to come any nearer to the shoar; upon which I stretch’d out to sea as much as I could, resolving to speak with them if possible.
  


  
    With all the sail I could make, I found I should not be able to come in their way, but that they would be gone by, before I could make any signal to them; but after I had crowded to the utmost, and began to despair, they it seems saw me by the help of their perspective-glasses, and that it was some European boat, which as they supposed must belong to some ship that was lost, so they shortened sail to let me come up. I was encouraged with this, and as I had my patroon’s antient on board, I made a waft of it to them for a signal of distress, and fir’d a gun, both which they saw, for they told me they saw the smoke, tho’ they did not hear the gun; upon these signals they very kindly brought too, and lay by for me, and in about three hours time I came up with them.
  


  
    They ask’d me what I was, in Portuguese, and in Spanish, and in French, but I understood none of them; but at last a Scots sailor who was on board call’d to me, and I answer’d him, and told him I was an Englishman, that I had made my escape out of slavery from the Moors at Sallee; then they bad me come on board, and very kindly took me in, and all my goods.
  


  
    It was an inexpressible joy to me, that any one will believe, that I was thus deliver’d, as I esteem’d it, from such a miserable and almost hopeless condition as I was in, and I immediately offered all I had to the captain of the ship, as a return for my deliverance; but he generously told me he would take nothing from me, but that all I had should be deliver’d safe to me when I came to the Brasils, ‘for’ says he, ‘I have sav’d your life on no other terms than I would be glad to be saved my self, and it may one time or other be my lot to be taken up in the same condition; besides,’ said he, ‘when I carry you to the Brasils, so great a way from your own country, if I should take from you what you have, you will be starved there, and then I only take away that life I have given. No, no, Seignor Inglese,’ says he (Mr Englishman), ‘I will carry you thither in charity, and those things will help you to buy your subsistance there and your passage home again.’
  


  
    As he was charitable in his proposal, so he was just in the performance to a tittle, for he ordered the seamen that none should offer to touch any thing I had; then he took every thing into his own possession, and gave me back an exact inventory of them, that I might have them, even so much as my three earthen jarrs.
  


  
    As to my boat, it was a very good one, and that he saw, and told me he would buy it of me for the ship’s use, and ask’d me what I would have for it. I told him he had been so generous to me in every thing, that I could not offer to make any price of the boat, but left it entirely to him, upon which he told me he would give me a note of his hand to pay me 80 pieces of eight for it at Brasil, and when it came there, if any one offer’d to give more he would make it up; he offer’d me also 60 pieces of eight more for my boy Xury, which I was loath to take, not that I was not willing to let the captain have him, but I was very loath to sell the poor boy’s liberty, who had assisted me so faithfully in procuring my own. However, when I let him know my reason, he own’d it to be just, and offer’d me this medium, that he would give the boy an obligation to set him free in ten years, if he turn’d Christian; upon this, and Xury saying he was willing to go to him, I let the captain have him.
  


  
    We had a very good voyage to the Brasils, and arriv’d in the Bay de Todos los Santos, or All-Saints’ Bay, in about twenty-two days after. And now I was once more deliver’d from the most miserable of all conditions of life, and what to do next with my self I was now to consider.
  


  
    The generous treatment the captain gave me, I can never enough remember; he would take nothing of me for my passage, gave me twenty ducats for the leopard’s skin, and forty for the lyon’s skin which I had in my boat, and caused every thing I had in the ship to be punctually deliver’d me, and what I was willing to sell he bought, such as the case of bottles, two of my guns, and a piece of the lump of bees-wax, for I had made candles of the rest; in a word, I made about 220 pieces of eight of all my cargo, and with this stock I went on shoar in the Brasils.
  


  
    I had not been long here, but being recommended to the house of a good honest man like himself, who had an ingenio as they call it, that is, a plantation and a sugar-house, I lived with him some time, and acquainted my self by that means with the manner of their planting and making of sugar; and seeing how well the planters liv’d, and how they grew rich suddenly, I resolv’d, if I could get licence to settle there, I would turn planter among them, resolving in the mean time to find out some way to get my money which I had left in London remitted to me. To this purpose getting a kind of a letter of naturalization, I purchased as much land that was uncur’d as my money would reach, and form’d a plan for my plantation and settlement, and such a one as might be suitable to the stock which I proposed to myself to receive from England.
  


  
    I had a neighbour, a Portugueze of Lisbon, but born of English parents, whose name was Wells, and in much such circumstances as I was. I call him my neighbour, because his plantation lay next to mine, and we went on very sociably together. My stock was but low as well as his; and we rather planted for food than any thing else, for about two years. However, we began to increase, and our land began to come into order; so that the third year we planted some tobacco, and made each of us a large piece of ground ready for planting canes in the year to come; but we both wanted help, and now I found more than before, I had done wrong in parting with my boy Xury.
  


  
    But alas! for me to do wrong that never did right, was no great wonder. I had no remedy but to go on; I was gotten into an employment quite remote to my genius, and directly contrary to the life I delighted in, and for which I forsook my father’s house and broke thro’ all his good advice; nay, I was coming into the very middle station, or upper degree of low life, which my father advised me to before; and which if I resolved to go on with, I might as well ha’ staid at home, and never have fatigu’d my self in the world as I had done; and I used often to say to my self, I could ha’ done this as well in England among my friends, as ha’ gone 5,000 miles off to do it among strangers and savages in a wilderness, and at such a distance as never to hear from any part of the world that had the least knowledge of me.
  


  
    In this manner I used to look upon my condition with the utmost regret. I had no body to converse with but now and then this neighbour; no work to be done but by the labour of my hands; and I used to say I liv’d just like a man cast away upon some desolate island, that has no body there but himself. But how just has it been, and how should all men reflect, that when they compare their present conditions with others that are worse, Heaven may oblige them to make the exchange, and be convinc’d of their former felicity by their experience; I say, how just has it been, that the truly solitary life I reflected on in an island of meer desolation should be my lot, who had so often unjustly compar’d it with the life which I then led, in which had I continued, I had in all probability been exceeding prosperous and rich.
  


  
    I was in some degree settled in my measures for carrying on the plantation, before my kind friend, the captain of the ship that took me up at sea, went back; for the ship remained there in providing his loading, and preparing for his voyage, near three months, when telling him what little stock I had left behind me in London, he gave me this friendly and sincere advice: ‘Seignior Inglese,’ said he, for so he always called me, ‘if you will give me letters, and a procuration here in form to me, with orders to person who has your money in London, to send your effects to Lisbon, to such persons as I shall direct, and in such goods as are proper for this country, I will bring you the produce of them, God willing, at my return; but since human affairs are all subject to changes and disasters, I would have you give orders but for one hundred pounds sterling, which you say is half your stock, and let the hazard be run for the first; so that if it come safe, you may order the rest the same way; and if it miscarry, you may have the other half to have recourse to for your supply.’
  


  
    This was so wholesom advice, and look’d so friendly, that I could not but be convinc’d it was the best course I could take; so I accordingly prepared letters to the gentlewoman with whom I had left my money, and a procuration to the Portuguese captain, as he desired.
  


  
    I wrote the English captain’s widow a full account of all my adventures, my slavery, escape, and how I had met with the Portugal captain at sea, the humanity of his behaviour, and in what condition I was now in, with all other necessary directions for my supply; and when this honest captain came to Lisbon, he found means by some of the English merchants there, to send over not the order only, but a full account of my story to a merchant at London, who represented it effectually to her; whereupon she not only delivered the money, but out of her own pocket sent the Portugal captain a very handsom present for his humanity and charity to me.
  


  
    The merchant in London, vesting this hundred pounds in English goods, such as the captain had writ for, sent them directly to him at Lisbon, and he brought them all safe to me to the Brasils, among which, without my direction (for I was too young in my business to think of them), he had taken care to have all sorts of tools, iron-work, and utensils necessary for my plantation, and which were of great use to me.
  


  
    When this cargo arrived, I thought my fortunes made, for I was surprised with the joy of it; and my good steward the captain had laid out the five pounds which my friend had sent him for a present for himself, to purchase and bring me over a servant under bond for six years’ service, and would not accept of any consideration, except a little tobacco, which I would have him accept, being of my own produce.
  


  
    Neither was this all; but my goods being all English manufactures, such as cloath, stuffs, bays, and things particularly valuable and desirable in the country, I found means to sell them to a very great advantage; so that I might say I had more than four times the value of my first cargo, and was now infinitely beyond my poor neighbour, I mean in the advancement of my plantation; for the first thing I did, I bought me a negro slave, and an European servant also; I mean another besides that which the captain brought me from Lisbon.
  


  
    But as abus’d prosperity is oftentimes made the very means of our greatest adversity, so was it with me. I went on the next year with great success in my plantation. I raised fifty great rolls of tobacco on my own ground, more than I had disposed of for necessaries among my neighbours; and these fifty rolls being each of above a 100 wt. were well cur’d and laid by against the return of the fleet from Lisbon: and now increasing in business and in wealth, my head began to be full of projects and undertakings beyond my reach; such as are indeed often the ruine of the best heads in business.
  


  
    Had I continued in the station I was now in, I had room for all the happy things to have yet befallen me, for which my father so earnestly recommended a quiet retired life, and of which he had so sensibly describ’d the middle station of life to be full of; but other things attended me, and I was still to be the wilful agent of all my own miseries; and particularly to encrease my fault and double the reflections upon my self, which in my future sorrows I should have leisure to make; all these miscarriages were procured by my apparent obstinate adhering to my foolish inclination of wandring abroad and pursuing that inclination, in contradiction to the clearest views of doing my self good in a fair and plain pursuit of those prospects and those measures of life which nature and Providence concurred to present me with, and to make my duty.
  


  
    As I had once done thus in my breaking away from my parents, so I could not be content now, but I must go and leave the happy view I had of being a rich and thriving man in my new plantation, only to pursue a rash and immoderate desire of rising faster than the nature of the thing admitted; and thus I cast my self down again into the deepest gulph of human misery that ever man fell into, or perhaps could be consistent with life and a state of health in the world.
  


  
    To come then by the just degrees to the particulars of this part of my story; you may suppose, that having now lived almost four years in the Brasils, and beginning to thrive and prosper very well upon my plantation, I had not only learn’d the language, but had contracted acquaintance and friendship among my fellow-planters, as well as among the merchants at St Salvadore, which was our port; and that in my discourses among them, I had frequently given them an account of my two voyages to the coast of Guinea, the manner of trading with the negroes there, and how easy it was to purchase upon the coast, for trifles, such as beads, toys, knives, scissars, hatchets, bits of glass, and the like, not only gold dust, Guinea grains, elephants’ teeth, &c., but negroes, for the service of the Brasils, in great numbers.
  


  
    They listened always very attentively to my discourses on these heads, but especially to that part which related to the buying negroes, which was a trade at that time not only not far entered into, but as far as it was, had been carried on by the assiento’s, or permission of the kings of Spain and Portugal, and engross’d in the publick, so that few negroes were brought, and those excessive dear.
  


  
    It happen’d, being in company with some merchants and planters of my acquaintance, and talking of those things very earnestly, three of them came to me the next morning, and told me they had been musing very much upon what I had discoursed with them of, the last night, and they came to make a secret proposal to me; and after enjoining me secrecy, they told me that they had a mind to fit out a ship to go to Guinea, that they had all plantations as well as I, and were straiten’d for nothing so much as servants; that as it was a trade that could not be carried on, because they could not publickly sell the negroes when they came home, so they desired to make but one voyage, to bring the negroes on shoar privately, and divide them among their own plantations; and in a word, the question was, whether I would go their super-cargo in the ship to manage the trading part-upon the coast of Guinea. And they offer’d me that I should have my equal share of the negroes without providing any part of the stock.
  


  
    This was a fair proposal, it must be confess’d, had it been made to any one that had not had a settlement and plantation of his own to look after, which was in a fair way of coming to be very considerable, and with a good stock upon it. But for me that was thus entered and established, and had nothing to do but go on as I had begun for three or four years more, and to have sent for the other hundred pound from England, and who in that time, and with that little addition, could scarce ha’ fail’d of being worth three or four thousand pounds sterling, and that encreasing too; for me to think of such a voyage, was the most preposterous thing that ever man in such circumstances could be guilty of.
  


  
    But I that was born to be my own destroyer, could no more resist the offer than I could restrain my first rambling designs, when my father’s good counsel was lost upon me. In a word, I told them I would go with all my heart, if they would undertake to look after my plantation in my absence, and would dispose of it to such as I should direct if I miscarry’d. This they all engag’d to do, and entred into writings or covenants to do so; and I made a formal will, disposing of my plantation and effects, in case of my death, making the captain of the ship that had sav’d my life, as before, my universal heir, but obliging him to dispose of my effects as I had directed in my will, one half of the produce being to himself, and the other to be ship’d to England.
  


  
    In short, I took all possible caution to preserve my effects, and keep up my plantation; had I used half as much prudence to have look’d into my own intrest, and have made a judgment of what I ought to have done and not to have done, I had certainly never gone away from so prosperous an undertaking, leaving all the probable views of a thriving circumstance, and gone upon a voyage to sea, attended with all its common hazards; to say nothing of the reasons I had to expect particular misfortunes to my self.
  


  
    But I was hurried on, and obey’d blindly the dictates of my fancy rather than my reason; and accordingly the ship being fitted out, and the cargo furnished, and all things done as by agreement, by my partners in the voyage, I went on board in an evil hour, the first of September, 1659, being the same day eight year that I went from my father and mother at Hull, in order to act the rebel to their authority, and the fool to my own interest.
  


  
    Our ship was about 120 tun burthen, carried 6 guns and 14 men, besides the master, his boy, and my self; we had on board no large cargo of goods, except of toys as were fit for our trade with the negroes, such as beads, bits of glass, shells, and odd trifles, especially little looking-glasses, knives, scissars, hatchets, and the like.
  


  
    The same day I went on board we set sail, standing away to the northward upon our own coast, with design to stretch over for the Affrican coast, when they came about 10 or 12 degrees of northern latitude, which it seems was the manner of their course in those days. We had very good weather, only excessive hot, all the way upon our own coast, till we came the height of Cape St Augustino, from whence keeping farther off at sea we lost sight of land, and steer’d as if we was bound for the isle Fernand de Noronha, holding our course N.E. by N. and leaving those isles on the east; in this course we past the line in about 12 days’ time, and were by our last observation in 7 degrees 22 min. northern latitude, when a violent tournado or hurricane took us quite out of our knowledge; it began from the south-east, came about to the north-west, and then settled into the north-east, from whence it blew in such a terrible manner, that for twelve days together we could do nothing but drive, and scudding away before it, let it carry us whither ever fate and the fury of the winds directed; and during these twelve days, I need not say that I expected every day to be swallowed up, nor indeed did any in the ship expect to save their lives.
  


  
    In this distress, we had, besides the terror of the storm, one of our men dyed of the calenture, and one man and the boy wash’d over board; about the 12th day the weather abating a little, the master made an observation as well as he could, and found that he was in about 11 degrees north latitude, but that he was 22 degrees of longitude difference west from Cape St Augustino; so that he found he was gotten upon the coast of Guinea, or the north part of Brasil, beyond the river Amozones, toward that of the river Oronoque, commonly call’d the Great River, and began to consult with me what course he should take, for the ship was leaky and very much disabled, and he was going directly back to the coast of Brasil.
  


  
    I was positively against that, and looking over the charts of the seacoast of America with him, we concluded there was no inhabited country for us to have recourse to, till we came within the circle of the Carribbe-Islands, and therefore resolved to stand away from Barbadoes, which by keeping off at sea, to avoid the indraft of the bay or gulph of Mexico, we might easily perform, as we hoped, in about fifteen days’ sail; whereas we could not possibly make our voyage to the coast of Affrica without some assistance, both to our ship and to our selves.
  


  
    With this design we chang’d our course and steer’d away N.W. by W. in order to reach some of our English islands, where I hoped for relief; but our voyage was otherwise determined, for being in the latitude of 12 deg. 18 min. a second storm came upon us, which carry’d us away with the same impetuosity westward, and drove us so out of the very way of all humane commerce, that had all our lives been saved, as to the sea, we were rather in danger of being devoured by savages than ever returning to our own country.
  


  
    In this distress, the wind still blowing very hard, one of our men early in the morning cry’d out, ‘Land!’ and we had no sooner run out of the cabbin to look out in hopes of seeing where abouts in the world we were, but the ship struck upon a sand, and in a moment, her motion being so stopp’d, the sea broke over her in such a manner that we expected we should all have perish’d immediately, and we were immediately driven into our close quarters to shelter us from the very foam and sprye of the sea.
  


  
    It is not easy for any one, who has not been in the like condition, to describe or conceive the consternation of men in such circumstances; we knew nothing where we were, or upon what land it was we were driven, whether an island or the main, whether inhabited or not inhabited; and as the rage of the wind was still great, tho’ rather less than at first, we could not so much as hope to have the ship hold many minutes without breaking in pieces, unless the winds by a kind of miracle should turn immediately about. In a word, we sat looking upon one another, and expecting death every moment, and every man acting accordingly, as preparing for another world, for there was little or nothing more for us to do in this; that which was our present comfort, and all the comfort we had was, that contrary to our expectation the ship did not break yet, and that the master said the wind began to abate.
  


  
    Now tho’ we thought that the wind did a little abate, yet the ship having thus struck upon the sand, and sticking too fast for us to expect her getting off, we were in a dreadful condition indeed, and had nothing to do but to think of saving our lives as well as we could; we had a boat at our stern just before the storm, but she was first stav’d by dashing against the ship’s rudder, and in the next place she broke away, and either sunk or was driven off to sea, so there was no hope from her; we had another boat on board, but how to get her off into the sea was a doubtful thing; however, there was no room to debate, for we fancy’d the ship would break in pieces every minute, and some told us she was actually broken already.
  


  
    In this distress the mate of our vessel lays hold of the boat, and with the help of the rest of the men, they got her slung over the ship’s-side, and getting all into her, let go, and committed our selves, being eleven in number, to God’s mercy and the wild sea; for tho’ the storm was abated considerably, yet the sea went dreadful high upon the shore, and might well be call’d den wild zee as the Dutch call the sea in a storm.
  


  
    And now our case was very dismal indeed; for we all saw plainly, that the sea went so high that the boat could not live, and that we should be inevitably drowned. As to making sail, we had none, nor, if we had, could we ha’ done any thing with it: so we work’d at the oar towards the land, tho’ with heavy hearts, like men going to execution; for we all knew that when the boat came nearer the shore, she would be dash’d in a thousand pieces by the breach of the sea. However, we committed our souls to God in the most earnest manner, and the wind driving us towards the shore, we hasten’d our destruction with our own hands, pulling as well as we could towards land.
  


  
    What the shore was, whether rock or sand, whether steep or shoal, we knew not; the only hope that could rationally give us the least shadow of expectation, was, if we might happen into some bay or gulph, or the mouth of some river, where by great chance we might have run our boat in, or got under the lee of the land, and perhaps made smooth water. But there was nothing of this appeared; but as we made nearer and nearer the shore, the land look’d more frightful than the sea.
  


  
    After we had row’d, or rather driven, about a league and a half, as we reckon’d it, a raging wave, mountain-like, came rowling a-stern of us, and plainly bad us expect the coup de grace. In a word, it took us with such a fury, that it overset the boat at once; and separating us as well from the boat as from one another, gave us not time hardly to say, O God! for we were all swallowed up in a moment.
  


  
    Nothing can describe the confusion of thought which I felt when I sunk into the water; for tho’ I swam very well, yet I could not deliver my self from the waves so as to draw breath, till that wave having driven me, or rather carried me a vast way on towards the shore, and having spent it self, went back, and left me upon the land almost dry, but half-dead with the water I took in. I had so much presence of mind as well as breath left, that seeing my self nearer the main land than I expected, I got upon my feet, and endeavoured to make on towards the land as fast as I could, before another wave should return, and take me up again. But I soon found it was impossible to avoid it; for I saw the sea come after me as high as a great hill, and as furious as an enemy which I had no means or strength to contend with; my business was to hold my breath, and raise my self upon the water, if I could; and so by swimming to preserve my breathing, and pilot my self towards the shore, if possible; my greatest concern now being, that the sea, as it would carry me a great way towards the shore when it came on, might not carry me back again with it when it gave back towards the sea.
  


  
    The wave that came upon me again, buried me at once 20 or 30 foot deep in its own body; and I could feel my self carried with a mighty force and swiftness towards the shore a very great way; but I held my breath, and assisted my self to swim still forward with all my might. I was ready to burst with holding my breath, when, as I felt my self rising up, so to my immediate relief, I found my head and hands shoot out above the surface of the water; and tho’ it was not two seconds of time that I could keep my self so, yet it reliev’d me greatly, gave me breath and new courage. I was covered again with water a good while, but not so long but I held it out; and finding the water had spent it self, and began to return, I strook forward against the return of the waves, and felt ground again with my feet. I stood still a few moments to recover breath, and till the water went from me, and then took to my heels, and run with what strength I had farther towards the shore. But neither would this deliver me from the fury of the sea, which came pouring in after me again, and twice more I was lifted up by the waves and carried forwards as before, the shore being very flat.
  


  
    The last time of these two had well near been fatal to me; for the sea having hurried me along as before, landed me, or rather dash’d me against a piece of a rock, and that with such force as it left me senseless, and indeed helpless as to my own deliverance; for the blow taking my side and breast, beat the breath as it were quite out of my body; and had it returned again immediately, I must have been strangled in the water; but I recover’d a little before the return of the waves, and seeing I should be cover’d again with the water, I resolv’d to hold fast by a piece of the rock, and so to hold my breath, if possible, till the wave went back; now as the waves were not so high as at first, being nearer land, I held my hold till the wave abated, and then fetch’d another run, which brought me so near the shore, that the next wave, tho’ it went over me, yet did not so swallow me up as to carry me away, and the next run I took, I got to the main land, where, to my great comfort, I clamber’d up the clifts of the shore and sat me down upon the grass, free from danger, and quite out of the reach of the water.
  


  
    I was now landed and safe on shore, and began to look up and thank God that my life was sav’d in a case wherein there was some minutes before scarce any room to hope. I believe it is impossible to express to the life what the extasies and transports of the soul are, when it is so sav’d, as I may say, out of the very grave; and I do not wonder now at that custom, viz. that when a malefactor who has the halter about his neck, is tyed up, and just going to be turn’d off, and has a reprieve brought to him; I say, I do not wonder that they bring a surgeon with it, to let him blood that very moment they tell him of it, that the surprise may not drive the animal spirits from the heart, and overwhelm him:
  


  
    For sudden joys, like griefs, confound at first.
  


  
    I walk’d about on the shore, lifting up my hands, and my whole being, as I may say, wrapt up in the contemplation of my deliverance, making a thousand gestures and motions which I cannot describe, reflecting upon all my comrades that were drown’d, and that there should not be one soul sav’d but my self; for, as for them, I never saw them afterwards, or any sign of them, except three of their hats, one cap, and two shoes that were not fellows.
  


  
    I cast my eyes to the stranded vessel, when the breach and froth of the sea being so big, I could hardly see it, it lay so far off, and considered, Lord! how was it possible I could get on shore?
  


  
    After I had solac’d my mind with the comfortable part of my condition, I began to look round me to see what kind of place I was in, and what was next to be done, and I soon found my comforts abate, and that in a word I had a dreadful deliverance; for I was wet, had no clothes to shift me, nor any thing either to eat or drink to comfort me, neither did I see any prospect before me, but that of perishing with hunger, or being devour’d by wild beasts; and that which was particularly afflicting to me was that I had no weapon either to hunt and kill any creature for my sustenance, or to defend my self against any other creature that might desire to kill me for theirs. In a word, I had nothing about me but a knife, a tobacco-pipe, and a little tobacco in a box; this was all my provision, and this threw me into terrible agonies of mind, that for a while I run about like a mad-man. Night coming upon me, I began with a heavy heart to consider what would be my lot if there were any ravenous beasts in that country, seeing at night they always come abroad for their prey.
  


  
    All the remedy that offer’d to my thoughts at that time was to get up into a thick bushy tree like a firr, but thorny, which grew near me, and where I resolv’d to sit all night, and consider the next day what death I should dye, for as yet I saw no prospect of life; I walk’d about a furlong from the shore, to see if I could find any fresh water to drink, which I did, to my great joy; and having drank and put a little tobacco in my mouth to prevent hunger, I went to the tree, and getting up into it, endeavour’d to place my self so as that if I should sleep I might not fall; and having cut me a short stick, like a truncheon, for my defence, I took up my lodging, and having been excessively fatigu’d, I fell fast asleep and slept as comfortably as, I believe, few could have done in my condition, and found my self the most refresh’d with it that I think I ever was on such an occasion.
  


  
    When I wak’d it was broad day, the weather clear, and the storm abated, so that the sea did not rage and swell as before: but that which surpris’d me most was that the ship was lifted off in the night from the sand where she lay, by the swelling of the tyde, and was driven up almost as far as the rock which I first mention’d, where I had been so bruis’d by the dashing me against it; this being within about a mile from the shore where I was, and the ship seeming to stand upright still, I wish’d my self on board, that, at least, I might save some necessary things for my use.
  


  
    When I came down from my appartment in the tree, I look’d about me again, and the first thing I found was the boat, which lay as the wind and the sea had toss’d her up upon the land, about two miles on my right hand. I walk’d as far as I could upon the shore to have got to her, but found a neck or inlet of water between me and the boat, which was about half a mile broad, so I came back for the present, being more intent upon getting at the ship, where I hop’d to find something for my present subsistence.
  


  
    A little after noon I found the sea very calm, and the tyde ebb’d so far out that I could come within a quarter of a mile of the ship; and here I found a fresh renewing of my grief, for I saw evidently, that if we had kept on board, we had been all safe, that is to say, we had all got safe on shore, and I had not been so miserable as to be left entirely destitute of all comfort and company, as I now was; this forc’d tears from my eyes again, but as there was little relief in that, I resolv’d, if possible, to get to the ship, so I pull’d off my clothes, for the weather was hot to extremity, and took the water, but when I came to the ship, my difficulty was still greater to know how to get on board, for as she lay a ground, and high out of the water, there was nothing-within my reach to lay hold of. I swam round her twice, and the second time I spy’d a small piece of a rope, which I wonder’d I did not see at first, hang down by the fore-chains so low, as that with great difficulty I got hold of it, and by the help of that rope, got up into the forecastle of the ship. Here I found that the ship was bulg’d, and had a great deal of water in her hold, but that she lay so on the side of a bank of hard sand, or rather earth, that her stern lay lifted up upon the bank, and her head low almost to the water; by this means all her quarter was free, and all that was in that part was dry; for you may be sure my first work was to search and to see what was spoil’d and what was free; and first I found that all the ship’s provisions were dry and untouch’d by the water, and being very well dispos’d to eat, I went to the bread-room and fill’d my pockets with bisket, and eat it as I went about other things, for I had no time to lose; I also found some rum in the great cabbin, of which I took a large dram, and which I had indeed need enough of to spirit me for what was before me. Now I wanted nothing but a boat to furnish my self with many things which I foresaw would be very necessary to me.
  


  
    It was in vain to sit still and wish for what was not to be had, and this extremity rouz’d my application. We had several spare yards, and two or three large sparrs of wood, and a spare top-mast or two in the ship; I resolv’d to fall to work with these, and I flung as many of them over board as I could manage for their weight, tying-every one with a rope that they might not drive away; when this was done I went down the ship’s side, and pulling them to me, I ty’d four of them fast together at both ends as well as I could, in the form of a raft, and laying two or three short pieces of plank upon them crossways, I found I could walk upon it very well, but that it was not able to bear any great weight, the pieces being too light; so I went to work, and with the carpenter’s saw I cut a spare top-mast into three lengths, and added them to my raft, with a great deal of labour and pains; but hope of furnishing my self with necessaries encourag’d me to go beyond what I should have been able to have done upon another occasion.
  


  
    My raft was now strong enough to bear any reasonable weight; my next care was what to load it with, and how to preserve what I laid upon it from the surf of the sea, but I was not long considering this. I first laid all the planks or boards upon it that I could get, and having consider’d well what I most wanted, I first got three of the seamen’s chests, which I had broken open and empty’d, and lower’d them down upon my raft; the first of these I fill’d with provision, viz. bread, rice, three Dutch cheeses, five pieces of dry’d goat’s flesh, which we liv’d much upon, and a little remainder of European corn which had been laid by for some fowls which we brought to sea with us, but the fowls were kill’d; there had been some barly and wheat together, but, to my great disappointment, I found afterwards that the rats had eaten or spoil’d it all; as for liquors, I found several cases of bottles belonging to our skipper, in which were some cordial waters, and in all about five or six gallons of rack; these I stow’d by themselves, there being no need to put them into the chest, nor no room for them. While I was doing this, I found the tyde began to flow, tho’ very calm, and I had the mortification to see my coat, shirt, and wastcoat which I had left on shore upon the sand, swim away; as for my breeches, which were only linnen and open knee’d, I swam on board in them and my stockings. However, this put me upon rummaging for clothes, of which I found enough, but took no more than I wanted for present use, for I had other things which my eye was more upon, as first tools to work with on shore, and it was after long searching that I found out the carpenter’s chest, which was indeed a very useful prize to me, and much more valuable than a ship loading of gold would have been at that time; I got it down to my raft, even whole as it was, without losing time to look into it, for I knew in general what it contain’d.
  


  
    My next care was for some ammunition and arms; there were two very good fowling-pieces in the great cabbin, and two pistols; these I secur’d first, with some powder-horns, and a small bag of shot, and two old rusty swords; I knew there were three barrels of powder in the ship, but knew not where our gunner had stow’d them, but with much search I found them, two of them dry and good, the third had taken water; those two I got to my raft, with the arms; and now I thought my self pretty well freighted, and began to think how I should get to shore with them, having neither sail, oar, or rudder, and the least cap full of wind would have overset all my navigation.
  


  
    I had three encouragements: 1, a smooth calm sea; 2, the tide rising, and setting it to the shore; 3, what little wind there was blew me towards the land; and thus, having found two or three broken oars belonging to the boat, and besides the tools which were in the chest, I found two saws, an axe, and a hammer, and with this cargo I put to sea. For a mile, or thereabouts, my raft went very well, only that I found it drive a little distant from the place where I had landed before, by which I perceiv’d that there was some indraft of the water, and consequently I hop’d to find some creek or river there, which I might make use of as a port to get to land with my cargo.
  


  
    As I imagin’d, so it was, there appear’d before me a little opening of the land, and I found a strong current of the tide set into it, so I guided my raft as well as I could to keep in the middle of the stream. But here I had like to have suffer’d a second shipwreck, which, if I had, I think verily would have broke my heart, for knowing nothing of the coast, my raft run a-ground at one end of it upon a shoal, and not being a-ground at the other end, it wanted but a little that all my cargo had slip’d off towards that end that was a-float, and so fall’n into the water. I did my utmost by setting my back against the chests to keep them in their places, but could not thrust off the raft with all my strength, neither durst I stir from the posture I was in, but holding up the chests with all my might, stood in that manner near half an hour, in which time the rising of the water brought me a little more upon a level, and a little after, the water still rising, my raft floated again, and I thrust her off with the oar I had into the channel, and then driving up higher, I at length found my self in the mouth of a little river, with land on both sides, and a strong current or tide running up. I look’d on both sides for a proper place to get to shore, for I was not willing to be driven too high up the river, hoping in time to see some ship at sea, and therefore resolv’d to place my self as near the coast as I could.
  


  
    At length I spy’d a little cove on the right shore of the creek, to which with great pain and difficulty I guided my raft, and at last got so near, as that, reaching ground with my oar, I could thrust her directly in; but here I had like to have dipt all my cargo in the sea again; for that shore lying pretty steep, that is to say sloping, there was no place to land but where one end of my float, if it run on shore, would lie so high, and the other sink lower as before, that it would endanger my cargo again. All that I could do was to wait ’till the tide was at the highest, keeping the raft with my oar like an anchor to hold the side of it fast to the shore, near a flat piece of ground, which I expected the water would flow over; and so it did. As soon as I found water enough, for my raft drew about a foot of water, I thrust her on upon that flat piece of ground, and there fasten’d or mor’d her by sticking my two broken oars into the ground, one on one side near one end, and one on the other side near the other end; and thus I lay ’till the water ebb’d away, and left my raft and all my cargo safe on shore.
  


  
    My next work was to view the country, and seek a proper place for my habitation, and where to stow my goods to secure them from whatever might happen; where I was, I yet knew not, whether on the continent or on an island, whether inhabited or not inhabited, whether in danger of wild beasts or not. There was a hill not above a mile from me, which rose up very steep and high, and which seem’d to over-top some other hills, which lay as in a ridge from it northward; I took out one of the fowling pieces, and one of the pistols, and an horn of powder, and thus arm’d I travell’d for discovery up to the top of that hill, where after I had with great labour and difficulty got to the top, I saw my fate to my great affliction, viz. that I was in an island environ’d every way with the sea, no land to be seen, except some rocks which lay a great way off, and two small islands less than this, which lay about three leagues to the west.
  


  
    I found also that the island I was in was barren, and, as I saw good reason to believe, un-inhabited, except by wild beasts, of whom however I saw none, yet I saw abundance of fowls, but knew not their kinds, neither when I kill’d them could I tell what was fit for food, and what not; at my coming back, I shot at a great bird which I saw sitting upon a tree on the side of a great wood. I believe it was the first gun that had been fir’d there since the creation of the world; I had no sooner fir’d, but from all the parts of the wood there arose an innumerable number of fowls of many sorts, making a confus’d screaming, and crying every one according to his usual note; but not one of them of any kind that I knew. As for the creature I kill’d, I took it to be a kind of a hawk, its colour and beak resembling it, but had no talons or claws more than common; its flesh was carrion, and fit for nothing.
  


  
    Contented with this discovery, I came back to my raft, and fell to work to bring my cargoe on shore, which took me up the rest of that day, and what to do with my self at night I knew not, nor indeed where to rest; for I was afraid to lie down on the ground, not knowing but some wild beast might devour me, tho’, as I afterwards found, there was really no need for those fears.
  


  
    However, as well as I could, I barricado’d my self round with the chests and boards that I had brought on shore, and made a kind of a hut for that night’s lodging; as for food, I yet saw not which way to supply my self, except that I had seen two or three creatures like hares run out of the wood where I shot the fowl.
  


  
    I now began to consider that I might yet get a great many things out of the ship, which would be useful to me, and particularly some of the rigging, and sails, and such other things as might come to land, and I resolv’d to make another voyage on board the vessel, if possible; and as I knew that the first storm that blew must necessarily break her all in pieces, I resolv’d to set all other things apart, ’till I got every thing out of the ship that I could get; then I call’d a council, that is to say, in my thoughts, whether I should take back the raft, but this appear’d impracticable; so I resolv’d to go as before, when the tide was down, and I did so, only that I stripp’d before I went from my hut, having nothing on but a chequer’d shirt, and a pair of linnen drawers, and a pair of pumps on my feet.
  


  
    I got on board the ship, as before, and prepar’d a second raft, and having had experience of the first, I neither made this so unweildy, or loaded it so hard, but yet I brought away several things very useful to me; as first, in the carpenter’s stores I found two or three bags full of nails and spikes, a great skrewjack, a dozen or two of hatchets, and above all, that most useful thing call’d a grindstone; all these I secur’d together, with several things belonging to the gunner, particularly two or three iron crows, and two barrels of musquet bullets, seven musquets, and another fowling piece, with some small quantity of powder more, a large bag full of small shot, and a great roll of sheet lead. But this last was so heavy I could not hoise it up to get it over the ship’s side.
  


  
    Besides these things, I took all the men’s cloaths that I could find, and a spare fore-top-sail, a hammock, and some bedding; and with this I loaded my second raft, and brought them all safe on shore to my very great comfort.
  


  
    I was under some apprehensions during my absence from the land, that at least my provisions might be devour’d on shore; but when I came back, I found no sign of any visitor, only there sat a creature like a wild cat upon one of the chests, which when I came towards it, ran away a little distance, and then stood still; she sat very compos’d and unconcern’d, and look’d full in my face, as if she had a mind to be acquainted with me. I presented my gun at her, but as she did not understand it, she was perfectly unconcern’d at it, nor did she offer to stir away; upon which I toss’d her a bit of bisket, tho’ by the way I was not very free of it, for my store was not great. However, I spar’d her a bit, I say, and she went to it, smell’d of it, and ate it, and look’d (as pleas’d) for more, but I thanked her, and could spare no more, so she march’d off.
  


  
    Having got my second cargoe on shore, tho’ I was fain to open the barrels of powder and bring them by parcels, for they were too heavy, being large casks, I went to work to make me a little tent with the sail and some poles which I cut for that purpose, and into this tent I brought every thing that I knew would spoil, either with rain or sun, and I piled all the empty chests and casks up in a circle round the tent, to fortify it from any sudden attempt, either from man or beast.
  


  
    When I had done this I block’d up the door of the tent with some boards within, and an empty chest set up on end without, and spreading one of the beds upon the ground, laying my two pistols just at my head, and my gun at length by me, I went to bed for the first time, and slept very quietly all night, for I was very weary and heavy, for the night before I had slept little, and had labour’d very hard all day, as well to fetch all those things from the ship, as to get them on shore.
  


  
    I had the biggest maggazin of all kinds now that ever were laid up, I believe, for one man, but I was not satisfy’d still; for while the ship sat upright in that posture, I thought I ought to get every thing out of her that I could; so ever day at low water I went on board, and brought away some thing or other. But particularly the third time I went, I brought away as much of the rigging as I could, as also all the small ropes and rope-twine I could get, with a piece of spare canvass, which was to mend the sails upon occasion, the barrel of wet gunpowder: in a word, I brought away all the sails first and last, only that I was fain to cut them in pieces, and bring as much at a time as I could; for they were no more useful to be sails, but as meer canvass only.
  


  
    But that which comforted me more still, was that at last of all, after I had made five or six voyages as these, and thought I had nothing more to expect from the ship that was worth any medling with; I say, after all this, I found a great hogshead of bread and three large runlets of rum or spirits, and a box of sugar, and a barrel of fine flower; this was surprizing to me, because I had given over expecting any more provisions, except what was spoil’d by the water: I soon empty’d the hogshead of that bread, and wrapt it up parcel by parcel in pieces of the sails, which I cut out; and in a word, I got all this safe on shore also.
  


  
    The next day I made another voyage; and now having plunder’d the ship of what was portable and fit to hand out, I began with the cables; and cutting the great cable into pieces, such as I could move, I got two cables and a hawser on shore, with all the iron work I could get; and having cut down the spritsail-yard, and the missen-yard, and every thing I could to make a large raft, I loaded it with all those heavy goods, and came away. But my good luck began now to leave me; for this raft was so unweildy, and so overloaden, that after I was enter’d the little cove, where I had landed the rest of my goods, not being able to guide it so handily as I did the other, it overset, and threw me and all my cargoe into the water; as for my self it was no great harm, for I was near the shore; but as to my cargoe, it was great part of it lost, especially the iron, which I expected would have been of great use to me. However, when the tide was out, I got most of the pieces of cable ashore, and some of the iron, tho’ with infinite labour; for I was fain to dip for it into the water, a work which fatigu’d me very much. After this I went every day on board, and brought away what I could get.
  


  
    I had been now thirteen days on shore, and had been eleven times on board the ship; in which time I had brought away all that one pair of hands could well be suppos’d capable to bring, tho’ I believe verily, had the calm weather held, I should have brought away the whole ship piece by piece. But preparing the 12th time to go on board, I found the wind begin to rise; however, at low water I went on board, and tho’ I thought I had rumag’d the cabbin so effectually, as that nothing more could be found, yet I discover’d a locker with drawers in it, in one of which I found two or three razors, and one pair of large sizzers, with some ten or a dozen of good knives and forks; in another I found about thirty six pounds’ value in money, some European coin, some Brasil, some pieces of eight, some gold, some silver.
  


  
    I smil’d to my self at the sight of this money. ‘O drug!’ said I aloud, ‘what are thou good for? Thou art not worth to me, no, not the taking off of the ground; one of those knives is worth all this heap; I have no manner of use for thee, e’en remain where thou art, and go to the bottom as a creature whose life is not worth saving.’ However, upon second thoughts, I took it away, and wrapping all this in a piece of canvas, I began to think of making another raft, but while I was preparing this, I found the sky over-cast, and the wind began to rise, and in a quarter of an hour it blew a fresh gale from the shore; it presently occur’d to me that it was in vain to pretend to make a raft with the wind off shore, and that it was my business to be gone before the tide of flood began, otherwise I might not be able to reach the shore at all. Accordingly I let my self down into the water, and swam across the channel which lay between the ship and the sands, and even that with difficulty enough, partly with the weight of the things I had about me, and partly the roughness of the water, for the wind rose very hastily, and before it was quite high water it blew a storm.
  


  
    But I was gotten home to my little tent, where I lay with all my wealth about me very secure. It blew very hard all that night, and in the morning when I look’d out, behold, no more ship was to be seen; I was a little surpriz’d, but recover’d my self with this satisfactory reflection, viz. that I had lost no time, nor abated no diligence to get every thing out of her that could be useful to me, and that indeed there was little left in her that I was able to bring away if I had had more time.
  


  
    I now gave over any more thoughts of the ship, or of anything out of her, except what might drive on shore from her wreck, as indeed divers pieces of her afterwards did; but those things were of small use to me.
  


  
    My thoughts were now wholly employ’d about securing my self against either savages, if any should appear, or wild beasts, if any were in the island; and I had many thoughts of the method how to do this, and what kind of dwelling to make, whether I should make me a cave in the earth, or a tent upon the earth: and, in short, I resolv’d upon both, the manner and description of which it may not be improper to give an account of.
  


  
    I soon found the place I was in was not for my settlement, particularly because it was upon a low moorish ground near the sea, and I believ’d would not be wholsome, and more particularly because there was no fresh water near it, so I resolv’d to find a more healthy and more convenient spot of ground.
  


  
    I consulted several things in my situation which I found would be proper for me: 1st, health and fresh water I just now mention’d; 2dly, shelter from the heat of the sun; 3dly, security from ravenous creatures, whether men or beasts; 4thly, a view to the sea, that if God sent any ship in sight, I might not lose any advantage for my deliverance, of which I was not willing to banish all my expectation yet.
  


  
    In search of a place proper for this, I found a little plain on the side of a rising hill, whose front towards this little plain was steep as a house-side, so that nothing could come down upon me from the top; on the side of this rock there was a hollow place worn a little way in like the entrance or door of a cave, but there was not really any cave or way into the rock at all.
  


  
    On the flat of the green, just before this hollow place, I resolv’d to pitch my tent. This plain was not above an hundred yards broad, and about twice as long, and lay like a green before my door, and at the end of it descended irregularly every way down into the low-grounds by the sea side. It was on the N.N.W. side of the hill, so that I was shelter’d from the heat every day, till it came to a W. and by S. sun, or thereabouts, which in those countries is near the setting.
  


  
    Before I set up my tent, I drew a half circle before the hollow place which took in about ten yards in its semi-diameter from the rock, and twenty yards in its diameter, from its beginning and ending.
  


  
    In this half circle I pitch’d two rows of strong stakes, driving them into the ground till they stood very firm like piles, the biggest end being out of the ground about five foot and a half, and sharpen’d on the top. The two rows did not stand above six inches from one another.
  


  
    Then I took the pieces of cable which I had cut in the ship, and I laid them in rows one upon another, within the circle, between these two rows of stakes, up to the top, placing other stakes in the in-side, leaning against them, about two foot and a half high, like a spurr to a post, and this fence was so strong that neither man or beast could get into it or over it. This cost me a great deal of time and labour, especially to cut the piles in the woods, bring them to the place, and drive them into the earth.
  


  
    The entrance into this place I made to be not by a door, but by a short ladder to go over the top, which ladder, when I was in, I lifted over after me, and so I was compleatly fenc’d in, and fortify’d, as I thought, from all the world and consequently slept secure in the night, which otherwise I could not have done, tho’, as it appear’d afterward, there was no need of all this caution from the enemies that I apprehended danger from.
  


  
    Into this fence or fortress, with infinite labour, I carry’d all my riches, all my provisions, ammunition, and stores, of which you have the account above; and I made me a large tent, which, to preserve me from the rains that in one part of the year are very violent there, I made double, viz. one smaller tent within, and one larger tent above it, and cover’d the uppermost with a large tarpaulin which I had sav’d among the sails.
  


  
    And now I lay no more for a while in the bed which I had brought on shore, but in a hammock, which was indeed a very good one, and belong’d to the mate of the ship.
  


  
    Into this tent I brought all my provisions, and every thing that would spoil by the wet, and having thus enclos’d all my goods, I made up the entrance, which till now I had left open, and so pass’d and re-pass’d, as I said, by a short ladder.
  


  
    When I had done this, I began to work my way into the rock, and bringing all the earth and stones that I dug down out thro’ my tent, I laid ’em up within my fence in the nature of a terras, that so it rais’d the ground within about a foot and a half; and thus I made me a cave just behind my tent, which serv’d me like a cellar to my house.
  


  
    It cost me much labour and many days before all these things were brought to perfection, and therefore I must go back to some other things which took up some of my thoughts. At the same time it happen’d, after I had laid my scheme for the setting up my tent and making the cave, that a storm of rain falling from a thick dark cloud, a sudden flash of lightning happen’d, and after that a great clap of thunder, as is naturally the effect of it; I was not so much surpris’d with the lightning as I was with a thought which darted into my mind as swift as the lightning it self: O my powder! My very heart sunk within me when I thought that at one blast all my powder might be destroyed, on which not my defence only, but the providing me food, as I thought, entirely depended; I was nothing near so anxious about my own danger, tho’ had the powder took fire, I had never known who had hurt me.
  


  
    Such impression did this make upon me, that after the storm was over, I laid aside all my works, my building and fortifying, and apply’d my self to make bags and boxes to separate the powder, and keep it a little and a little in a parcel, in hope that whatever might come, it might not all take fire at once, and to keep it so apart that it should not be possible to make one part fire another. I finish’d this work in about a fortnight, and I think my powder, which in all was about 240 lb. weight, was divided in not less than a hundred parcels; as to the barrel that had been wet, I did not apprehend any danger from that, so I plac’d it in my new cave, which in my fancy I call’d my kitchin, and the rest I hid up and down in holes among the rocks, so that no wet might come to it, marking very carefully where I laid it.
  


  
    In the interval of time while this was doing I went out once at least every day with my gun, as well to divert my self as to see if I could kill any thing fit for food, and as near as I could to acquaint my self with what the island produc’d. The first time I went out I presently discover’d that there were goats in the island, which was a great satisfaction to me; but then it was attended with this misfortune to me, viz. that they were so shy, so subtile, and so swift of foot, that it was the difficultest thing in the world to come at them. But I was not discourag’d at this, not doubting but I might now and then shoot one, as it soon happen’d, for after I had found their haunts a little, I laid wait in this manner for them: I observ’d if they saw me in the valleys, tho’ they were upon the rocks, they would run away as in a terrible fright; but if they were feeding in the valleys, and I was upon the rocks, they took no notice of me, from whence I concluded that by the position of their opticks, their sight was so directed downward, that they did not readily see objects that were above them; so afterward I took this method, I always clim’d the rocks first to get above them, and then had frequently a fair mark. The first shot I made among these creatures, I kill’d a she-goat which had a little kid by her which she gave suck to, which griev’d me heartily; but when the old one fell, the kid stood stock still by her till I came and took her up, and not only so, but when I carry’d the old one with me upon my shoulders, the kid follow’d me quite to my enclosure, upon which I laid down the dam, and took the kid in my arms, and carry’d it over my pale, in hopes to have it bred up tame, but it would not eat, so I was forc’d to kill it and eat it my self; these two supply’d me with flesh a great while, for I ate sparingly, and sav’d my provisions (my bread especially) as much as possibly I could.
  


  
    Having now fix’d my habitation, I found it absolutely necessary to provide a place to make a fire in, and fewel to burn; and what I did for that, as also how I enlarg’d my cave, and what conveniences I made, I shall give a full account of in its place. But I must first give some little account of my self, and of my thoughts about living, which it may well be suppos’d were not a few.
  


  
    I had a dismal prospect of my condition, for as I was not cast away upon that island without being driven, as is said, by a violent storm quite out of the course of our intended voyage, and a great way, viz. some hundreds of leagues, out of the ordinary course of the trade of mankind, I had great reason to consider it as a determination of Heaven, that in this desolate place and in this desolate manner I should end my life; the tears would run plentifully down my face when I made these reflections, and sometimes I would expostulate with my self, why Providence should thus compleatly ruine its creatures, and render them so absolutely miserable, so without help abandon’d, so entirely depress’d, that it could hardly be rational to be thankful for such a life.
  


  
    But something always return’d swift upon me to check these thoughts, and to reprove me; and particularly one day walking with my gun in my hand by the sea-side, I was very pensive upon the subject of my present condition, when reason as it were expostulated with me t’other way, thus: Well, you are in a desolate condition, ’tis true, but pray remember, where are the rest of you? Did not you come eleven of you into the boat? where are the ten? Why were not they sav’d and you lost? Why were you singled out? Is it better to be here or there? and then I pointed to the sea. All evils are to be considered with the good that is in them, and with what worse attends them.
  


  
    Then it occurr’d to me again, how well I was furnish’d for my subsistence, and what would have been my case if it had not happen’d, which was an hundred thousand to one, that the ship floated from the place where she first struck and was driven so near to the shore that I had time to get all these things out of her. What would have been my case if I had been to have liv’d in the condition in which I at first came on shore, without necessaries of life, or necessaries to supply and procure them? Particularly, said I aloud (tho’ to my self), what should I ha’ done without a gun, without ammunition, without any tools to make any thing, or to work with, without clothes, bedding, a tent, or any manner of covering? and that now I had all these to a sufficient quantity, and was in a fair way to provide my self in such a manner, as to live without my gun when my ammunition was spent; so that I had a tollerable view of subsisting without any want as long as I liv’d; for I consider’d from the beginning how I would provide for the accidents that might happen, and for the time that was to come, even not only after my ammunition should be spent, but even after my health or strength should decay.
  


  
    I confess I had not entertain’d any notion of my ammunition being destroy’d at one blast, I mean my powder being blown up by lightning, and this made the thoughts of it so surprising to me when it lighten’d and thunder’d, as I observ’d just now.
  


  
    And now being to enter into a melancholy relation of a scene of silent life, such perhaps as was never heard of in the world before, I shall take it from its beginning, and continue it in its order. It was, by my account, the 30th of September when, in the manner as above said, I first set foot upon this horrid island, when the sun being, to us, in its autumnal equinox, was almost just over my head, for I reckon’d my self, by observation, to be in the latitude of 9 degrees 22 minutes north of the line.
  


  
    After I had been there about ten or twelve days, it came into my thoughts that I should lose my reckoning of time for want of books and pen and ink, and should even forget the sabbath days from the working days; but to prevent this I cut it with my knife upon a large post, in capital letters, and making it into a great cross I set it up on the shore where I first landed, viz. ‘I come on shore here on the 30th of Sept. 1659.’ Upon the sides of this square post I cut every day a notch with my knife, and every seventh notch was as long again as the rest, and every first day of the month as long again as that long one, and thus I kept my kalender, or weekly, monthly, and yearly reckoning of time.
  


  
    In the next place we are to observe, that among the many things which I brought out of the ship in the several voyages, which, as above mention’d, I made to it, I got several things of less value, but not at all less useful to me, which I omitted setting down before; as in particular, pens, ink, and paper, several parcels in the captain’s, mate’s, gunner’s, and carpenter’s keeping, three or four compasses, some mathematical instruments, dials, perspectives, charts, and books of navigation, all which I huddled together, whether I might want them or no; also I found three very good Bibles which came to me in my cargo from England, and which I had pack’d up among my things; some Portugueze books also, and among them two or three popish prayer-books, and several other books, all which I carefully secur’d. And I must not forget that we had in the ship a dog and two cats, of whose eminent history I may have occasion to say something in its place; for I carry’d both the cats with me, and as for the dog, he jump’d out of the ship of himself, and swam on shore to me the day after I went on shore with my first cargo, and was a trusty servant to me many years; I wanted nothing that he could fetch me, nor any company that he could make up to me, I only wanted to have him talk to me, but that would not do. As I observ’d before, I found pen, ink, and paper, and I husbanded them to the utmost, and I shall shew, that while my ink lasted, I kept things very exact, but after that was gone I could not, for I could not make any ink by any means that I could devise.
  


  
    And this put me in mind that I wanted many things, notwithstanding all that I had amass’d together, and of these, this of ink was one, as also spade, pick-axe, and shovel to dig or remove the earth, needles, pins, and thread; as for linnen, I soon learn’d to want that without much difficulty.
  


  
    This want of tools made every work I did go on heavily, and it was near a whole year before I had entirely finish’d my little pale or surrounded habitation. The piles or stakes, which were as heavy as I could well lift, were a long time in cutting and preparing in the woods, and more by far in bringing home, so that I spent some times two days in cutting and bringing home one of those posts, and a third day in driving it into the ground; for which purpose I got a heavy piece of wood at first, but at last bethought my self of one of the iron crows, which however, tho’ I found it, yet it made driving those posts or piles very laborious and tedious work.
  


  
    But what need I ha’ been concern’d at the tediousness of any thing I had to do, seeing I had time enough to do it in? nor had I any other employment if that had been over, at least that I could foresee, except the ranging the island to seek for food, which I did more or less every day.
  


  
    I now began to consider seriously my condition, and the circumstance I was reduc’d to, and I drew up the state of my affairs in writing, not so much to leave them to any that were to come after me, for I was like to have but few heirs, as to deliver my thoughts from daily poring upon them, and afflicting my mind; and as my reason began now to master my despondency, I began to comfort my self as well as I could, and to set the good against the evil, that I might have something to distinguish my case from worse, and I stated it very impartially, like debtor and creditor, the comforts I enjoy’d against the miseries I suffer’d, thus:
  


  
    
      	EVIL

      	GOOD
    


    
      	I am cast upon a horrible desolate island, void of all hope of recovery.

      	But I am alive, and not drown’d as all my ship’s company was.
    


    
      	I am singl’d out and separated, as it were, from all the world to be miserable.

      	But I am singl’d out too from all the ship’s crew to be spar’d from death; and He that miraculously sav’d me from death, can deliver me from this condition.
    


    
      	I am divided from mankind, a solitaire, one banish’d from humane society.

      	But I am not starv’d and perishing on a barren place, affording no sustenance.
    


    
      	I have no clothes to cover me.

      	But I am in a hot climate, where if I had clothes I could hardly wear them.
    


    
      	I am without any defence or means to resist any violence of man or beast.

      	But I am cast on an island, where I see no wild beasts to hurt me, as I saw on the coast of Africa; and what if I had been shipwreck’d there?
    


    
      	I have no soul to speak to, or relieve me.

      	But God wonderfully sent the ship in near enough to the shore, that I have gotten out so many necessary things as will either supply my wants, or enable me to supply my self even as long as I live.
    

  


  
    Upon the whole, here was an undoubted testimony, that there was scarce any condition in the world so miserable, but that there was something negative or something positive to be thankful for in it; and let this stand as a direction from the experience of the most miserable of all conditions in this world, that we may always find in it something to comfort our selves from, and to set in the description of good and evil, on the credit side of the accounts.
  


  
    Having now brought my mind a little to relish my condition, and given over looking out to sea to see if I could spy a ship; I say, giving over these things, I began to apply my self to accommodate my way of living, and to make things as easy to me as I could.
  


  
    I have already describ’d my habitation, which was a tent under the side of a rock, surrounded with a strong pale of posts and cables, but I might now rather call it a wall, for I rais’d a kind of wall up against it of turfs, about two foot thick on the out-side, and after some time, I think it was a year and a half, I rais’d rafters from it leaning to the rock, and thatch’d or cover’d it with bows of trees, and such things as I could get to keep out the rain, which I found at some times of the year very violent.
  


  
    I have already observ’d how I brought all my goods into this pale, and into the cave which I had made behind me. But I must observe too, that at first this was a confus’d heap of goods, which as they lay in no order, so they took up all my place, I had no room to turn my self; so I set my self to enlarge my cave and works farther into the earth, for it was a loose sandy rock, which yielded easily to the labour I bestow’d on it; and so when I found I was pretty safe as to beasts of prey, I work’d side-ways to the right hand into the rock, and then turning to the right again, work’d quite out and made me a door to come out, on the out-side of my pale or fortification.
  


  
    This gave me not only egress and regress, as it were a back way to my tent and to my storehouse, but gave me room to stow my goods.
  


  
    And now I began to apply my self to make such necessary things as I found I most wanted, as particularly a chair and a table; for without these I was not able to enjoy the few comforts I had in the world; I could not write, or eat, or do several things with so much pleasure without a table.
  


  
    So I went to work; and here I must needs observe, that as reason is the substance and original of the mathematicks, so by stating and squaring every thing by reason, and by making the most rational judgment of things, every man may be in time master of every mechanick art. I had never handled a tool in my life, and yet in time, by labour, application, and contrivance, I found at last that I wanted nothing but I could have made it, especially if I had had tools; however, I made abundance of things, even without tools, and some with no more tools than an adze and a hatchet, which perhaps were never made that way before, and that with infinite labour. For example, if I wanted a board, I had no other way but to cut down a tree, set it on an edge before me, and hew it flat on either side with my axe, till I had brought it to be thin as a plank, and then dubb it smooth with my adze. It is true, by this method I could make but one board out of a whole tree, but this I had no remedy for but patience, any more than I had for the prodigious deal of time and labour which it took me up to make a plank or board. But my time or labour was little worth, and so it was as well employ’d one way as another.
  


  
    However, I made me a table, and a chair, as I observ’d above, in the first place, and this I did out of the short pieces of boards that I brought on my raft from the ship. But when I had wrought out some boards, as above, I made large shelves of the breadth of a foot and a half one over another, all along one side of my cave, to lay all my tools, nails, and iron-work, and in a word, to separate every thing at large in their places, that I must come easily at them; I knock’d pieces into the wall of the rocks to hang my guns and all things that would hang up.
  


  
    So that had my cave been to be seen, it look’d like a general magazine of all necessary things, and I had every thing so ready at my hand, that it was a great pleasure to me to see all my goods in such order, and especially to find my stock of all necessaries so great.
  


  
    And now it was when I began to keep a journal of every day’s employment, for indeed at first I was in too much hurry, and not only hurry as to labour, but in too much discomposure of mind, and my journal would ha’ been full of many dull things. For example, I must have said thus: ‘Sept. the 30th. After I got to shore and had escap’d drowning, instead of being thankful to God for my deliverance, having first vomited with the great quantity of salt water which was gotten into my stomach, and recovering my self a little, I ran about the shore, wringing my hands and beating my head and face, exclaiming at my misery, and crying out, I was undone, undone, till tyr’d and faint I was forc’d to lye down on the ground to repose, but durst not sleep for fear of being devour’d.’
  


  
    Some days after this, and after I had been on board the ship, and got all that I could out of her, yet I could not forbear getting up to the top of the little mountain and looking out to sea in hopes of seeing a ship, then fancy at a vast distance I spy’d a sail, please my self with the hopes of it, and then after looking steadily till I was almost blind, lose it quite, and sit down and weep like a child, and thus encrease my misery by my folly.
  


  
    But having gotten over these things in some measure, and having settled my household stuff and habitation, made me a table and a chair, and all as handsome about me as I could, I began to keep my journal, of which I shall here give you the copy (tho’ in it will be told all these particulars over again) as long as it lasted, for having no more ink I was forc’d to leave it off.
  


  
    THE JOURNAL
  


  
    September 30, 1659. I, poor miserable Robinson Crusoe, being ship-wreck’d, during a dreadful storm, in the offing, came on shore on this dismal unfortunate island, which I call’d the Island of Despair, all the rest of the ship’s company being drown’d, and my self almost dead.
  


  
    All the rest of that day I spent in afflicting my self at the dismal circumstances I was brought to, viz. I had neither food, house, clothes, weapons, or place to fly to, and in despair of any relief, saw nothing but death before me, either that I should be devour’d by wild beasts, murther’d by savages, or starv’d to death for want of food. At the approach of night, I slept in a tree for fear of wild creatures, but slept soundly tho’ it rain’d all night.
  


  
    October 1. In the morning I saw to my great surprise the ship had floated with the high tide, and was driven on shore again much nearer the island, which as it was some comfort on one hand, for seeing her sit upright, and not broken to pieces, I hop’d, if the wind abated, I might get on board, and get some food and necessaries out of her for my relief; so on the other hand, it renew’d my grief at the loss of my comrades, who I imagin’d if we had all staid on board might have sav’d the ship, or at least that they would not have been all drown’d as they were; and that had the men been sav’d, we might perhaps have built us a boat out of the ruins of the ship, to have carried us to some other part of the world. I spent great part of this day in perplexing my self on these things; but at length seeing the ship almost dry, I went upon the sand as near as I could, and then swam on board; this day also it continu’d raining, tho’ with no wind at all.
  


  
    From the 1st of October to the 24th. All these days entirely spent in many several voyages to get all I could out of the ship, which I brought on shore, every tide of flood, upon rafts. Much rain also in these days, tho’ with some intervals of fair weather: but, it seems, this was the rainy season.
  


  
    Oct. 20. I overset my raft and all the goods I had got upon it, but being in shoal water, and the things being chiefly heavy, I recover’d many of them when the tide was out.
  


  
    Oct. 25. It rain’d all night and all day, with some gusts of wind, during which time the ship broke in pieces, the wind blowing a little harder than before, and was no more to be seen, except the wreck of her, and that only at low water. I spent this day in covering and securing the goods which I had sav’d, that the rain might not spoil them.
  


  
    Oct. 26. I walk’d about the shore almost all day to find out a place to fix my habitation, greatly concern’d to secure my self from an attack in the night, either from wild beasts or men. Towards night I fix’d upon a proper place under a rock, and mark’d out a semi-circle for my encampment, which I resolv’d to strengthen with a work, wall, or fortification made of double piles, lin’d within with cables, and without with turf.
  


  
    From the 26th to the 30th, I work’d very hard in carrying all my goods to my new habitation, tho’ some part of the time it rain’d exceedingly hard.
  


  
    The 31st, in the morning I went out into the island with my gun to see for some food, and discover the country, when I kill’d a she-goat, and her kid follow’d me home, which I afterwards kill’d also because it would not feed.
  


  
    November 1. I set up my tent under a rock, and lay there for the first night, making it as large as I could with stakes driven in to swing my hammock upon.
  


  
    Nov. 2. I set up all my chests and boards, and the pieces of timber which made my rafts, and with them form’d a fence round me, a little within the place I had mark’d out for my fortification.
  


  
    Nov. 3. I went out with my gun and kill’d two fowls like ducks, which were very good food. In the afternoon went to work to make me a table.
  


  
    Nov. 4. This morning I began to order my times of work, of going out with my gun, time of sleep, and time of diversion, viz.: every morning I walk’d out with my gun for two or three hours if it did not rain, then employ’d my self to work till about eleven a-clock, then eat what I had to live on, and from twelve to two I lay down to sleep, the weather being excessive hot, and then in the evening to work again. The working part of this day and of the next were wholly employ’d in making my table, for I was yet but a very sorry workman, tho’ time and necessity made me a compleat natural mechanick soon after, as I believe it would do any one else.
  


  
    Nov. 5. This day went abroad with my gun and my dog, and kill’d a wild cat, her skin pretty soft, but her flesh good for nothing: every creature I kill’d I took off the skins and preserved them. Coming back by the sea shore, I saw many sorts of sea fowls which I did not understand, but was surpris’d and almost frighted with two or three seals, which, while I was gazing at, not well knowing what they were, got into the sea and escap’d me for that time.
  


  
    Nov. 6. After my morning walk I went to work with my table again, and finish’d it, tho’ not to my liking; nor was it long before I learn’d to mend it.
  


  
    Nov. 7. Now it began to be settled fair weather. The 7th, 8th, 9th, 10th, and part of the 12th (for the 11th was Sunday) I took wholly up to make me a chair, and with much ado brought it to a tolerable shape, but never to please me, and even in the making I pull’d it in pieces several times. Note. I soon neglected my keeping Sundays, for omitting my mark for them on my post, I forgot which was which.
  


  
    Nov. 13. This day it rain’d, which refresh’d me exceedingly, and cool’d the earth, but it was accompany’d with terrible thunder and lightning, which frighted me dreadfully for fear of my powder; as soon as it was over, I resolv’d to separate my stock of powder into as many little parcels as possible, that it might not be in danger.
  


  
    Nov. 14, 15, 16. These three days I spent in making little square chests or boxes, which might hold a pound or two pound, at most, of powder, and so putting the powder in, I stow’d it in places as secure and remote from one another as possible. On one of these three days I kill’d a large bird that was good to eat, but I know not what to call it.
  


  
    Nov. 17. This day I began to dig behind my tent in to the rock to make room for my farther conveniency. Note. Three things I wanted exceedingly for this work, viz. a pick-axe, a shovel, and a wheel-barrow or basket; so I desisted from my work, and began to consider how to supply that want and make me some tools; as for a pick-axe, I made use of the iron crows, which were proper enough, tho’ heavy; but the next thing was a shovel or spade; this was so absolutely necessary, that indeed I could do nothing effectually without it, but what kind of one to make I knew not.
  


  
    Nov. 18. The next day in searching the woods I found a tree of that wood, or like it, which in the Brasils they call the iron tree, for its exceeding hardness; of this, with great labour and almost spoiling my axe, I cut a piece, and brought it home too with difficulty enough, for it was exceeding heavy.
  


  
    The excessive hardness of the wood, and having no other way, made me a long while upon this machine, for I work’d it effectually by little and little into the form of a shovel or spade, the handle exactly shap’d like ours in England, only that the broad part having no iron shod upon it at bottom, it would not last me so long; however, it serv’d well enough for the uses which I had occasion to put it to; but never was a shovel, I believe, made after that fashion, or so long a-making.
  


  
    I was still deficient, for I wanted a basket or a wheel-barrow; a basket I could not make by any means, having no such things as twigs that would bend to make wicker ware, at least none yet found out; and as to a wheel-barrow, I fancy’d I could make all but the wheel, but that I had no notion of, neither did I know how to go about it; besides, I had no possible way to make the iron gudgeons for the spindle or axis of the wheel to run in, so I gave it over, and so for carrying away the earth which I dug out of the cave, I made me a thing like a hodd, which the labourers carry morter in when they serve the bricklayers.
  


  
    This was not so difficult to me as the making the shovel; and yet this, and the shovel, and the attempt which I made in vain to make a wheel-barrow, took me up no less than four days; I mean, always excepting my morning walk with my gun, which I seldom fail’d, and very seldom fail’d also bringing home something fit to eat.
  


  
    Nov. 23. My other work having now stood still, because of my making these tools, when they were finish’d I went on, and working every day, as my strength and time allow’d, I spent eighteen days entirely in widening and deepening my cave, that it might hold my goods commodiously.
  


  
    Note. During all this time, I work’d to make this room or cave spacious enough to accommodate me as a warehouse or magazin, a kitchen, a dining-room, and a cellar; as for my lodging, I kept to the tent, except that some times in the wet season of the year, it rain’d so hard that I could not keep my self dry, which caused me afterwards to cover all my place within my pale with long poles in the form of rafters leaning against the rock, and load them with flaggs and large leaves of trees like a thatch.
  


  
    December 10th. I began now to think my cave or vault finished, when on a sudden (it seems I had made it too large) a great quantity of earth fell down from the top and one side, so much, that in short it frighted me, and not without reason too; for if I had been under it I had never wanted a grave-digger. Upon this disaster I had a great deal of work to do over again; for I had the loose earth to carry out, and, which was of more importance, I had the seiling to prop up, so that I might be sure no more would come down.
  


  
    Dec. 11. This day I went to work with it accordingly, and got two shores or posts pitch’d upright to the top, with two pieces of boards a-cross over each post; this I finish’d the next day; and setting more posts up with boards, in about a week more I had the roof secur’d, and the posts, standing in rows, serv’d me for partitions to part of my house.
  


  
    Dec. 17. From this day to the twentieth I plac’d shelves, and knock’d up nails on the posts to hang every thing up that could be hung up, and now I began to be in some order within doors.
  


  
    Dec. 20. Now I carry’d every thing into the cave, and began to furnish my house, and set up some pieces of boards, like a dresser, to order my victuals upon, but the boards began to be very scarce with me; also I made me another table.
  


  
    Dec. 24. Much rain all night and all day; no stirring out.
  


  
    Dec. 25. Rain all day.
  


  
    Dec. 26. No rain, and the earth much cooler than before, and pleasanter.
  


  
    Dec. 27. Kill’d a young goat, and lam’d another so as that I catch’d it, and led it home in a string; when I had it home, I bound and splinter’d up its leg, which was broke. N.B. I took such care of it that it liv’d, and the leg grew well, and as strong as ever; but by my nursing it so long it grew tame, and fed upon the little green at my door, and would not go away. This was the first time that I entertain’d a thought of breeding up some tame creatures, that I might have food when my powder and shot was all spent.
  


  
    Dec. 28, 29, 30. Great heats and no breeze; so that there was no stirring abroad, except in the evening for food; this time I spent in putting all my things in order within doors.
  


  
    January 1. Very hot still, but I went abroad early and late with my gun, and lay still in the middle of the day. This evening, going farther into the valleys which lay towards the center of the island, I found there was plenty of goats, tho’ exceeding shy and hard to come at; however I resolv’d to try if I could not to bring my dog to hunt them down.
  


  
    Jan. 2. Accordingly, the next day I went out with my dog, and set him upon the goats; but I was mistaken, for they all fac’d about upon the dog, and he knew his danger too well, for he would not come near them.
  


  
    Jan. 3. I began my fence or wall; which, being still jealous of my being attack’d by some body, I resolv’d to make very thick and strong.
  


  
    N.B. This wall being describ’d before, I purposely omit what was said in the Journal; it is sufficient to observe that I was no less time than from the 3rd of January to the 14th of April, working, finishing, and perfecting this wall, tho’ it was no more than about 24 yards in length, being a half circle from one place in the rock to another place about eight yards from it, the door of the cave being in the center behind it.
  


  
    All this time I work’d very hard, the rains hindering me many days, nay, sometimes weeks together; but I thought I should never be perfectly secure ’till this wall was finish’d; and it is scarce credible what inexpressible labour every thing was done with, especially the bringing piles out of the woods, and driving them into the ground, for I made them much bigger than I need to have done.
  


  
    When this wall was finished, and the out-side double fenc’d with a turf-wall rais’d up close to it, I perswaded my self that if any people were to come on shore there, they would not perceive any thing like a habitation; and it was very well I did so, as may be observ’d hereafter upon a very remarkable occasion.
  


  
    During this time, I made my rounds in the woods for game every day when the rain admitted me, and made frequent discoveries in these walks of something or other to my advantage; particularly I found a kind of wild pidgeons, who built not as wood pidgeons, in a tree, but rather as house pidgeons, in the holes of the rocks; and taking some young ones, I endeavoured to breed them up tame, and did so; but when they grew older they flew all away, which perhaps was at first for want of feeding them, for I had nothing to give them; however I frequently found their nests, and got their young ones, which were very good meat.
  


  
    And now, in the managing my household affairs, I found my self wanting in many things, which I thought at first it was impossible for me to make, as indeed as to some of them it was; for instance, I could never make a cask to be hooped. I had a small runlet or two, as I observed before, but I could never arrive to the capacity of making one by them, tho’ I spent many weeks about it; I could neither put in the heads, or joint the staves so true to one another as to make them hold water, so I gave that also over.
  


  
    In the next place, I was at a great loss for candle; so that as soon as ever it was dark, which was generally by seven-a-clock, I was oblig’d to go to bed. I remembred the lump of bees-wax with which I made candles in my African adventure, but I had none of that now; the only remedy I had was, that when I had kill’d a goat, I sav’d the tallow, and with a little dish made of clay, which I bak’d in the sun, to which I added a wick of some oakum, I made me a lamp; and this gave me light, tho’ not a clear steady light like a candle. In the middle of all my labours it happen’d, that rummaging my things, I found a little bag, which, as I hinted before, had been fill’d with corn for the feeding of poultry, not for this voyage, but before, as I suppose, when the ship came from Lisbon. What little remainder of corn had been in the bag was all devour’d with the rats, and I saw nothing in the bag but husks and dust; and being willing to have the bag for some other use, I think it was to put powder in, when I divided it for fear of the lightning, or some such use, I shook the husks of corn out of it on one side of my fortification under the rock.
  


  
    It was a little before the great rains, just now mention’d, that I threw this stuff away, taking no notice of any thing, and not so much as remembering that I had thrown any thing there; when about a month after, or thereabout, I saw some few stalks of something green shooting out of the ground, which I fancy’d might be some plant I had not seen; but I was surpriz’d and perfectly astonished, when, after a little longer time, I saw about ten or twelve ears come out, which were perfect green barley of the same kind as our European, nay, as our English barley.
  


  
    It is impossible to express the astonishment and confusion of my thoughts on this occasion. I had hitherto acted upon no religious foundation at all; indeed, I had very few notions of religion in my head, or had entertain’d any sense of any thing that had befallen me, otherwise than as a chance, or, as we lightly say, what pleases God; without so much as enquiring into the end of Providence in these things, or His order in governing events in the world. But after I saw barley grow there, in a climate which I know was not proper for corn, and especially that I knew not how it came there, it startl’d me strangely, and I began to suggest that God had miraculously caus’d this grain to grow without any help of seed sown, and that it was so directed purely for my sustenance on that wild miserable place.
  


  
    This touch’d my heart a little, and brought tears out of my eyes, and I began to bless my self that such a prodigy of nature should happen upon my account; and this was the more strange to me, because I saw near it still all along by the side of the rock, some other straggling stalks, which prov’d to be stalks of ryce, and which I knew, because I had seen it grow in Africa when I was ashore there.
  


  
    I not only thought these the pure productions of Providence for my support, but not doubting but that there was more in the place, I went all over that part of the island where I had been before, peering in every corner, and under every rock, to see for more of it, but I could not find any; at last it occur’d to my thoughts, that I had shook a bag of chicken’s meat out in that place, and then the wonder began to cease; and I must confess, my religious thankfulness to God’s providence began to abate too, upon the discovering that all this was nothing but what was common; tho’ I ought to have been as thankful for so strange and unforeseen providence, as if it had been miraculous; for it was really the work of providence as to me, that should order or appoint, that 10 or 12 grains of corn should remain unspoil’d (when the rats had destroy’d all the rest) as if it had been dropt from heaven; as also, that I should throw it out in that particular place, where, it being in the shade of a high rock, it sprang up immediately; whereas, if I had thrown it anywhere else at that time, it had been burnt up and destroy’d.
  


  
    I carefully sav’d the ears of this corn, you may be sure, in their season, which was about the end of June; and laying up every corn, I resolv’d to sow them all again, hoping in time to have some quantity sufficient to supply me with bread. But it was not till the 4th year that I could allow my self the least grain of this corn to eat, and even then but sparingly, as I shall say afterwards in its order; for I lost all that I sow’d the first season by not observing the proper time; for I sow’d it just before the dry season, so that it never came up at all, at least not as it would ha’ done: of which in its place.
  


  
    Besides this barley, there was, as above, 20 or 30 stalks of ryce, which I preserv’d with the same care, and whose use was of the same kind or to the same purpose, viz. to make me bread, or rather food; for I found ways to cook it up without baking, tho’ I did that also after some time. But to return to my journal.
  


  
    I work’d excessive hard these three or four months to get my wall done; and the 14th of April I closed it up, contriving to go into it, not by a door, but over the wall by a ladder, that there might be no sign in the out-side of my habitation.
  


  
    April 16. I finish’d the ladder, so I went up with the ladder to the top, and then pull’d it up after me, and let it down in the in-side. This was a compleat enclosure to me; for within I had room enough, and nothing could come at me from without, unless it could first mount my wall.
  


  
    The very next day after this wall was finish’d, I had almost had all my labour overthrown at once, and my self kill’d; the case was thus: As I was busy in the inside of it, behind my tent, just in the entrance into my cave, I was terribly frighted with a most dreadful surprising thing indeed; for all on a sudden I found the earth come crumbling down from the roof of my cave, and from the edge of the hill over my head, and two of the posts I had set up in the cave crack’d in a frightful manner; I was heartily scar’d, but thought nothing of what was really the cause, only thinking that the top of my cave was falling in, as some of it had done before; and for fear I shou’d be bury’d in it, I ran foreward to my ladder, and not thinking my self safe there neither, I got over my wall for fear of the pieces of the hill which I expected might roll down upon me: I was no sooner stepp’d down upon the firm ground, but I plainly saw it was a terrible earthquake, for the ground I stood on shook three times at about eight minutes’ distance, with three such shocks as would have overturn’d the strongest building that could be suppos’d to have stood on the earth; and a great piece of the top of a rock, which stood about half a mile from me next the sea fell down with such a terrible noise as I never heard in all my life. I perceiv’d also, the very sea was put into violent motion by it; and I believe the shocks were stronger under the water than on the island.
  


  
    I was so amaz’d with the thing it self, having never felt the like, or discours’d with any one that had, that I was like one dead or stupify’d; and the motion of the earth made my stomach sick like one that was toss’d at sea; but the noise of the falling of the rock awak’d me, as it were, and rousing me from the stupify’d condition I was in, fill’d me with horror, and I thought of nothing then but the hill falling upon my tent and all my household goods, and burying all at once; and this sunk my very soul within me a second time.
  


  
    After the third shock was over, and I felt no more for some time, I began to take courage, and yet I had not heart enough to go over my wall again, for fear of being buried alive, but sat still upon the ground, greatly cast down and disconsolate, not knowing what to do. All this while I had not the least serious religious thought, nothing but the common Lord ha’ mercy upon me; and when it was over that went away too.
  


  
    While I sat thus I found the air over-cast and grow cloudy as if it would rain; soon after that the wind rose by little and little, so that, in less than half an hour, it blew a most dreadful hurricane. The sea was all on a sudden cover’d over with foam and froth, the shore was cover’d with the breach of the water, the trees were torn up by the roots, and a terrible storm it was; and this held about three hours, and then began to abate, and in two hours more it was stark calm, and began to rain very hard.
  


  
    All this while I sat upon the ground very much terrify’d and dejected, when on a sudden it came into my thoughts, that these winds and rain being the consequences of the earthquake, the earthquake it self was spent and over, and I might venture into my cave again. With this thought my spirits began to revive, and the rain also helping to perswade me, I went in and sat down in my tent, but the rain was so violent, that my tent was ready to be beaten down with it, and I was forc’d to go into my cave, tho’ very much afraid and uneasy for fear it should fall on my head.
  


  
    This violent rain forc’d me to a new work, viz. to cut a hole thro’ my new fortification like a sink to let the water go out, which would else have drown’d my cave. After I had been in my cave some time, and found still no more shocks of the earthquake follow, I began to be more compos’d; and now to support my spirits, which indeed wanted it very much, I went to my little store and took a small sup of rum, which, however, I did then and always very sparingly, knowing I could have no more when that was gone.
  


  
    It continu’d raining all that night, and great part of the next day, so that I could not stir abroad, but my mind being more compos’d, I began to think of what I had best do, concluding that if the island was subject to these earthquakes, there would be no living for me in a cave, but I must consider of building me some little hut in an open place which I might surround with a wall as I had done here, and so make my self secure from wild beasts or men; but concluded, if I staid where I was, I should certainly, one time or other, be bury’d alive.
  


  
    With these thoughts I resolv’d to remove my tent from the place where it stood, which was just under the hanging precipice of the hill, and which, if it should be shaken again, would certainly fall upon my tent. And I spent the two next days, being the 19th and 20th of April, in contriving where and how to remove my habitation.
  


  
    The fear of being swallowed up alive, made me that I never slept in quiet, and yet the apprehension of lying abroad without any fence was almost equal to it; but still when I look’d about and saw how every thing was put in order, how pleasantly conceal’d I was, and how safe from danger, it made me very loath to remove.
  


  
    In the mean time it occur’d to me that it would require a vast deal of time for me to do this, and that I must be contented to run the venture where I was, till I had form’d a camp for my self, and had secur’d it so as to remove to it; so with this resolution I compos’d my self for a time, and resolv’d that I would go to work with all speed to build me a wall with piles and cables, &c., in a circle as before, and set my tent up in it when it was finish’d, but that I would venture to stay where I was till it was finish’d and fit to remove to. This was the 21st.
  


  
    April 22. The next morning I began to consider of means to put this resolve in execution, but I was at a great loss about my tools; I had three large axes and abundance of hatchets (for we carried the hatchets for traffick with the Indians), but with much chopping and cutting knotty hard wood, they were all full of notches and dull, and tho’ I had a grindstone, I could not turn it and grind my tools too; this cost me as much thought as a statesman would have bestow’d upon a grand point of politicks, or a judge upon the life and death of a man. At length I contriv’d a wheel with a string, to turn it with my foot, that I might have both my hands at liberty. Note. I had never seen any such thing in England, or at least not to take notice how it was done, tho’ since I have observ’d it is very common there: besides that, my grindstone was very large and heavy. This machine cost me a full week’s work to bring it to perfection.
  


  
    April 28, 29. These two whole days I took up in grinding my tools, my machine for turning my grindstone performing very well.
  


  
    April 30. Having perceiv’d my bread had been low a great while, now I took a survey of it, and reduc’d my self to one bisket-cake a day, which made my heart very heavy.
  


  
    May 1. In the morning, looking towards the sea-side, the tide being low, I saw something lye on the shore bigger than ordinary, and it look’d like a cask; when I came to it, I found a small barrel, and two or three pieces of the wreck of the ship, which were driven on shore by the late hurricane, and looking towards the wreck itself I thought it seem’d to lye higher out of the water than it us’d to do; I examin’d the barrel which was driven on shore, and soon found it was a barrel of gunpowder, but it had taken water, and the powder was cak’d as hard as a stone; however, I roll’d it farther on shore for the present, and went on upon the sands as near as I could to the wreck of the ship to look for more.
  


  
    When I came down to the ship I found it strangely remov’d. The fore-castle, which lay before bury’d in sand, was heav’d up at least six foot, and the stern, which was broke to pieces and parted from the rest by the force of the sea soon after I had left rummaging her, was toss’d, as it were, up, and cast on one side, and the sand was thrown so high on that side next her stern, that whereas there was a great place of water before, so that I could not come within a quarter of a mile of the wreck without swimming, I could now walk quite up to her when the tide was out; I was surpris’d with this at first, but soon concluded it must be done by the earthquake, and as by this violence the ship was more broken open than formerly, so many things came daily on shore, which the sea had loosen’d, and which the winds and water rolled by degrees to the land.
  


  
    This wholly diverted my thoughts from the design of removing my habitation; and I busied my self mightily that day especially, in searching whether I could make any way into the ship, but I found nothing was to be expected of that kind, for that all the in-side of the ship was choak’d up with sand. However, as I had learn’d not to despair of any thing, I resolv’d to pull every thing to pieces that I could of the ship, concluding that every thing I could get from her would be of some use or other to me.
  


  
    May 3. I began with my saw and cut a piece of a beam thro’, which I thought held some of the upper part or quarter-deck together, and when I had cut it thro’, I clear’d away the sand as well as I could from the side which lay highest; but the tide coming in, I was oblig’d to give over for that time.
  


  
    May 4. I went a fishing, but caught not one fish that I durst eat of, till I was weary of my sport, when just going to leave off, I caught a young dolphin. I had made me a long line of some rope yarn, but I had no hooks, yet I frequently caught fish enough, as much as I car’d to eat; all which I dry’d in the sun, and eat them dry.
  


  
    May 5. Work’d on the wreck, cut another beam asunder, and brought three great fir planks off from the decks, which I ty’d together, and made swim on shore when the tide of flood came on.
  


  
    May 6. Work’d on the wreck, got several iron bolts out of her, and other pieces of iron work; work’d very hard, and came home very much tyr’d, and had thoughts of giving it over.
  


  
    May 7. Went to the wreck again, but with an intent not to work, but found the weight of the wreck had broke itself down, the beams being cut, that several pieces of the ship seem’d to lie loose, and the in-side of the hold lay so open that I could see into it, but almost full of water and sand.
  


  
    May 8. Went to the wreck, and carry’d an iron crow to wrench up the deck, which lay now quite clear of the water or sand; I wrench’d open two planks, and brought them on shore also with the tide; I left the iron crow in the wreck for next day.
  


  
    May 9. Went to the wreck, and with the crow made way into the body of the wreck, and felt several casks, and loosen’d them with the crow, but could not break them up; I felt also the roll of English lead, and could stir it, but it was too heavy to remove.
  


  
    May 10, 11, 12, 13, 14. Went every day to the wreck, and got a great deal of pieces of timber, and boards, or plank, and 2 or 300 weight of iron.
  


  
    May 15. I carry’d two hatchets to try if I could not cut a piece off of the roll of lead, by placing the edge of one hatchet, and driving it with the other; but as it lay about a foot and a half in the water, I could not make any blow to drive the hatchet.
  


  
    May 16. It had blow’d hard in the night, and the wreck appear’d more broken by the force of the water; but I stay’d so long in the woods to get pidgeons for food, that the tide prevented me going to the wreck that day.
  


  
    May 17. I saw some pieces of the wreck blown on shore, at a great distance, near two miles off me, but resolv’d to see what they were, and found it was a piece of the head, but too heavy for me to bring away.
  


  
    May 24. Every day to this day I work’d on the wreck, and with hard labour I loosen’d some things so much with the crow, that the first blowing tide several casks floated out, and two of the seamen’s chests; but the wind blowing from the shore, nothing came to land that day but pieces of timber and a hogshead which had some Brazil pork in it, but the salt-water and the sand had spoil’d it.
  


  
    I continu’d this work every day to the 15th of June, except the time necessary to get food, which I always appointed, during this part of my employment, to be when the tide was up, that I might be ready when it was ebb’d out, and by this time I had gotten timber, and plank, and iron-work enough to have builded a good boat, if I had known how; and also I got, at several times and in several pieces, near 100 weight of the sheat-lead.
  


  
    June 16. Going down to the sea-side, I found a large tortoise or turtle; this was the first I had seen, which it seems was only my misfortune, not any defect of the place, or scarcity; for had I happen’d to be on the other side of the island, I might have had hundreds of them every day, as I found afterwards; but perhaps had paid dear enough for them.
  


  
    June 17. I spent in cooking the turtle; I found in her threescore eggs, and her flesh was to me at that time the most savoury and pleasant that ever I tasted in my life, having had no flesh, but of goats and fowls, since I landed in this horrid place.
  


  
    June 18. Rain’d all day, and I stay’d within. I thought at this time the rain felt cold, and I was something chilly, which I knew was not usual in that latitude.
  


  
    June 19. Very ill, and shivering, as if the weather had been cold.
  


  
    June 20. No rest all night, violent pains in my head, and feverish.
  


  
    June 21. Very ill, frighted almost to death with the apprehensions of my sad condition, to be sick, and no help; pray’d to God for the first time since the storm off of Hull, but scarce knew what I said, or why, my thoughts being all confused.
  


  
    June 22. A little better, but under dreadful apprehensions of sickness.
  


  
    June 23. Very bad again, cold shivering, and then a violent head-ach.
  


  
    June 24. Much better.
  


  
    June 25. An ague very violent; the fit held me seven hours, cold fit and hot, with faint sweats after it.
  


  
    June 26. Better; and have no victuals to eat, took my gun, but found my self very weak; however, I kill’d a she-goat, and with much difficulty got it home, and broil’d some of it and eat; I wou’d fain have stew’d it and made some broath, but had no pot.
  


  
    June 27. The ague again so violent that I lay a-bed all day, and neither eat or drank. I was ready to perish for thirst, but so weak, I had not strength to stand up, or to get my self any water to drink: pray’d to God again, but was light-headed, and when I was not, I was so ignorant that I knew not what to say; only I lay and cry’d, ‘Lord look upon me, Lord pity me, Lord have mercy upon me.’ I suppose I did nothing else for two or three hours, till the fit wearing off, I fell asleep, and did not wake till far in the night; when I wak’d, I found my self much refresh’d, but weak, and exceeding thirsty. However, as I had no water in my whole habitation, I was forc’d to lie till morning, and went to sleep again. In this second sleep, I had this terrible dream.
  


  
    I thought that I was sitting on the ground on the out-side of my wall, where I sat when the storm blew after the earthquake, and that I saw a man descend from a great black cloud, in a bright flame of fire, and light upon the ground. He was all over as bright as a flame, so that I could but just bear to look towards him; his countenance was most inexpressibly dreadful, impossible for words to describe; when he stepp’d upon the ground with his feet, I thought the earth trembl’d, just as it had done before in the earthquake, and all the air look’d, to my apprehension, as if it had been fill’d with flashes of fire.
  


  
    He was no sooner landed upon the earth, but he moved forward towards me, with a long spear or weapon in his hand, to kill me; and when he came to a rising ground, at some distance, he spoke to me, or I heard a voice so terrible, that it is impossible to express the terror of it; all that I can say I understood, was this: ‘Seeing all these things have not brought thee to repentance, now thou shalt die’; at which words, I thought he lifted up the spear that was in his hand, to kill me.
  


  
    No one that shall ever read this account will expect that I should be able to describe the horrors of my soul at this terrible vision; I mean, that even while it was a dream, I even dreamed of those horrors; nor is it any more possible to describe the impression that remain’d upon my mind when I awak’d and found it was but a dream.
  


  
    I had, alas! no divine knowledge; what I had received by the good instruction of my father was then worn out by an uninterrupted series, for 8 years, of seafaring wickedness, and a constant conversation with nothing but such as were like my self, wicked and prophane to the last degree. I do not remember that I had in all that time one thought that so much as tended either to looking upwards towards God, or inwards towards a reflection upon my own ways; but a certain stupidity of soul, without desire of good or conscience of evil, had entirely overwhelm’d me, and I was all that the most hardened, unthinking, wicked creature among our common sailors can be supposed to be, not having the least sense, either of the fear of God in danger, or of thankfulness to God in deliverances.
  


  
    In the relating what is already past of my story, this will be the more easily believ’d, when I shall add, that thro’ all the variety of miseries that had to this day befallen me, I never had so much as one thought of it being the hand of God, or that it was a just punishment for my sin; my rebellious behaviour against my father, or my present sins which were great; or so much as a punishment for the general course of my wicked life. When I was on the desperate expedition on the desart shores of Africa, I never had so much as one thought of what would become of me; or one wish to God to direct me whither I should go, or to keep me from the danger which apparently surrounded me, as well from voracious creatures as cruel savages: but I was meerly thoughtless of a God or a providence; acted like a meer brute from the principles of nature, and by the dictates of common sense only, and indeed hardly that.
  


  
    When I was deliver’d and taken up at sea by the Portugal captain, well us’d, and dealt justly and honourably with, as well as charitably, I had not the least thankfulness on my thoughts. When again I was shipwreck’d, ruin’d, and in danger of drowning on this island, I was as far from remorse, or looking on it as a judgment; I only said to my self often, that I was an unfortunate dog, and born to be always miserable.
  


  
    It is true, when I got on shore first here, and found all my ship’s crew drown’d, and my self spar’d, I was surpriz’d with a kind of extasie, and some transports of soul, which, had the grace of God assisted, might have come up to true thankfulness; but it ended where it begun, in a meer common flight of joy, or as I may say, being glad I was alive, without the least reflection upon the distinguished goodness of the hand which had preserv’d me, and had singled me out to be preserv’d, when all the rest were destroy’d; or an enquiry why Providence had been thus merciful to me; even just the same common sort of joy which seamen generally have after they are got safe ashore from a shipwreck, which they drown all in the next bowl of punch, and forget almost as soon as it is over; and all the rest of my life was like it.
  


  
    Even when I was afterwards, on due consideration, made sensible of my condition, how I was cast on this dreadful place, out of the reach of humane kind, out of all hope of relief or prospect of redemption, as soon as I saw but a prospect of living, and that I should not starve and perish for hunger, all the sense of my affliction wore off, and I begun to be very easy, apply’d my self to the works proper for my preservation and supply, and was far enough from being afflicted at my condition, as a judgment from heaven, or as the hand of God against me; these were thoughts which very seldom enter’d into my head.
  


  
    The growing up of the corn, as is hinted in my journal, had at first some little influence upon me and began to affect me with seriousness, as long as I thought it had something miraculous in it; but as soon as ever that part of the thought was remov’d, all the impression which was rais’d from it wore off also, as I have noted already.
  


  
    Even the earthquake, tho’ nothing could be more terrible in its nature, or more immediately directing to the invisible power which alone directs such things, yet no sooner was the first fright over, but the impression it had made went off also. I had no more sense of God or His judgments, much less of the present affliction of my circumstances being from His hand, than if I had been in the prosperous condition of life.
  


  
    But now when I began to be sick, and a leisurely view of the miseries of death came to place itself before me, when my spirits began to sink under the burthen of a strong distemper, and nature was exhausted with the violence of the feaver, conscience, that had slept so long, begun to awake, and I began to reproach my self with my past life, in which I had so evidently, by uncommon wickedness, provok’d the justice of God to lay me under uncommon strokes, and to deal with me in so vindictive a manner.
  


  
    These reflections oppress’d me for the second or third day of my distemper, and in the violence, as well of the feaver as of the dreadful reproaches of my conscience, extorted some words from me, like praying to God, tho’ I cannot say they were either a prayer attended with desires or with hopes; it was rather the voice of meer fright and distress; my thoughts were confus’d, the convictions great upon my mind, and the horror of dying in such a miserable condition rais’d vapours into my head with the meer apprehensions; and in these hurries of my soul, I know not what my tongue might express; but it was rather exclamation, such as, ‘Lord! what a miserable creature am I? If I should be sick, I shall certainly die for want of help, and what will become of me!’ Then the tears burst out of my eyes, and I could say no more for a good while.
  


  
    In this interval, the good advice of my father came to my mind, and presently his prediction which I mention’d at the beginning of this story, viz. that if I did take this foolish step, God would not bless me, and I would have leisure hereafter to reflect upon having neglected His counsel, when there might be none to assist in my recovery. ‘Now,’ said I aloud, ‘my dear father’s words are come to pass: God’s justice has overtaken me, and I have none to help or hear me: I rejected the voice of Providence, which had mercifully put me in a posture or station of life wherein I might have been happy and easy; but I would neither see it my self, or learn to know the blessing of it from my parents; I left them to mourn over my folly, and now I am left to mourn under the consequences of it; I refus’d their help and assistance who wou’d have lifted me into the world, and wou’d have made every thing easy to me, and now I have difficulties to struggle with, too great even for nature itself to support, and no assistance, no help, no comfort, no advice.’ Then I cry’d out, ‘Lord, be my help, for I am in great distress.’
  


  
    This was the first prayer, if I may call it so, that I had made for many years. But I return to my journal.
  


  
    June 28. Having been somewhat refresh’d with the sleep I had had, and the fit being entirely off, I got up; and tho’ the fright and terror of my dream was very great, yet I consider’d that the fit of the ague wou’d return again the next day, and now was my time to get something to refresh and support my self when I should be ill; and the first thing I did, I fill’d a large square case bottle with water, and set it upon my table, in reach of my bed; and to take off the chill or aguish disposition of the water, I put about a quarter of a pint of rum into it, and mix’d them together; then I got me a piece of the goat’s flesh, and broil’d it on the coals, but could eat very little; I walk’d about, but was very weak, and withal very sad and heavyhearted in the sense of my miserable condition; dreading the return of my distemper the next day; at night I made my supper of three of the turtle’s eggs, which I roasted in the ashes, and eat, as we call it, in the shell; and this was the first bit of meat I had ever ask’d God’s blessing to, even as I cou’d remember, in my whole life.
  


  
    After I had eaten, I try’d to walk, but found my self so weak that I cou’d hardly carry the gun (for I never went out without that), so I went but a little way, and sat down upon the ground, looking out upon the sea, which was just before me, and very calm and smooth. As I sat here, some such thoughts as these occurred to me.
  


  
    What is this earth and sea of which I have seen so much? Whence is it produc’d? And what am I and all the other creatures, wild and tame, humane and brutal? Whence are we?
  


  
    Sure we are all made by some secret power, who form’d the earth and sea, the air and sky; and who is that?
  


  
    Then it follow’d most naturally, It is God that has made it all. Well, but then it came on strangely, if God has made all these things, He guides and governs them all, and all things that concern them; for the power that could make all things must certainly have power to guide and direct them.
  


  
    If so, nothing can happen in the great circuit of His works, either without His knowledge or appointment.
  


  
    And if nothing happens without His knowledge, He knows that I am here, and am in this dreadful condition; and if nothing happens without His appointment, He has appointed all this to befal me.
  


  
    Nothing occur’d to my thought to contradict any of these conclusions; and therefore it rested upon me with the greater force that it must needs be, that God had appointed all this to befal me; that I was brought to this miserable circumstance by His direction, He having the sole power, not of me only, but of every thing that happen’d in the world. Immediately it follow’d:
  


  
    Why has God done this to me? What have I done to be thus us’d?
  


  
    My conscience presently check’d me in that enquiry, as if I had blasphem’d, and methought it spoke to me like a voice: ‘WRETCH! dost thou ask what thou hast done? Look back upon a dreadful mis-spent life, and ask thy self what thou hast not done; ask, Why is it that thou wert not long ago destroy’d? Why wert thou not drown’d in Yarmouth roads? kill’d in the fight when the ship was taken by the Sallee man of war? devour’d by the wild beasts on the coast of Africa? or drow’d here, when all the crew perish’d but thy self? Dost thou ask, “What have I done?”’
  


  
    I was struck dumb with these reflections, as one astonish’d, and had not a word to say, no, not to answer to my self, but rose up pensive and sad, walk’d back to my retreat, and went up over my wall, as if I had been going to bed, but my thoughts were sadly disturb’d, and I had no inclination to sleep; so I sat down in my chair and lighted my lamp, for it began to be dark. Now as the apprehension of the return of my distemper terrify’d me very much, it occurr’d to my thought, that the Brasilians take no physick but their tobacco for almost all distempers; and I had a piece of a roll of tobacco in one of the chests which was quite cur’d, and some also that was green and not quite cur’d.
  


  
    I went, directed by Heaven, no doubt; for in this chest I found a cure, both for soul and body, I open’d the chest and found what I look’d for, viz. the tobacco; and as the few books I had sav’d lay there too, I took out one of the Bibles which I mention’d before, and which to this time I had not found leisure, or so much as inclination, to look into; I say, I took it out, and brought both that and the tobacco with me to the table.
  


  
    What use to make of the tobacco I knew not, as to my distemper, or whether it was good for it or no; but I try’d several experiments with it, as if I was resolv’d it should hit one way or other. I first took a piece of a leaf, and chew’d it in my mouth, which indeed at first almost stupify’d my brain, the tobacco being green and strong, and that I had not been much us’d to it; then I took some and steeped it an hour or two in some rum, and resolv’d to take a dose of it when I lay down; and last, I burnt some upon a pan of coals, and held my nose close over the smoke of it as long as I could bear it, as well for the heat as almost for suffocation.
  


  
    In the interval of this operation, I took up the Bible and began to read, but my head was too much disturb’d with the tobacco to bear reading, at least that time; only having opened the book casually, the first words that occur’d to me were these: Call on me in the day of trouble, and I will deliver, and thou shalt glorify me.
  


  
    The words were very apt to my case, and made some impression upon my thoughts at the time of reading them, tho’ not so much as they did afterwards; for as for being deliver’d, the word had no sound, as I may say, to me; the thing was so remote, so impossible in my apprehension of things, that I began to say as the children of Israel did, when they were promis’d flesh to eat: Can God spread a table in the wilderness? so I began to say, ‘Can God Himself deliver me from this place?’ and as it was not for many years that any hope appear’d, this prevail’d very often upon my thoughts; but, however, the words made a great impression upon me, and I mused upon them very often. It grew now late, and the tobacco had, as I said, doz’d my head so much, that I inclin’d to sleep; so I left my lamp burning in the cave, least I should want any thing in the night, and went to bed; but before I lay down, I did what I never had done in all my life, I kneel’d down and pray’d to God to fulfil the promise to me, that if I call’d upon Him in the day of trouble, He would deliver me; after my broken and imperfect prayer was over, I drunk the rum in which I had steep’d the tobacco, which was so strong and rank of the tobacco, that indeed I could scarce get it down; immediately upon this I went to bed. I found presently it flew up in my head violently, but I fell into a sound sleep, and wak’d no more ’till by the sun it must necessarily be near three a-clock in the afternoon the next day; nay, to this hour, I’m partly of the opinion that I slept all the next day and night, and ’till almost three that day after; for otherwise, I knew not how I should lose a day out of my reckoning in the days of the week, as it appear’d some years after I had done: for if I had lost it by crossing and re-crossing the line, I should have lost more than one day. But certainly I lost a day in my accompt, and never knew which way.
  


  
    Be that, however, one way or th’ other, when I awak’d I found my self exceedingly refresh’d, and my spirits lively and chearful; when I got up, I was stronger than I was the day before, and my stomach better, for I was hungry; and in short, I had no fit the next day, but continu’d much alter’d for the better; this was the 29th.
  


  
    The 30th was my well day of course, and I went abroad with my gun, but did not care to travel too far. I kill’d a sea fowl or two, something like a brand goose, and brought them home, but was not very forward to eat them; so I ate some more of the turtle’s eggs, which were very good. This evening I renew’d the medicine which I had suppos’d did me good the day before, viz. the tobacco steep’d in rum, only I did not take so much as before, nor did I chew any of the leaf, or hold my head over the smoke; however I was not so well the next day, which was the first of July, as I hop’d I shou’d have been; for I had a little spice of the cold fit, but it was not much.
  


  
    July 2. I renew’d the medicine all the three ways, and doz’d my self with it at first; and doubled the quantity which I drank.
  


  
    3. I miss’d the fit for good and all, tho’ I did not recover my full strength for some weeks after; while I was thus gathering strength, my thoughts run exceedingly upon this scripture, I will deliver thee, and the impossibility of my deliverance lay much upon my mind in barr of my ever expecting it. But as I was discouraging my self with such thoughts, it occurr’d to my mind that I pored so much upon my deliverance from the main affliction, that I disregarded the deliverance I had receiv’d; and I was, as it were, made to ask my self such questions as these, viz. Have I not been deliver’d, and wonderfully too, from sickness? from the most distress’d condition that could be, and that was so frightful to me? and what notice had I taken of it? Had I done my part? God had deliver’d me, but I had not glorify’d Him; that is to say, I had not own’d and been thankful for that as a deliverance, and how cou’d I expect greater deliverance?
  


  
    This touch’d my heart very much, and immediately I kneel’d down and gave God thanks aloud for my recovery from my sickness.
  


  
    July 4. In the morning I took the Bible, and beginning at the New Testament, I began seriously to read it, and impos’d upon my self to read a while every morning and every night, not tying my self to the number of chapters, but as long as my thoughts shou’d engage me. It was not long after I set seriously to this work, but I found my heart more deeply and sincerely affected with the wickedness of my past life. The impression of my dream reviv’d, and the words, All these things have not brought thee to repentance, ran seriously in my thought. I was earnestly begging of God to give me repentance, when it happen’d providentially the very day that reading the scripture, I came to these words, He is exalted a Prince and a Saviour, to give repentance, and to give remission. I threw down the book, and with my heart as well as my hands lifted up to heaven, in a kind of extasy of joy, I cry’d out aloud, ‘Jesus, thou son of David, Jesus, thou exalted Prince and Saviour, give me repentance!’
  


  
    This was the first time that I could say, in the true sense of the words, that I pray’d in all my life; for now I pray’d with a sense of my condition, and with a true scripture view of hope founded on the encouragement of the word of God; and from this time, I may say, I began to have hope that God would hear me.
  


  
    Now I began to construe the words mentioned above, Call on me, and I will deliver you, in a different sense from what I had ever done before; for then I had no notion of any thing being call’d deliverance, but my being deliver’d from the captivity I was in; for tho’ I was indeed at large in the place, yet the island was certainly a prison to me, and that in the worst sense in the world; but now I learn’d to take it in another sense. Now I look’d back upon my past life with such horrour, and my sins appear’d so dreadful, that my soul sought nothing of God but deliverance from the load of guilt that bore down all my comfort: as for my solitary life, it was nothing; I did not so much as pray to be deliver’d from it, or think of it; it was all of no consideration in comparison to this. And I add this part here, to hint to whoever shall read it, that whenever they come to a true sense of things, they will find deliverance from sin a much greater blessing than deliverance from affliction.
  


  
    But leaving this part, I return to my journal.
  


  
    My condition began now to be, tho’ not less miserable as to my way of living, yet much easier to my mind; and my thoughts being directed, by a constant reading the scripture and praying to God, to things of a higher nature, I had a great deal of comfort within, which till now I knew nothing of; also, as my health and strength returned, I bestirr’d my self to furnish my self with every thing that I wanted, and make my way of living as regular as I could.
  


  
    From the 4th of July to the 14th, I was chiefly employ’d in walking about with my gun in my hand, a little and a little at a time, as a man that was gathering up his strength after a fit of sickness; for it is hardly to be imagin’d how low I was, and to what weakness I was reduc’d. The application which I made use of was perfectly new, and perhaps what had never cur’d an ague before, neither can I recommend it to any one to practise, by this experiment; and tho’ it did carry off the fit, yet it rather contributed to weakening me; for I had frequent convulsions in my nerves and limbs for some time.
  


  
    I learn’d from it also this in particular, that being abroad in the rainy season was the most pernicious thing to my health that could be, especially in those rains which came attended with storms and hurricanes of wind; for as the rain which came in the dry season was always most accompany’d with such storms, so I found that rain was much more dangerous than the rain which fell in September and October.
  


  
    I had been now in this unhappy island above 10 months; all possibility of deliverance from this condition seem’d to be entirely taken from me; and I firmly believed that no humane shape had ever set foot upon that place. Having now secur’d my habitation, as I thought, fully to my mind, I had a great desire to make a more perfect discovery of the island, and to see what other productions I might find, which I yet knew nothing of.
  


  
    It was the 15th of July that I began to take a more particular survey of the island it self. I went up the creek first, where, as I hinted, I brought my rafts on shore; I found, after I came about two miles up, that the tide did not flow any higher, and that it was no more than a little brook of running water, and very fresh and good; but this being the dry season, there was hardly any water in some parts of it, at least not enough to run in any stream so as it could be perceiv’d.
  


  
    On the bank of this brook I found many pleasant savana’s or meadows, plain, smooth, and cover’d with grass; and on the rising parts of them next to the higher grounds, where the water, as it might be supposed, never overflow’d, I found a great deal of tobacco, green, and growing to a great and very strong stalk; there were divers other plants which I had no notion of, or understanding about, and might perhaps have vertues of their own, which I could not find out.
  


  
    I searched for the cassava root, which the Indians in all that climate make their bread of, but I could find none. I saw large plants of alloes, but did not then understand them. I saw several sugar canes, but wild and, for want of cultivation, imperfect. I contented my self with these discoveries for this time, and came back musing with my self what course I might take to know the vertue and goodness of any of the fruits or plants which I should discover; but could bring it to no conclusion; for, in short, I had made so little observation while I was in the Brasils, that I knew little of the plants in the field, at least very little that might serve me to any purpose now in my distress.
  


  
    The next day, the 16th, I went up the same way again, and after going something farther than I had gone the day before, I found the brook, and the savana’s began to cease, and the country became more woody than before; in this part I found different fruits, and particularly I found mellons upon the ground in great abundance, and grapes upon the trees; the vines had spread indeed over the trees, and the clusters of grapes were just now in their prime, very ripe and rich. This was a surprising discovery, and I was exceeding glad of them; but I was warn’d by my experience to eat sparingly of them, remembring that when I was ashore in Barbary, the eating of grapes kill’d several of our English men who were slaves there, by throwing them into fluxes and feavers. But I found an excellent use for these grapes, and that was to cure or dry them in the sun, and keep them as dry’d grapes or raisins are kept, which I thought would be, as indeed they were, as wholesom as agreeable to eat, when no grapes might be to be had.
  


  
    I spent all that evening there, and went not back to my habitation, which, by the way, was the first night, as I might say, I had lain from home. In the night I took my first contrivance, and got up into a tree, where I slept well, and the next morning proceeded upon my discovery, travelling near four miles, as I might judge by the length of the valley, keeping still due north, with a ridge of hills on the south and north-side of me.
  


  
    At the end of this march I came to an opening, where the country seem’d to descend to the west, and a little spring of fresh water, which issued out of the side of the hill by me, run the other way, that is, due east; and the country appear’d so fresh, so green, so flourishing, every thing being in a constant verdure or flourish of spring, that it looked like a planted garden.
  


  
    I descended a little on the side of that delicious vale, surveying it with a secret kind of pleasure (tho’ mixt with my other afflicting thoughts) to think that this was all my own, that I was king and lord of all this country indefeasibly, and had a right of possession; and if I could convey it, I might have it in inheritance as compleatly as any lord of a mannor in England. I saw here abundance of cocoa trees, orange, and lemon, and citron trees; but all wild, and very few bearing any fruit, at least not then. However, the green limes that I gathered were not only pleasant to eat, but very wholesome; and I mix’d their juice afterwards with water, which made it very wholesome, and very cool and refreshing.
  


  
    I found now I had business enough to gather and carry home; and I resolv’d to lay up a store, as well of grapes as limes and lemons, to furnish my self for the wet season, which I knew was approaching.
  


  
    In order to this, I gather’d a great heap of grapes in one place, and a lesser heap in another place, and a great parcel of limes and lemons in another place; and taking a few of each with me, I travell’d homeward, and resolv’d to come again, and bring a bag or sack, or what I could make, to carry the rest home.
  


  
    Accordingly, having spent three days in this journey, I came home; so I must now call my tent and my cave. But, before I got thither, the grapes were spoil’d; the richness of the fruits and the weight of the juice having broken them and bruis’d them, they were good for little or nothing; as to the limes, they were good, but I could bring but a few.
  


  
    The next day, being the 19th, I went back, having made me two small bags to bring home my harvest; but I was surpriz’d, when coming to my heap of grapes, which were so rich and fine when I gather’d them, I found them all spread about, trod to pieces, and dragg’d about, some here, some there, and abundance eaten and devour’d. By this I concluded there were some wild creatures thereabouts which had done this; but what they were I knew not.
  


  
    However, as I found that there was no laying them up on heaps, and no carrying them away in a sack, but that one way they would be destroy’d, and the other way they would be crush’d with their own weight, I took another course; for I gather’d a large quantity of the grapes, and hung them up upon the out branches of the trees, that they might cure and dry in the sun; and as for the limes and lemons, I carry’d as many back as I could well stand under.
  


  
    When I came home from this journey, I contemplated with great pleasure the fruitfulness of that valley and the pleasantness of the situation, the security from storms on that side the water, and the wood, and concluded that I had pitch’d upon a place to fix my abode, which was by far the worst part of the country. Upon the whole I began to consider of removing my habitation; and to look out for a place equally safe as where I now was, situate, if possible, in that pleasant fruitful part of the island.
  


  
    This thought run long in my head, and I was exceeding fond of it for some time, the pleasantness of the place tempting me; but when I came to a nearer view of it, and to consider that I was now by the sea-side, where it was at least possible that something might happen to my advantage, and by the same ill fate that brought me hither, might bring some other unhappy wretches to the same place; and tho’ it was scarce probable that any such thing should ever happen, yet to enclose my self among the hills and woods, in the center of the island, was to anticipate my bondage, and to render such an affair not only improbable, but impossible; and that therefore I ought not by any means to remove.
  


  
    However, I was so enamour’d of this place, that I spent much of my time there for the whole remaining part of the month of July; and tho’ upon second thoughts I resolv’d as above, not to remove, yet I built me a little kind of a bower, and surrounded it at a distance with a strong fence, being a double hedge, as high as I could reach, well stak’d, and fill’d between with brushwood; and here I lay very secure, sometimes two or three nights together, always going over it with a ladder, as before; so that I fancy’d now I had my country-house, and my sea-coast-house: and this work took me up to the beginning of August.
  


  
    I had but newly finish’d my fence, and began to enjoy my labour, but the rains came on, and made me stick close to my first habitation; for tho’ I had made me a tent like the other, with a piece of a sail, and spread it very well, yet I had not the shelter of a hill to keep me from storms, nor a cave behind me to retreat into, when the rains were extraordinary.
  


  
    About the beginning of August, as I said, I had finish’d my bower, and began to enjoy my self. The third of August, I found the grapes I had hung up were perfectly dry’d, and indeed were excellent good raisins of the sun; so I began to take them down from the trees, and it was very happy that I did so; for the rains which follow’d would have spoil’d them, and I had lost the best part of my winter food; for I had above two hundred large bunches of them. No sooner had I taken them all down, and carry’d most of them home to my cave, but it began to rain, and from hence, which was the fourteenth of August, it rain’d more or less every day, till the middle of October; and sometimes so violently that I could not stir out of my cave for several days.
  


  
    In this season I was much surpriz’d with the increase of my family. I had been concern’d for the loss of one of my cats, who run away from me, or, as I thought, had been dead, and I heard no more tale or tidings of her, till to my astonishment she came home about the end of August, with three kittens; this was the more strange to me, because tho’ I had kill’d a wild cat, as I call’d it, with my gun, yet I thought it was a quite differing kind from our European cats; yet the young cats were the same kind of house breed like the old one; and both my cats being females, I thought it very strange. But from these three cats, I afterwards came to be so pester’d with cats, that I was forc’d to kill them like vermine or wild beasts, and to drive them from my house as much as possible.
  


  
    From the fourteenth of August to the twenty sixth, incessant rain, so that I could not stir, and was now very careful not to be much wet. In this confinement I began to be straitned for food, but venturing out twice, I one day kill’d a goat, and the last day, which was the twenty sixth, found a very large tortoise, which was a treat to me, and my food was regulated thus: I eat a bunch of raisins for my breakfast, a piece of the goat’s flesh or of the turtle for my dinner, broil’d; for, to my great misfortune, I had no vessel to boil or stew any thing; and two or three of the turtle’s eggs for my supper.
  


  
    During this confinement in my cover by the rain, I work’d daily two or three hours at enlarging my cave, and by degrees work’d it on towards one side, till I came to the out-side of the hill, and made a door or way out, which came beyond my fence or wall, and so I came in and out this way; but I was not perfectly easy at lying so open; for as I had manag’d my self before, I was in a perfect enclosure, whereas now I thought I lay expos’d, and open for any thing to come in upon me; and yet I could not perceive that there was any living thing to fear, the biggest creature that I had yet seen upon the island being a goat.
  


  
    September the thirtieth, I was now come to the unhappy anniversary of my landing. I cast up the notches on my post, and found I had been on shore three hundred and sixty five days. I kept this day as a solemn fast, setting it apart to religious exercise, prostrating my self on the ground with the most serious humiliation, confessing my sins to God, acknowledging His righteous judgments upon me, and praying to Him to have mercy on me, through Jesus Christ; and having not tasted the least refreshment for twelve hours, even till the going down of the sun, I then eat a bisket cake and a bunch of grapes, and went to bed, finishing the day as I began it.
  


  
    I had all this time observ’d no sabbath-day; for as at first I had no sense of religion upon my mind, I had after some time omitted to distinguish the weeks, by making a longer notch than ordinary for the sabbath-day, and so did not really know what any of the days were; but now having cast up the days, as above, I found I had been there a year; so I divided it up into weeks, and set apart every seventh day for a sabbath; though I found at the end of my account I had lost a day or two in my reckoning.
  


  
    A little after this my ink began to fail me, and so I contended my self to use it more sparingly, and to write down only the most remarkable events of my life, without continuing a daily memorandum of other things.
  


  
    The rainy season and the dry season began now to appear regular to me, and I learn’d to divide them so as to provide for them accordingly. But I bought all my experience before I had it; and this I am going to relate, was one of the most discouraging experiments that I made at all. I have mention’d that I had sav’d the few ears of barley and rice, which I had so surprizingly found spring up, as I thought, of themselves, and believe there was about thirty stalks of rice, and about twenty of barley; and now I thought it a proper time to sow it after the rains, the sun being in its southern position, going from me.
  


  
    Accordingly I dug up a piece of ground as well as I could with my wooden spade, and dividing it into two parts, I sow’d my grain; but as I was sowing, it casually occur’d to my thoughts that I would not sow it all at first, because I did not know when was the proper time for it; so I sow’d about two thirds of the seed, leaving about a handful of each.
  


  
    It was a great comfort to me afterwards that I did so, for not one grain of that I sow’d this time came to any thing; for the dry months following, the earth having had no rain after the seed was sown, it had no moisture to assist its growth, and never came up at all till the wet season had come again, and then it grew as if it had been but newly sown.
  


  
    Finding my first seed did not grow, which I easily imagin’d was by the drought, I sought for a moister piece of ground to make another trial in, and I dug up a piece of ground near my new bower and sow’d the rest of my seed in February, a little before the vernal equinox; and this, having the rainy months of March and April to water it, sprung up very pleasantly, and yielded a very good crop; but having part of the seed left only, and not daring to sow all that I had, I had but a small quantity at last, my whole crop not amounting to above half a peck of each kind.
  


  
    But by this experiment I was made master of my business, and knew exactly when the proper season was to sow; and that I might expect two seed times and two harvests every year.
  


  
    While this corn was growing, I made a little discovery which was of use to me afterwards. As soon as the rains were over, and the weather began to settle, which was about the month of November, I made a visit up the country to my bower, where though I had not been some months, yet I found all things just as I left them. The circle of double hedge that I had made was not only firm and entire, but the stakes which I had cut out of some trees that grew thereabouts were all shot out and grown with long branches, as much as a willow-tree usually shoots the first year after lopping its head. I could not tell what tree to call it that these stakes were cut from. I was surpriz’d, and yet very well pleas’d, to see the young trees grow; and I prun’d them, and led them up to grow as much alike as I could; and it is scarce credible how beautiful a figure they grew into in three years; so that though the hedge made a circle of about twenty-five yards in diameter, yet the trees, for such I might now call them, soon cover’d it; and it was a compleat shade, sufficient to lodge under all the dry season.
  


  
    This made me resolve to cut some more stakes, and make me a hedge like this in a semicircle round my wall; I mean that of my first dwelling, which I did; and placing the trees or stakes in a double row, at about eight yards’ distance from my first fence, they grew presently, and were at first a fine cover to my habitation, and afterwards serv’d for a defence also, as I shall observe in its order.
  


  
    I found now that the seasons of the year might generally be divided, not into summer and winter, as in Europe, but into the rainy seasons and the dry seasons, which were generally thus:
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      	Rainy, the sun being then on or near the equinox.
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      	September

      	Rainy, the sun being then come back.
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      	December

      	Dry, the sun being then to the south of the line.
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    The rainy season sometimes held longer or shorter, as the winds happen’d to blow; but this was the general observation I made. After I had found by experience the ill consequence of being abroad in the rain, I took care to furnish my self with provisions before hand, that I might not be oblig’d to go out; and I sat within doors as much as possible during the wet months.
  


  
    This time I found much employment (and very suitable also to the time), for I found great occasion of many things which I had no way to furnish my self with, but by hard labour and constant application; particularly, I try’d many ways to make my self a basket, but all the twigs I could get for the purpose prov’d so brittle that they would do nothing. It prov’d of excellent advantage to me now, that when I was a boy, I used to take great delight in standing at a basket-maker’s in the town where my father liv’d, to see them make their wicker-ware; and being, as boys usually are, very officious to help, and a great observer of the manner how they work’d those things, and sometimes lending a hand, I had by this means full knowledge of the methods of it, that I wanted nothing but the materials; when it came into my mind that the twigs of that tree from whence I cut my stakes that grew, might possibly be as tough as the sallows and willows and osiers in England, and I resolv’d to try.
  


  
    Accordingly the next day, I went to my country-house, as I call’d it, and cutting some of the smaller twigs, I found them to my purpose as much as I could desire; whereupon I came the next time prepar’d with an hatchet to cut down a quantity, which I soon found, for there was great plenty of them; these I set up to dry within my circle or hedge, and when they were fit for use, I carry’d them to my cave, and here during the next season, I employ’d my self in making, as well as I could, a great many baskets, both to carry earth, or to carry or lay up any thing as I had occasion; and tho’ I did not finish them very handsomly, yet I made them sufficiently serviceable for my purpose; and thus afterwards I took care never to be without them; and as my wicker-ware decay’d, I made more; especially I made strong deep baskets to place my corn in, instead of sacks, when I should come to have any quantity of it.
  


  
    Having master’d this difficulty, and employ’d a world of time about it, I bestirr’d my self to see if possible how to supply two wants. I had no vessels to hold any thing that was liquid, except two runlets which were almost full of rum, and some glass-bottles, some of the common size, and others which were case-bottles, square, for the holding of waters, spirits, &c. I had not so much as a pot to boil any thing, except a great kettle, which I sav’d out of the ship, and which was too big for such use as I desired it, viz. to make broth and stew a bit of meat by it self. The second thing I would fain have had, was a tobacco-pipe, but it was impossible to make one; however, I found a contrivance for that too at last.
  


  
    I employ’d my self in planting my second rows of stakes or piles, and in this wicker working, all the summer or dry season, when another business took me up more time than it could be imagin’d I could spare.
  


  
    I mention’d before that I had a great mind to see the whole island, and that I had travell’d up the brook, and so on to where I built my bower, and where I had an opening quite to the sea on the other side of the island. I now resolv’d to travel quite cross to the sea-shore on that side; so taking my gun, a hatchet, and my dog, and a larger quantity of powder and shot than usual, with two bisket cakes and a great bunch of raisins in my pouch for my store, I began my journey. When I had pass’d the vale where my bower stood as above, I came within view of the sea, to the west, and it being a very clear day, I fairly desery’d land, whether an island or a continent, I could not tell; but it lay very high, extending from the west to the W.S.W. at a very great distance; by my guess it could not be less than fifteen or twenty leagues off.
  


  
    I could not tell what part of the world this might be, otherwise than that I knew it must be part of America, and, as I concluded by all my observations, must be near the Spanish dominions, and perhaps was all inhabited by savages, where if I should have landed, I had been in a worse condition than I was now; and therefore I acquieseed in the dispositions of Providence, which I began now to own and to believe order’d every thing for the best; I say, I quieted my mind with this, and left afflicting my self with fruitless wishes of being there.
  


  
    Besides, after some pause upon this affair, I consider’d that if this land was the Spanish coast, I should certainly, one time or other, see some vessel pass or repass one way or other; but if not, then it was the savage coast between the Spanish country and Brasils, which are indeed the worst of savages; for they are cannibals, or men-eaters, and fail not to murther and devour all the humane bodies that all into their hands.
  


  
    With these considerations I walk’d very leisurely forward, I found that side of the island where I now was much pleasanter than mine, the open or savanna fields sweet, adorn’d with flowers and grass, and full of very fine woods. I saw abundance of parrots, and fain I would have caught one, if possible, to have kept it to be tame, and taught it to speak to me. I did, after some pains taking, catch a young parrot, for I knock’d it down with a stick, and having recover’d it, I brought it home; but it was some years before I could make him speak: however, at last I taught him to call me by my name very familiarly. But the accident that follow’d, tho’ it be a trifle, will be very diverting in its place.
  


  
    I was exceedingly diverted with this journey. I found in the low grounds hares, as I thought them to be, and foxes, but they differ’d greatly from all the other kinds I had met with; nor could I satisfy my self to eat them, tho’ I kill’d several. But I had no need to be venturous; for I had no want of food, and of that which was very good too; especially these three sorts, viz. goats, pidgeons, and turtle or tortoise; which, added to my grapes, Leaden-hall Market could not have furnish’d a table better than I, in proportion to the company; and tho’ my case was deplorable enough, yet I had great cause for thankfulness, that I was not driven to any extremities for food; but rather plenty, even to dainties.
  


  
    I never travell’d in this journey above two miles outright in a day, or thereabouts; but I took so many turns and returns to see what discoveries I could make, that I came weary enough to the place where I resolv’d to sit down for all night; and then I either repos’d my self in a tree, or surrounded my self with a row of stakes set upright in the ground, either from one tree to another, or so as no wild creature could come at me without waking me
  


  
    As soon as I came to the sea shore, I was surpriz’d to see that I had taken up my lot on the worst side of the island; for here indeed the shore was cover’d with innumerable turtles, whereas on the other side I had found but three in a year and half. Here was also an infinite number of fowls of many kinds, some which I had seen and some which I had not seen before, and many of them very good meat; but such as I knew not the names of, except those call’d penguins.
  


  
    I could have shot as many as I pleas’d, but was very sparing of my powder and shot; and therefore had more mind to kill a she goat, if I could, which I could better feed on; and though there were many goats here more than on my side the island, yet it was with much more difficulty that I could come near them, the country being flat and even, and they saw me much sooner than when I was on the hill.
  


  
    I confess this side of the country was much pleasanter than mine, but yet I had not the least inclination to remove; for as I was fix’d in my habitation, it became nature to me, and I seem’d all the while I was here to be as it were upon a journey, and from home. However, I travell’d along the shore of the sea towards the east, I suppose about twelve miles; and then setting up a great pole upon the shore for a mark, I concluded I would go home again; and that the next journey I took should be on the other side of the island, east from my dwelling, and so round till I came to my post again: of which in its place.
  


  
    I took another way to come back than that I went, thinking I could easily keep all the island so much in my view that I could not miss finding my first dwelling by viewing the country; but I found my self mistaken; for being come about two or three miles, I found my self descended into a very large valley; but so surrounded with hills, and those hlls cover’d with wood, that I could not see which was my way by any direction but that of the sun, nor even then, unless I knew very well the position of the sun at that time of the day.
  


  
    It happen’d to my farther misfortune, that the weather prov’d hazey for three or four days while I was in this valley; and not being able to see the sun, I wander’d about very uncomfortably, and at last was oblig’d to find out the sea side, look for my post, and come back the same way I went; and then by easy journies I turn’d homeward, the weather being exceeding hot, and my gun, ammunition, hatchet, and other things very heavy.
  


  
    In this journey my dog surpriz’d a young kid, and seiz’d upon it, and I running in to take hold of it, caught it, and sav’d it alive from the dog. I had a great mind to bring it home if I could; for I had often been musing whether it might not be possible to get a kid or two, and so raise a breed of tame goats, which might supply me when my powder and shot should be all spent.
  


  
    I made a collar to this little creature, and with a string which I made of some rope-yarn, which I always carry’d about me, I led him along, tho’ with some difficulty, till I came to my bower, and there I enclos’d him and left him; for I was very impatient to be at home, from whence I had been absent above a month.
  


  
    I cannot express what a satisfaction it was to me, to come into my old hutch, and lye down in my hammock-bed. This little wandring journey, without settled place of abode, had been so unpleasant to me, that my own house, as I call’d it to my self, was a perfect settlement to me, compar’d to that; and it rendred every thing about me so comfortable, that I resolv’d I would never go a great way from it again, while it should be my lot to stay on the island.
  


  
    I respos’d my self here a week, to rest and regale my self after my long journey; during which, most of the time was taken up in the weighty affair of making a cage for my Poll, who began now to be a meer domestick, and to be mightly well acquainted with me. Then I began to think of the poor kid, which I had penn’d in within my little circle, and resolv’d to go and fetch it home, or give it some food; accordingly I went, and found it where I left it, for indeed it could not get out, but almost starv’d for want of food. I went and cut bows of trees, and branches of such shrubs as I could find, and threw it over, and having fed it, I ty’d it as I did before, to lead it away; but it was so tame with being hungry, that I had no need to have ty’d it; for it follow’d me like a dog; and as I continually fed it, the creature became so loving, so gentle, and so fond, that it became from that time one of my domesticks also, and would never leave me afterwards.
  


  
    The rainy season of the autumnal equinox was now come, and I kept the 30th of September in the same solemn manner as before, being the anniversary of my landing on the island, having now been there two years, and no more prospect of being deliver’d than the first day I came there. I spent the whole day in humble and thankful acknowledgments of the many wonderful mercies which my solitary condition was attended with, and without which it might have been infinitely more miserable. I gave humble and hearty thanks that God had been pleas’d to discover to me, even that it was possible I might be more happy in this solitary condition, than I should have been in a liberty of society, and in all the pleasures of the world; that He could fully make up to me the deficiencies of my solitary state, and the want of humane society, by His presence and the communications of His grace to my soul, supporting, comforting, and encouraging me to depend upon His providence here, and hope for His eternal presence hereafter.
  


  
    It was now that I began sensibly to feel how much more happy this life I now led was, with all its miserable circumstances, than the wicked, cursed, abominable life I led all the past part of my days; and now I chang’d both my sorrows and my joys; my very desires alter’d, my affections chang’d their gusts, and my delights were perfectly new from what they were at my first coming, or indeed for the two years past.
  


  
    Before, as I walk’d about, either on my hunting, or for viewing the country, the anguish of my soul at my condition would break out upon me on a sudden, and my very heart would die within me, to think of the woods, the mountains, the desarts I was in; and how I was a prisoner, lock’d up with the eternal bars and bolts of the ocean, in an uninhabited wilderness, without redemption. In the midst of the greatest composure of my mind, this would break out upon me like a storm, and make me wring my hands and weep like a child. Sometimes it would take me in the middle of my work, and I would immediately sit down and sigh, and look upon the ground for an hour or two together; and this was still worse to me; for if I could burst out into tears, or vent my self by words, it would go off, and the grief having exhausted it self would abate.
  


  
    But now I began to exercise my self with new thoughts; I daily read the word of God, and apply’d all the comforts of it to my present state. One morning, being very sad. I open’d the Bible upon these words, I will never, never leave thee, nor forsake thee; immediately it occur’d that these words were to me; why else should they be directed in such a manner, just at the moment when I was mourning over my condition, as one forsaken of God and man? ‘Well then,’ said I, ‘if God does not forsake me, of what ill consequence can it be, or what matters it, though the world should all forsake me, seeing, on the other hand, if I had all the world, and should lose the favour and blessing of God, there wou’d be no comparison in the loss?’
  


  
    From this moment I began to conclude in my mind that it was possible for me to be more happy in this forsaken, solitary condition than it was probable I should ever have been in any other particular state in the world; and with this thought I was going to give thanks to God for bringing me to this place.
  


  
    I know not what it was, but something shock’d my mind at that thought, and I durst not speak the words. ‘How canst thou be such a hyprocrite,’ said I, even audibly, ‘to pretend to be thankful for a condition, which however thou may’st endeavour to be contented with, thou would’st rather pray heartily to be deliver’d from?’ So I stopp’d there; but though I could not say I thank’d God for being there, yet I sincerely gave thanks to God for opening my eyes, by whatever afflicting providences, to see the former condition of my life, and to mourn for my wickedness, and repent. I never open’d the Bible, or shut it, but my very soul within me bless’d God for directing my friend in England, without any order of mine, to pack it up among my goods; and for assisting me afterwards to save it out of the wreck of the ship.
  


  
    Thus, and in this disposition of mind, I began my third year; and tho’ I have not given the reader the trouble of so particular account of my works this year as the first, yet in general it may be observ’d that I was very seldom idle; but having regularly divided my time, according to the several daily employments that were before me, such as, first, my duty to God, and the reading the scriptures, which I constantly set apart some time for thrice every day; secondly, the going abroad with my gun for food, which generally took me up to three hours in every morning, when it did not rain; thirdly, the ordering, curing, preserving, and cooking what I had kill’d or catch’d for my supply; these took up great part of the day; also it is to be considered that the middle of the day, when the sun was in the zenith, the violence of the heat was too great to stir out; so that about four hours in the evening was all the time I could be suppos’d to work in; with this exception, that sometimes I chang’d my hours of hunting and working, and went to work in the morning, and abroad with my gun in the afternoon.
  


  
    To this short time allow’d for labour, I desire may be added the exceeding laboriousness of my work; the many hours of which, for want of tools, want of help, and want of skill, every thing I did took up out of my time. For example, I was full two and forty days making me a board for a long shelf, which I wanted in my cave; whereas two sawyers, with their tools and a saw-pit, would have cut six of them out of the same tree in half a day.
  


  
    My case was this: It was to be a large tree which was to be cut down, because my board was to be a broad one. This tree I was three days a-cutting down, and two more cutting off the bows, and reducing it to a log or piece of timber. With inexpressible hacking and hewing I reduc’d both sides of it into chips, till it begun to be light enough to move; then I turn’d it, and made one side of it smooth and flat as a board from end to end; then turning that side downward, cut the other side, till I brought the plank to be about three inches thick, and smooth on both sides. Any one may judge the labour of my hands in such a piece of work; but labour and patience carry’d me through that and many other things. I only observe this in particular, to shew the reason why so much of my time went away with so little work, viz. that what might be a little to be done with help and tools, was a vast labour, and requir’d a prodigious time to do alone and by hand.
  


  
    But notwithstanding this, with patience and labour I went through many things; and indeed every thing that my circumstances made necessary to me to do, as will appear by what follows.
  


  
    I was now, in the months of November and December, expecting my crop of barley and rice. The ground I had manur’d or dug up for them was not great; for as I observ’d, my seed of each was not above the quantity of half a peck; for I had lost one whole crop by sowing in the dry season; but now my crop promis’d very well, when on a sudden I found I was in danger of losing it all again by enemies of several sorts, which it was scarce possible to keep from it; as first, the goats, and wild creatures which I call’d hares, who tasting the sweetness of the blade, lay in it night and day, as soon as it came up, and eat it so close that it could get no time to shoot up into stalk.
  


  
    This I saw no remedy for, but by making an enclosure about it with a hedge, which I did with a great deal of toil; and the more, because it requir’d speed. However, as my arable land was but small, suited to my crop, I got it totally well fenc’d in about three weeks’ time; and shooting some of the creatures in the day time, I set my dog to guard it in the night, tying him up to a stake at the gate, where he would stand and bark all night long; so in a little time the enemies forsook the place, and the corn grew very strong and well, and began to ripen apace.
  


  
    But as the beasts ruined me before, while my corn was in the blade, so the birds were as likely to ruin me now, when it was in the ear; for going along by the place to see how it throve, I saw my little crop surrounded with fowls of I know not how many sorts, who stood as it were watching till I should be gone. I immediately let fly among them (for I always had my gun with me). I had no sooner shot, but there rose up a little cloud of fowls, which I had not seen at all, from among the corn it self.
  


  
    This touch’d me sensibly, for I foresaw that in a few days they would devour all my hopes, that I should be starv’d, and never be able to raise a crop at all, and what to do I could not tell. However, I resolv’d not to lose my corn, if possible, tho’ I should watch it night and day. In the first place, I went among it to see what damage was already done, and found they had spoil’d a good deal of it, but that as it was yet too green for them, the loss was not so great, but that the remainder was like to be a good crop if it could be sav’d.
  


  
    I staid by it to load my gun, and then coming away I could easily see the thieves sitting upon all the trees about me, as if they only waited till I was gone away, and the event proved it to be so; for as I walk’d off as if I was gone, I was no sooner out of their sight, but they dropt down one by one into the corn again. I was so provok’d that I could not have patience to stay till more came on, knowing that every grain that they eat now, was, as it might be said, a peck-load to me in the consequence; but coming up to the hedge I fir’d again, and kill’d three of them. This was what I wish’d for; so I took them up, and serv’d them as we serve notorious thieves in England, viz. hang’d them in chains for a terror to others. It is impossible to imagine almost, that this should have such an effect as it had; for the fowls wou’d not only not come at the corn, but in short they forsook all that part of the island, and I could never see a bird near the place as long as my scare-crows hung there.
  


  
    This I was very glad of, you may be sure, and about the latter end of December, which was our second harvest of the year, I reap’d my crop.
  


  
    I was sadly put to it for a scythe or a side to cut it down, and all I could do was to make one as well as I could out of one of the broad swords or cutlasses, which I sav’d among the arms out of the ship. However, as my first crop was but small, I had no great difficulty to cut it down; in short, I reap’d it my way, for I cut nothing off but the ears, and carry’d it away in a great basket which I had made, and so rubb’d it out with my hands; and at the end of all my harvesting, I found that out of my half peck of seed, I had near two bushels of rice, and above two bushels and half of barley; that is to say, by my guess, for I had no measure at that time.
  


  
    However, this was a great encouragement to me, and I foresaw that in time it wou’d please God to supply me with bread. And yet here I was perplex’d again, for I neither knew how to grind or make meal of my corn, or indeed how to clean it and part it; nor if made into meal, how to make bread of it; and if how to make it, yet I knew not how to bake it. These things being added to my desire of having a good quantity for store, and to secure a constant supply, I resolv’d not to taste any of this crop, but to preserve it all for seed against the next season, and in the mean time to employ all my study and hours of working to accomplish this great work of providing my self with corn and bread.
  


  
    It might be truly said, that now I work’d for my bread; ’tis a little wonderful, and what I believe few people have thought much upon, viz. the strange multitude of little things necessary in the providing, producing, curing, dressing, making, and finishing this one article of bread.
  


  
    I that was reduced to a meer state of nature, found this to my daily discouragement, and was made more and more sensible of it every hour, even after I had got the first handful of seed-corn, which, as I have said, came up unexpectedly, and indeed to a surprize.
  


  
    First, I had no plow to turn up the earth, no spade or shovel to dig it. Well, this I conquer’d, by making a wooden spade, as I observ’d before; but this did my work in but a wooden manner, and tho’ it cost me a great many days to make it, yet for want of iron it not only wore out the sooner, but made my work the harder, and made it be perform’d much worse.
  


  
    However, this I bore with, and was content to work it out with patience, and bear with the badness of the performance. When the corn was sow’d, I had no harrow, but was forced to go over it my self and drag a great heavy bough of a tree over it, to scratch it, as it may be call’d, rather than rake or harrow it.
  


  
    When it was growing and grown, I have observ’d already how many things I wanted, to fence it, secure it, mow or reap it, cure and carry it home, thrash, part it from the chaff and save it. Then I wanted a mill to grind it, sieves to dress it, yeast and salt to make it into bread, and an oven to bake it, and yet all these things I did without, as shall be observ’d; and yet the corn was an inestimable comfort and advantage to me too. All this, as I said, made every thing laborious and tedious to me, but that there was no help for; neither was my time so much loss to me, because, as I had divided it, a certain part of it was every day appointed to these works; and as I resolv’d to use none of the corn for bread till I had a greater quantity by me, I had the next six months to apply my self wholly by labour and invention to furnish my self with utensils proper for the performing all the operations necessary for the making the corn (when I had it) fit for my use.
  


  
    But first, I was to prepare more land, for I had now seed enough to sow above an acre of ground. Before I did this, I had a week’s-work at least to make me a spade, which when it was done was but a sorry one indeed, and very heavy, and requir’d double labour to work with it; however, I went thro’ that, and sow’d my seed in two large flat pieces of ground, as near my house as I could find them to my mind, and fenc’d them in with a good hedge, the stakes of which were all cut of that wood which I had set before, and knew it would grow, so that in one year’s time I knew I should have a quick or living-hedge, that would want but little repair. This work was not so little as to take me up less than three months, because great part of that time was of the wet season, when I could not go abroad.
  


  
    Within doors, that is, when it rained, and I could not go out, I found employment on the following occasions; always observing, that all the while I was at work I diverted my self with talking to my parrot, and teaching him to speak, and I quickly learn’d him to know his own name, and at last to speak it out pretty loud, POLL, which was the first word I ever heard spoken on the island by any mouth but my own. This, therefore, was not my work, but an assistant to my work, for now, as I said, I had a great employment upon my hands, as follows, viz. I had long study’d, by some means or other, to make my self some earthen vessels, which indeed I wanted sorely, but knew not where to come at them. However, considering the heat of the climate, I did not doubt but if I could find out any such clay, I might botch up some such pot as might, being dry’d in the sun, be hard enough and strong enough to bear handling, and to hold any thing that was dry and requir’d to be kept so; and as this was necessary in the preparing corn, meal, &c., which was the thing I was upon, I resolv’d to make some as large as I could, and fit only to stand like jarrs to hold what should be put into them.
  


  
    It would make the reader pity me, or rather laugh at me, to tell how many awkward ways I took to raise this paste, what odd mishapen ugly things I made, how many of them fell in, and how many fell out, the clay not being stiff enough to bear its own weight; how many crack’d by the over violent heat of the sun, being set out too hastily; and how many fell in pieces with only removing, as well before as after they were dry’d; and in a word, how after having labour’d hard to find the clay, to dig it, to temper it, to bring it home and work it, I could not make above two large earthen ugly things, I cannot call them jarrs, in about two months’ labour.
  


  
    However, as the sun bak’d these two very dry and hard, I lifted them very gently up, and set them down again in two great wicker-baskets which I had made on purpose for them, that they might not break, and as between the pot and the basket there was a little room to spare, I stuff’d it full of rice and barley straw, and these two pots being to stand always dry, I thought would hold my dry corn, and perhaps the meal, when the corn was bruised.
  


  
    Tho’ I miscarried so much in my design for large pots, yet I made several smaller things with better success, such as little round pots, flat dishes, pitchers and pipkins, and any things my hand turn’d to, and the heat of the sun bak’d them strangely hard.
  


  
    But all this would not answer my end, which was to get an earthen pot to hold what was liquid, and bear the fire, which none of these could do. It happen’d after some time, making a pretty large fire for cooking my meat, when I went to put it out after I had done with it, I found a broken piece of one of my earthen-ware vessels in the fire, burnt as hard as a stone, and red as a tile. I was agreeably surpris’d to see it, and said to my self, that certainly they might be made to burn whole if they would burn broken.
  


  
    This set me to studying how to order my fire, so as to make it burn me some pots. I had no notion of a kiln, such as the potters burn in, or of glazing them with lead, tho’ I had some lead to do it with; but I plac’d three large pipkins and two or three pots in a pile one upon another, and plac’d my fire-wood all round it with a great heap of embers under them; I ply’d the fire with fresh fuel round the out-side, and upon the top, till I saw the pots in the inside red hot quite thro’, and observ’d that they did not crack at all; when I saw them clear red, I let them stand in that heat about 5 or 6 hours, till I found one of them, tho’d it did not crack, did melt or run, for the sand which was mixed with the clay melted by the violence of the heat, and would have run into glass if I had gone on; so I slack’d my fire gradually till the pots began to abate of the red colour, and watching them all night, that I might not let the fire abate too fast, in the morning I had three very good, I will not say handsome, pipkins, and two other earthen pots, as hard burnt as cou’d be desir’d; and one of them perfectly glaz’d with the running of the sand.
  


  
    After this experiment, I need not say that I wanted no sort of earthen ware for my use; but I must needs say, as to the shapes of them, they were very indifferent, as any one may suppose, when I had no way of making them but as the children make dirt-pies, or as a woman would make pies that never learn’d to raise paste.
  


  
    No joy at a thing of so mean a nature was ever equal to mine, when I found I had made an earthen pot that would bear the fire; and I had hardly patience to stay till they were cold, before I set one upon the fire again, with some water in it, to boil me some meat, which it did admirably well; and with a piece of a kid I made some very good broth, though I wanted oatmeal, and several other ingredients requisite to make it so good as I would have had it been.
  


  
    My next concern was to get me a stone mortar, to stamp or beat some corn in; for as to the mill, there was no thought at arriving to that perfection of art with one pair of hands. To supply this want I was at a great loss; for, of all trades in the world, I was as perfectly unqualify’d for a stone-cutter as for any whatever; neither had I any tools to go about it with. I spent many a day to find out a great stone big enough to cut hollow and make fit for a mortar, and could find none at all; except what was in the solid rock, and which I had no way to dig or cut out; nor indeed were the rocks in the island of hardness sufficient, but were all of a sandy crumbling stone, which neither would bear the weight of a heavy pestle, or would break the corn without filling it with sand; so after a great deal of time lost in searching for a stone, I gave it over, and resolv’d to look out for a great block of hard wood, which I found indeed much easier; and getting one as big as I had strength to stir, I rounded it, and form’d it in the out-side with my axe and hatchet, and then with the help of fire, and infinite labour, made a hollow place in it, as the Indians in Brazil make their canoes. After this, I made a great heavy pestle or beater, of the wood call’d the iron-wood, and this I prepar’d and laid by against I had my next crop of corn, when I propos’d to my self to grind, or rather pound, my corn into meal to make my bread.
  


  
    My next difficulty was to make a sieve, or search, to dress my meal, and to part it from the bran and the husk, without which I did not see it possible I could have any bread. This was a most difficult thing, so much as but to think on; for to be sure I had nothing like the necessary thing to make it; I mean fine thin canvas, or stuff, to search the meal through. And here I was at a full stop for many months; nor did I really know what to do; linnen I had none left, but what was meer rags; I had goat’s hair, but neither knew I how to weave it or spin it; and had I known how, here was no tools to work it with; all the remedy that I found for this was, that at last I did remember I had among the seamen’s cloaths which were sav’d out of the ship, some neckcloths of callicoe or muslin; and with some pieces of these I made three small sieves, but proper enough for the work; and thus I made shift for some years; how I did afterwards, I shall shew in its place.
  


  
    The baking part was the next thing to be consider’d, and how I should make bread when I came to have corn; for first I had no yeast; as to that part, as there was no supplying the want, so I did not concern my self much about it; but for an oven, I was indeed in great pain. At length I found out an experiment for that also, which was this: I made some earthen vessels, very broad, but not deep; that is to say, about two foot diameter, and not above nine inches deep; these I burnt in the fire, as I had done the other, and laid them by; and when I wanted to bake, I made a great fire upon my hearth, which I had pav’d with some square tiles of my own making and burning also; but I should not call them square.
  


  
    When the fire-wood was burnt pretty much into embers, or live coals, I drew them forward upon this hearth so as to cover it all over, and there I let them lye till the hearth was very hot; then sweeping away all the embers, I set down my loaf or loaves, and whelming down the earthen pot upon them, drew the embers all round the out-side of the pot, to keep in, and add to the heat; and thus, as well as in the best oven in the world, I bak’d my barley loaves, and became in little time a meer pastry-cook into the bargain; for I made my self several cakes of the rice, and puddings; indeed I made no pies, neither had I any thing to put into them, supposing I had, except the flesh either of fowls or goats.
  


  
    It need not be wondred at, if all these things took me up most part of the third year of my abode here; for it is to be observ’d that in the intervals of these things, I had my new harvest and husbandry to manage; for I reap’d my corn in its season, and carry’d it home as well as I could, and laid it up in the ear in my large baskets, till I had time to rub it out; for I had no floor to thrash it on, or instruments to thrash it with.
  


  
    And now indeed, my stock of corn increasing, I really wanted to build my barns bigger. I wanted a place to lay it up in; for the increase of the corn now yielded me so much, that I had of the barley about twenty bushels, and of the rice as much, or more; insomuch that now I resolv’d to begin to use it freely; for my bread had been quite gone a great while; also I resolv’d to see what quantity would be sufficient for me a whole year, and to sow but once a year.
  


  
    Upon the whole, I found that the forty bushels of barley and rice was much more than I could consume in a year; so I resolv’d to sow just the same quantity every year that I sow’d the last, in hopes that such a quantity would fully provide me with bread, &c.
  


  
    All the while these things were doing, you may be sure my thoughts run many times upon the prospect of land which I had seen from the other side of the island, and I was not without secret wishes that I were on shore there, fancying the seeing the main land, and in an inhabited country I might find some way or other to convey myself farther, and perhaps at last find some means of escape.
  


  
    But all this while I made no allowance for the dangers of such a condition, and how I might fall into the hands of savages, and perhaps such as I might have reason to think far worse than the lions and tigers of Africa; that if I once came into their power, I should run a hazard more than a thousand to one of being kill’d, and perhaps of being eaten; for I had heard that the people of the Carribean coast were canibals, or man-eaters; and I knew by the latitude that I could not be far off from that shore. That suppose they were not canibals, yet that they might kill me, as many Europeans who had fallen into their hands had been serv’d, even when they had been ten or twenty together; much more I that was but one, and could make little or no defence. All these things, I say, which I ought to have consider’d well of, and did cast up in my thoughts afterwards, yet took up none of my apprehensions at first; but my head run mightily upon the thought of getting over to the shore.
  


  
    Now I wish’d for my boy Xury, and the long boat with the shoulder of mutton sail, with which I sail’d above a thousand miles on the coast of Africk; but this was in vain. Then I thought I would go and look at our ship’s boat, which, as I have said, was blown up upon the shore, a great way in the storm, when we were first cast away. She lay almost where she did at first, but not quite; and was turn’d by the force of the waves and the winds almost bottom upward, against a high ridge of beachy rough sand; but no water about her as before.
  


  
    If I had had hands to have refitted her, and to have launch’d her into the water, the boat would have done well enough, and I might have gone back into the Brasils with her easily enough; but I might have foreseen that I could no more turn her and set her upright upon her bottom, than I could remove the island. However, I went to the woods, and cut levers and rollers, and brought them to the boat, resolv’d to try what I could do, suggesting to my self that if I could but turn her down, I might easily repair the damage she had received, and she would be a very good boat, and I might go to sea in her very easily.
  


  
    I spar’d no pains, indeed, in this piece of fruitless toil, and spent, I think, three or four weeks about it; at last, finding it impossible to heave it up with my little strength, I fell to digging away the sand, to undermine it, and so to make it fall down, setting pieces of wood to thrust and guide it right in the fall.
  


  
    But when I had done this, I was unable to stir it up again, or to get under it, much less to move it forward towards the water; so I was fore’d to give it over; and yet, though I gave over the hopes of the boat, my desire to venture over the main increased, rather than decreased, as the means for it seem’d impossible.
  


  
    This at length put me upon thinking whether it was not possible to make my self a canoe, or periagua, such as the natives of those climates make, even without tools, or, as I might say, without hands, viz. of the trunk of a great tree. This I not only thought possible, but easy, and pleas’d my self extreamly with the thoughts of making it, and with my having much more convenience for it than any of the negroes or Indians; but not at all considering the particular inconveniences which I lay under, more than the Indians did, viz. want of hands to move it, when it was made, into the water, a difficulty much harder for me to surmount than all the consequences of want of tools could be to them; for what was it to me, that when I had chosen a vast tree in the woods, I might with much trouble cut it down, if after I might be able with my tools to hew and dub the out-side into the proper shape of a boat, and burn or cut out the inside to make it hollow, so to make a boat of it, if, after all this, I must leave it just there where I found it, and was not able to launch it into the water?
  


  
    One would have thought I could not have had the least reflection upon my mind of my circumstance while I was making this boat, but I should have immediately thought how I should get it into the sea; but my thoughts were so intent upon my voyage over the sea in it, that I never once consider’d how I should get it off of the land; and it was really in its own nature more easy for me to guide it over forty five miles of sea, than about forty five fathom of land, where it lay, to set it a float in the water.
  


  
    I went to work upon this boat the most like a fool that ever man did, who had any of his senses awake. I pleas’d my self with the design, without determining whether I was ever able to undertake it; not but that the difficulty of launching my boat came often into my head; but I put a stop to my own enquiries into it, by this foolish answer which I gave myself, ‘Let’s first make it, I’ll warrant I’ll find some way or other to get it along when ’tis done.’
  


  
    This was a most preposterous method; but the eagerness of my fancy prevail’d, and to work I went. I fell’d a cedar tree: I question much whether Solomon ever had such a one for the building of the temple at Jerusalem. It was five foot ten inches diameter at the lower part next the stump, and four foot eleven inches diameter at the end of twenty two foot, after which it lessen’d for a while, and then parted into branches. It was not without infinite labour that I fell’d this tree; I was twenty days hacking and hewing at it at the bottom; I was fourteen more getting the branches and limbs and the vast spreading head of it cut off, which I hack’d and hew’d through with axe and hatchet, and inexpressible labour; after this, it cost me a month to shape it, and dub it to a proportion, and to something like the bottom of a boat, that it might swim upright as it ought to do. It cost me near three months more to clear the inside, and work it out so as to make an exact boat of it. This I did indeed without fire, by meer malett and chissel, and by the dint of hard labour, till I had brought it to be a very handsome periagua, and big enough to have carry’d six and twenty men, and consequently big enough to have carry’d me and all my cargo.
  


  
    When I had gone through this work, I was extremely delighted with it. The boat was really much bigger than I ever saw a canoe or periagua, that was made of one tree, in my life. Many a weary stroke it had cost, you may be sure; and there remain’d nothing but to get it into the water; and had I gotten it into the water, I make no question but I should have began the maddest voyage, and the most unlikely to be perform’d, that ever was undertaken.
  


  
    But all my devices to get it into the water fail’d me; tho’ they cost me infinite labour too. It lay about one hundred yards from the water, and not more. But the first inconvenience was, it was up hill towards the creek; well, to take away this discouragement, I resolv’d to dig into the surface of the earth, and so make a declivity. This I begun, and it cost me a prodigious deal of pains; but who grutches pains, that have their deliverance in view? But when this was work’d through, and this difficulty manag’d, it was still much at one; for I could no more stir the canoe than I could the other boat.
  


  
    Then I measur’d the distance of ground, and resolv’d to cut a dock or canal, to bring the water up to the canoe, seeing I could not bring the canoe down to the water. Well, I began this work, and when I began to enter into it, and calculate how deep it was to be dug, how broad, how the stuff to be thrown out, I found that by the number of hands I had, being none but my own, it must have been ten or twelve years before I should have gone through with it: for the shore lay high, so that at the upper end it must have been at least twenty foot deep, so at length, tho’ with great reluctancy, I gave this attempt over also.
  


  
    This griev’d me heartily, and now I saw, tho’ too late, the folly of beginning a work before we count the cost, and before we judge rightly of our own strength to go through with it.
  


  
    In the middle of this work, I finish’d my fourth year in this place, and kept my anniversary with the same devotion, and with as much comfort as ever before; for by a constant study and serious application of the word of God, and by the assistance of His Grace, I gain’d a different knowledge from what I had before. I entertain’d different notions of things. I look’d now upon the world as a thing remote, which I had nothing to do with, no expectation from, and indeed no desires about: in a word, I had nothing indeed to do with it, nor was ever like to have; so I thought it look’d as we may perhaps look upon it hereafter, viz. as a place I had liv’d in, but was come out of it; and well might I say, as Father Abraham to Dives, Between me and thee is a great gulph fix’d.
  


  
    In the first place, I was remov’d from all the wickedness of the world here. It had neither the lust of the flesh, the lust of the eye, or the pride of life. I had nothing to covet; for I had all that I was now capable of enjoying; I was lord of the whole manor; or if I pleas’d, I might call my self king or emperor over the whole country which I had possession of. There were no rivals; I had no competitor, none to dispute sovereignty or command with me. I might have rais’d ship loadings of corn; but I had no use for it; so I let as little grow as I thought enough for my occasion. I had tortoise or turtles enough; but now and then one was as much as I could put to any use. I had timber enough to have built a fleet of ships. I had grapes enough to have made wine, or to have cur’d into raisins, to have loaded that fleet when they had been built.
  


  
    But all I could make use of was all that was valuable. I had enough to eat and to supply my wants, and what was all the rest to me? If I kill’d more flesh than I could eat, the dog must eat it, or the vermin. If I sow’d more corn than I could eat, it must be spoil’d. The trees that I cut down were lying to rot on the ground. I could make no more use of them than for fewel; and that I had no occasion for, but to dress my food.
  


  
    In a word, the nature and experience of things dictated to me, upon just reflection, that all the good things of this world are no farther good to us than they are for our use; and that whatever we may heap up indeed to give others, we enjoy just as much as we can use and no more. The most covetous griping miser in the world would have been cur’d of the vice of covetousness, if he had been in my case; for I possess’d infinitely more than I knew what to do with. I had no room for desire, except it was of things which I had not, and they were but trifles, though indeed of great use to me. I had, as I hinted before, a parcel of money, as well gold as silver, about thirty six pounds sterling. Alas! there the nasty sorry useless stuff lay; I had no manner of business for it; and I often thought with my self that I would have given a handful of it for a gross of tobacco-pipes, or for a hand-mill to grind my corn; nay, I would have given it all for six-pennyworth of turnip and carrot seed out of England, or for a handful of pease and beans, and a bottle of ink. As it was, I had not the least advantage by it, or benefit from it; but there it lay in a drawer, and grew mouldy with the damp of the cave in the wet season; and if I had had the drawer full of diamonds, it had been the same case; and they had been of no manner of value to me, because of no use.
  


  
    I had now brought my state of life to be much easier in itself than it was at first, and much easier to my mind, as well as to my body. I frequently sat down to my meat with thankfulness, and admir’d the hand of God’s providence, which had thus spread my table in the wilderness. I learn’d to look more upon the bright side of my condition, and less upon the dark side, and to consider what I enjoy’d, rather than what I wanted; and this gave me sometimes such secret comforts, that I cannot express them; and which I take notice of here, to put those discontented people in mind of it, who cannot enjoy comfortably what God has given them; beause they see and covet something that He has not given them. All our discontents about what we want appear’d to me to spring from the want of thankfulness for what we have.
  


  
    Another reflection was of great use to me, and doubtless would be so to any one that should fall into such distress as mine was; and this was, to compare my present condition with what I at first expected it should be; nay, with what it would certainly have been, if the good providence of God had not wonderfully order’d the ship to be cast up nearer to the shore, where I not only could come at her, but could bring what I got out of her to the shore, for my relief and comfort; without which, I had wanted for tools to work, weapons for defence, or gun-powder and shot for getting my food.
  


  
    I spent whole hours, I may say whole days, in representing to my self in the most lively colours how I must have acted if I had got nothing out of the ship; how I could not have so much as got any food except fish and turtles; and that as it was long before I found any of them, I must have perish’d first; that I should have liv’d, if I had not perish’d, like a meer savage; that if I had kill’d a goat or a fowl, by any contrivance, I had no way to flea or open them, or part the flesh from the skin and the bowels, or to cut it up; but must gnaw it with my teeth and pull it with my claws like a beast.
  


  
    These reflections made me very sensible of the goodness of Providence to me, and very thankful for my present condition, with all its hardships and misfortunes; and this part also I cannot but recommend to the reflection of those who are apt in their misery to say, ‘Is any affliction like mine!’ Let them consider how much worse the cases of some people are, and their case might have been, if Providence had thought fit.
  


  
    I had another reflection which assisted me also to comfort my mind with hopes; and this was, comparing my present condition with what I had deserv’d, and had therefore reason to expect from the hand of Providence. I had liv’d a dreadful life, perfectly destitute of the knowledge and fear of God. I had been well instructed by father and mother; neither had they been wanting to me, in their early endeavours, to infuse a religious awe of God into my mind, a sense of my duty, and of what the nature and end of my being requir’d of me. But alas! falling early into the seafaring life, which of all the lives is the most destitute of the fear of God, though His terrors are always before them; I say, falling early into the seafaring life, and into seafaring company, all that little sense of religion which I had entertain’d was laugh’d out of me by my mess-mates, by a harden’d despising of dangers, and the views of death, which grew habitual to me by my long absence from all manner of opportunities to converse with any thing but what was like my self, or to hear any thing that was good or tended towards it.
  


  
    So void was I of everything that was good, or of the least sense of what I was, or was to be, that in the greatest deliverances I enjoy’d, such as my escape from Sallee, my being taken up by the Portuguese master of the ship, my being planted so well in the Brasils, my receiving the cargo from England, and the like, I never had once the word, ‘Thank God,’ so much as on my mind, or in my mouth; nor in the greatest distress, had I so much as a thought to pray to Him, or so much as to say, ‘Lord have mercy upon me’, no, nor to mention the name of God, unless it was to swear by and blaspheme it.
  


  
    I had terrible reflections upon my mind for many months, as I have already observ’d, on the account of my wicked and hardned life past; and when I look’d about me and considered what particular providences had attended me since my coming into this place, and how God had dealt bountifully with me; had not only punished me less than my iniquity had deserv’d, but had so plentifully provided for me; this gave me great hopes that my repentance was accepted, and that God had yet mercy in store for me.
  


  
    With these reflections I work’d my mind up, not only to resignation to the will of God in the present disposition of my circumstances, but even to a sincere thankfulness for my condition, and that I, who was yet a living man, ought not to complain, seeing I had not the due punishment of my sins; that I enjoy’d so many mercies which I had no reason to have expected in that place; that I ought never more to repine at my condition, but to rejoyce, and to give daily thanks for that daily bread which nothing but a croud of wonders could have brought. That I ought to consider I had been fed even by miracle, even as great as that of feeding Elijah by ravens, nay, by a long series of miracles; and that I could hardly have nam’d a place in the unhabitable part of the world where I could have been cast more to my advantage; a place where, as I had no society, which was my affliction on one hand, so I found no ravenous beast, no furious wolves or tygers to threaten my life, no venomous creatures, or poisonous, which I might feed on to my hurt, no savages to murther and devour me.
  


  
    In a word, as my life was a life of sorrow one way, so it was a life of mercy another; and I wanted nothing to make it a life of comfort, but to be able to make my sence of God’s goodness to me, and care over me in this condition, be my daily consolation; and after I did make a just improvement of these things, I went away and was no more said.
  


  
    I had now been here so long that many things which I brought on shore for my help were either quite gone or very much wasted and near spent.
  


  
    My ink, as I observed, had been gone some time, all but a very little, which I eek’d out with water a little and a little, till it was so pale it scarce left any appearance of black upon the paper. As long as it lasted, I made use of it to minute down the days of the month on which any remarkable thing happen’d to me, and first by casting up times past. I remember that there was a strange concurrence of days in the various providences which befel me; and which, if I had been superstitiously inclin’d to observe days as fatal or fortunate, I might have had reason to have look’d upon with a great deal of curiosity.
  


  
    First, I had observed that the same day that I broke away from my father and my friends, and run away to Hull, in order to go to sea, the same day afterwards I was taken by the Sallee man of war, and made a slave.
  


  
    The same day of the year that I escaped out of the wreck of that ship in Yarmouth roads, that same day-year afterwards I made my escape from Sallee in the boat.
  


  
    The same day of the year I was born on, viz. the 30th of September, that same day I had my life so miraculously saved twenty-six year after, when I was cast on shore in this island, so that my wicked life and my solitary life begun both on a day.
  


  
    The next thing to my ink’s being wasted, was that of my bread, I mean the bisket which I brought out of the ship; this I had husbanded to the last degree, allowing my self but one cake of bread a day for above a year, and yet I was quite without bread for near a year before I got any corn of my own, and great reason I had to be thankful that I had any at all, the getting it being, as has been already observed, next to miraculous.
  


  
    My cloaths began to decay too mightily: as to linnen, I had had none a good while, except some chequer’d shirts which I found in the chests of the other seamen, and which I carefully preserved, because many times I could bear no other cloaths on but a shirt; and it was a very great help to me that I had among all the men’s cloaths of the ship almost three dozen of shirts. There were also several thick watch-coats of the seamen’s, which were left indeed, but they were too hot to wear; and tho’ it is true that the weather was so violent hot that there was no need of cloaths, yet I could not go quite naked; no, tho’ I had been inclin’d to it, which I was not, nor could not abide the thoughts of it, tho’ I was all alone.
  


  
    The reason why I could not go quite naked was, I could not bear the heat of the sun so well when quite naked as with some cloaths on; nay, the very heat frequently blistered my skin; whereas with a shirt on, the air itself made some motion and, whistling under that shirt, was twofold cooler than without it: no more could I ever bring my self to go out in the heat of sun without a cap or a hat; the heat of the sun, beating with such violence as it does in that place, would give me the head-ach presently, by darting so directly on my head, without a cap or hat on, so that I could not bear it, whereas, if I put on my hat, it would presently go away.
  


  
    Upon those views I began to consider about putting the few rags I had, which I call’d cloaths, into some order; I had worn out all the wastcoats I had, and my business was now to try if I could not make jackets out of the great watch-coats which I had by me, and with such other materials as I had; so I set to work a taylering, or rather indeed a botching, for I made most piteous work of it. However, I made shift to make two or three new wastcoats, which I hoped wou’d serve me a great while; as for breeches or drawers, I made but a very sorry shift indeed, till afterward.
  


  
    I have mentioned that I saved the skins of all the creatures that I kill’d, I mean four-footed ones, and I had hung them up stretched out with sticks in the sun, by which means some of them were so dry and hard that they were fit for little, but others, it seems, were very useful. The first thing I made of these was a great cap for my head, with the hair on the out side to shoot off the rain; and this I perform’d so well, that after this I made me a suit of cloaths wholly of these skins, that is to say, a wastcoat, and breeches open at knees, and both loose, for they were rather wanting to keep me cool than to keep me warm. I must not omit to acknowledge that they were wretchedly made; for if I was a bad carpenter, I was a worse taylor. However, they were such as I made very good shift with; and when I was abroad, if it happen’d to rain, the hair of my wastcoat and cap being outermost, I was kept very dry.
  


  
    After this I spent a great deal of time and pains to make me an umbrella; I was indeed in great want of one, and had a great mind to make one; I had seen them made in the Brasils, where they are very useful in the great heats which are there; and I felt the heats every jot as great here, and greater too, being nearer the equinox; besides, as I was oblig’d to be much abroad, it was a most useful thing to me, as well for the rains as the heats. I took a world of pains at it, and was a great while before I could make anything likely to hold; nay, after I thought I had hit the way, I spoil’d two or three before I made one to my mind; but at last I made one that answer’d indifferently well. The main difficulty I found was to make it to let down. I could make it to spread, but if it did not let down too, and draw in, it was not portable for me any way but just over my head, which wou’d not do. However, at last, as I said, I made one to answer, and covered it with skins, the hair upwards, so that it cast off the rains like a penthouse, and kept off the sun so effectually, that I could walk out in the hottest of the weather with greater advantage than I could before in the coolest, and when I had no need of it, cou’d close it and carry it under my arm.
  


  
    Thus I liv’d mighty comfortably, my mind being entirely composed by resigning to the will of God, and throwing my self wholly upon the disposal of His providence. This made my life better than sociable, for when I began to regret the want of conversation, I would ask my self whether thus conversing mutually with my own thoughts, and, as I hope I may say, with even God Himself by ejaculations, was not better than the utmost enjoyment of humane society in the world.
  


  
    I cannot say that after this, for five years, any extraordinary thing happened to me, but I liv’d on in the same course, in the same posture and place, just as before; the chief things I was employ’d in, besides my yearly labour of planting my barley and rice, and curing my raisins, of both which I always kept up just enough to have sufficient stock of one year’s provisions beforehand; I say, besides this yearly labour, and my daily labour of going out with my gun, I had one labour, to make me a canoe, which at last I finished; so that by digging a canal to it of six foot wide and four foot deep, I brought it into the creek, almost half a mile. As for the first, which so vastly big, as I made it without considering before hand, as I ought to do, how I should be able to launch it; so, never being able to bring it to the water, or bring the water to it, I was oblig’d to let it lye where it was, as a memorandum to teach me to be wiser next time: indeed, the next time, tho’ I could not get a tree proper for it, and in a place where I could not get the water to it at any less distance than, as I have said, nearly half a mile, yet as I saw it was practicable at last, I never gave it over; and though I was near two years about it, yet I never grutch’d my labour, in hopes of having a boat to go off to sea at last.
  


  
    However, though my little periagua was finish’d, yet the size of it was not at all answerable to the design which I had in view when I made the first; I mean, of venturing over to the terra firma, where it was above forty miles broad; accordingly the smallness of my boat assisted to put an end to that design, and now I thought no more of it: but as I had a boat, my next design was to make a tour round the island; for as I had been on the other side in one place, crossing, as I have already describ’d it, over the land, so the discoveries I made in that little journey made me very eager to see other parts of the coast; and now I had a boat, I thought of nothing but sailing round the island.
  


  
    For this purpose, that I must do every thing with discretion and consideration, I fitted up a little mast to my boat, and made a sail to it out of some of the pieces of the ship’s sail, which lay in store, and of which I had a great stock by me.
  


  
    Having fitted my mast and sail, and try’d the boat, I found she would sail very well. Then I made little lockers, or boxes, at either end of my boat, to put provisions, necessaries, and ammunitions, &c., into, to be kept dry, either from rain or the sprye of the sea; and a little long hollow place I cut in the inside of the boat, where I could lay my gun, making a flap to hang down over it to keep it dry.
  


  
    I fix’d my umbrella also in a step at the stern, like a mast, to stand over my head, and keep the heat of the sun off of me like an auning; and thus I every now and then took a little voyage upon the sea, but never went far out, nor far from the little creek; but at last, being eager to view the circumference of my little kingdom, I resolv’d upon my tour, and accordingly I victuall’d my ship for the voyage, putting in two dozen of my loaves (cakes I should rather call them) of barley bread, an earthen pot full of parch’d rice, a food I eat a great deal of, a little bottle of rum, half a goat, and powder and shot for killing more, and two large watch-coats, of those which, as I mention’d before, I had sav’d out of the seamen’s chests; these I took, one to lye upon, and the other to cover me in the night.
  


  
    It was the sixth of November, in the sixth year of my reign, or my captivity, which you please, that I set out on this voyage, and I found it much longer than I expected; for though the island it self was not very large, yet when I came to the east side of it, I found a great ledge of rocks lye out above two leagues into the sea, some above water, some under it; and beyond it, a shoal of sand, lying dry half a league more; so that I was oblig’d to go a great way out to sea to double the point.
  


  
    When first I discover’d them, I was going to give over my enterprise, and come back again, not knowing how far it might oblige me to go out to sea; and above all, doubting how I should get back again; so I came to an anchor; for I had made me a kind of an anchor with a piece of a broken graplin which I got out of the ship.
  


  
    Having secur’d my boat, I took my gun and went on shore, climbing up upon a hill which seem’d to overlook that point, where I saw the full extent of it, and resolv’d to venture.
  


  
    In my viewing the sea from that hill where I stood, I perceiv’d a strong, and indeed a most furious current, which run to the east, and even came close to the point; and I took the more notice of it, because I saw there might be some danger; that when I came into it, I might be carry’d out to sea by the strength of it, and not be able to make the island again; and indeed, had I not gotten first up this hill, I believe it would have been so; for there was the same current on the other side the island, only that it set off at a farther distance; and I saw there was a strong eddy under the shore; so I had nothing to do but to get in out of the first current, and I should presently be in an eddy.
  


  
    I lay here, however, two days; because the wind blowing pretty fresh at E.S.E., and that being just contrary to the said current, made a great breach of the sea upon the point; so that it was not safe for me to keep too close to the shore for the breach, nor to go too far off because of the stream.
  


  
    The third day in the morning, the wind having abated over night, the sea was calm, and I ventur’d; but I am a warning piece again to all rash and ignorant pilots; for no sooner was I come to the point, when even I was not my boat’s length from the shore, but I found my self in a great depth of water, and a current like the sluice of a mill: it carry’d my boat along with it with such violence that all I could do could not keep her so much as on the edge of it; but I found it hurry’d me farther and farther out from the eddy, which was on my left hand. There was no wind stirring to help me, and all I could do with my paddlers signify’d nothing, and now I began to give my self over for lost; for as the current was on both sides the island, I knew in a few leagues’ distance they must joyn again, and then I was irrecoverably gone; nor did I see any possibility of avoiding it; so that I had no prospect before me but of perishing, not by the sea, for that was calm enough, but of starving for hunger. I had indeed found a tortoise on the shore, as big almost as I could lift, and had toss’d it into the boat; and I had a great jar of fresh water, that is to say, one of my earthen pots; but what was all this to being driven into the vast ocean, where, to be sure, there was no shore, no main land or island, for a thousand leagues at least?
  


  
    And now I saw how easy it was for the providence of God to make the most miserable condition mankind could be in, worse. Now I look’d back upon my desolate solitary island as the most pleasant place in the world, and all the happiness my heart could wish for was to be but there again. I stretch’d out my hands to it with eager wishes. ‘O happy desart,’ said I, ‘I shall never see thee more. O miserable creature,’ said I, ‘whither am I going?’ Then I reproach’d my self with my unthankful temper, and how I had repin’d at my solitary condition; and now what would I give to be on shore there again! Thus we never see the true state of our condition till it is illustrated to us by its contraries, nor know how to value what we enjoy, but by the want of it. It is scarce possible to imagine the consternation I was now in, being driven from my beloved island (for so it appear’d to me now to be) into the wide ocean, almost two leagues, and in the utmost despair of ever recovering it again. However, I work’d hard, till indeed my strength was almost exhausted, and kept my boat as much to the northward, that is, towards the side of the current which the eddy lay on, as possibly I could; when about noon, as the sun pass’d the meridian, I thought I felt a little breeze of wind in my face, springing up from the S.S.E. This chear’d my heart a little, and especially when in about half an hour more it blew a pretty small gentle gale. By this time I was gotten at a frightful distance from the island, and had the least cloud of haizy weather interven’d, I had been undone another way too; for I had no compass on board, and should never have known how to have steer’d towards the island, if I had but once lost sight of it; but the weather continuing clear, I apply’d my self to get up my mast again, and spread my sail, standing away to the north as much as possible, to get out of the current.
  


  
    Just as I had set my mast and sail, and the boat began to stretch away, I saw even by the clearness of the water some alteration of the current was near; for where the current was so strong, the water was foul; but perceiving the water clear, I found the current abate, and presently I found to the east, at about half a mile, a breach of the sea upon some rocks; these rocks I found caus’d the current to part again, and as the main stress of it ran away more southerly, leaving the rocks to the north-east, so the other return’d by the repulse of the rocks, and made a strong eddy, which run back again to the north-west, with a very sharp stream.
  


  
    They who know what it is to have a reprieve brought to them upon the ladder, or to be rescued from thieves just a going to murther them, or who have been in such like extremities, may guess what my present surprise of joy was, and how gladly I put my boat into the stream of this eddy, and the wind also freshning, how gladly I spread my sail to it, running chearfully before the wind, and with a strong tide or eddy under foot.
  


  
    This eddy carryed me about a league in my way back again directly towards the island, but about two leagues more to the northward than the current which carried me away at first; so that when I came near the island, I found my self open to the northern shore of it, that is to say, the other end of the island opposite to that which I went out from.
  


  
    When I had made something more than a league of way by the help of this current or eddy, I found it was spent and serv’d me no farther. However, I found that being between the two great currents, viz. that on the south side which had hurried me away, and that on the north which lay about a league on the other side; I say, between these two, in the wake of the island, I found the water at least still and running no way, and having still a breeze of wind fair for me, I kept on steering directly for the island, tho’ not making such fresh way as I did before.
  


  
    About four a-clock in the evening, being then within about a league of the island, I found the point of the rocks which occasioned this disaster, stretching out as is describ’d before to the south-ward, and casting off the current more southwardly, had of course made another eddy to the north, and this I found very strong, but not directly setting the way my course lay, which was due west, but almost full north. However, having a fresh gale, I stretch’d a-cross this eddy slanting north-west, and in about an hour came within about a mile of the shore, where it being smooth water, I soon got to land.
  


  
    When I was on shore I fell on my knees and gave God thanks for my deliverance, resolving to lay aside all thoughts of my deliverance by my boat; and refreshing my self with such things as I had, I brought my boat close to the shore in a little cove that I had spy’d under some trees, and lay’d me down to sleep, being quite spent with the labour and fatigue of the voyage.
  


  
    I was now at a great loss which way to get home with my boat. I had run so much hazard, and knew too much the case, to think of attempting it by the way I went out, and what might be at the other side (I mean the west side) I knew not, nor had I any mind to run any more ventures; so I only resolved in the morning to make my way westward along the shore and to see if there was no creek where I might lay up my frigate in safety, so as to have her again if I wanted her; in about three mile or thereabout, coasting the shore, I came to a very good inlet or bay about a mile over, which narrowed till it came to a very little rivulet or brook, where I found a very convenient harbour for my boat, and where she lay as if she had been in a little dock made on purpose for her. Here I put in, and having stow’d my boat very safe, I went on shore to look about me and see where I was.
  


  
    I soon found I had but a little past by the place where I had been before, when I travell’d on foot to that shore; so taking nothing out of my boat but my gun and my umbrella, for it was exceeding hot, I began my march. The way was comfortable enough after such a voyage as I had been upon, and I reach’d my old bower in the evening, where I found every thing standing as I left it; for I always kept it in good order, being, as I said before, my country house.
  


  
    I got over the fence, and laid me down in the shade to rest my limbs, for I was very weary, and fell asleep. But judge you, if you can, that read my story, what a surprize I must be in, when I was wak’d out of my sleep by a voice calling me by my name several times, ‘Robin, Robin, Robin Crusoe, poor Robin Crusoe, where are you, Robin Crusoe? Where are you? Where have you been?’
  


  
    I was so dead asleep at first, being fatigu’d with rowing, or paddling, as it is call’d, the first part of the day, and with walking the latter part, that I did not wake thoroughly, but dozing between sleeping and waking, thought I dream’d that some body spoke to me: but as the voice continu’d to repeat ‘Robin Crusoe, Robin Crusoe,’ at last I began to wake more perfectly, and was at first dreadfully frighted, and started up in the utmost consternation. But no sooner were my eyes open, than I saw my Poll sitting on the top of the hedge, and immediately knew that it was he that spoke to me; for just in such bemoaning language I had used to talk to him and teach him; and he had learn’d it so perfectly, that he would sit upon my finger, and lay his bill close to my face, and cry, ‘Poor Robin Crusoe, where are you? Where have you been? How come you here?’ and such things as I had taught him.
  


  
    However, even though I knew it was the parrot, and that indeed it could be no body else, it was a good while before I could compose my self. First, I was amazed how the creature got thither, and then, how he should just keep about the place, and no where else: but as I was well satisfied it could be no body but honest Poll, I got it over; and holding out my hand, and calling him by his name, Poll, the sociable creature came to me, and sat upon my thumb, as he used to do, and continu’d talking to me, Poor Robin Crusoe! and how did I come here? and where had I been? just as if he had been overjoy’d to see me again; and so I carry’d him home along with me.
  


  
    I had now had enough of rambling to sea for some time, and had enough to do for many days to sit still, and reflect upon the danger I had been in. I would have been very glad to have had my boat again on my side of the island; but I knew not how it was practicable to get it about. As to the east side of the island, which I had gone round, I knew well enough there was no venturing that way; my very heart would shrink, and my very blood run chill, but to think of it: and as to the other side of the island, I did not know how it might be there; but supposing the current ran with the same force against the shore at the east as it pass’d by it on the other, I might run the same risk of being driven down the stream, and carry’d by the island, as I had been before of being carry’d away from it; so with these thoughts I contented my self to be without any boat, though it had been the product of so many months’ labour to make it, and of so many more to get it unto the sea.
  


  
    In this government of my temper I remain’d near a year, liv’d a very sedate, retir’d life, as you may well suppose; and my thoughts being very much composed as to my condition, and fully comforted in resigning my self to the dispositions of Providence, I thought I liv’d really very happily in all things, except that of society.
  


  
    I improv’d my self in this time in all the mechanick exercises which my necessities put me upon applying my self to, and I believe cou’d, upon occasion, make a very good carpenter, especially considering how few tools I had.
  


  
    Besides this, I arriv’d at an unexpected perfection in my earthen ware, and contriv’d well enough to make them with a wheel, which I found infinitely easyer and better; because I made things round and shapable, which before were filthy things indeed to look on. But I think I was never more vain of my own performance, or more joyful for any thing I found out, than for my being able to make a tobacco-pipe. And tho’ it was a very ugly clumsy thing when it was done, and only burnt red like other earthen ware, yet as it was hard and firm, and would draw the smoke, I was exceeding comforted with it, for I had been always used to smoke, and there were pipes in the ship, but I forgot them at first, not knowing that there was tobacco in the island; and afterwards, when I search’d the ship again, I could not come at any pipes at all.
  


  
    In my wicker ware also I improved much, and made abundance of necessary baskets, as well as my invention shew’d me, tho’ not very handsome, yet they were such as were very handy and convenient for my laying things up in, or fetching things home in. For example, if I kill’d a goat abroad, I could hang it up in a tree, flea it and dress it, and cut it in pieces, and bring it home in a basket; and the like by a turtle; I could cut it up, take out the eggs and a piece or two of the flesh, which was enough for me, and bring them home in a basket, and leave the rest behind me. Also large deep baskets were my receivers for my corn, which I always rubb’d out as soon as it was dry, and cured, and kept it in great baskets.
  


  
    I began now to perceive my powder abated considerably, and this was a want which it was impossible for me to supply, and I began seriously to consider what I must do when I should have no more powder; that is to say, how I should do to kill any goat. I had, as is observ’d in the third year of my being here, kept a young kid, and bred her up tame, and I was in hope of getting a he-goat, but I could not by any means bring it to pass, ’till my kid grew an old goat; and I could never find it in my heart to kill her, till she dy’d at last of meer age.
  


  
    But being now in the eleventh year of my residence and, as I have said, my ammunition growing low, I set my self to study some art to trap and snare the goats, to see whether I could not catch some of them alive, and particularly I wanted a she-goat great with young.
  


  
    To this purpose I made snares to hamper them, and I do believe they were more than once taken in them, but my tackle was not good, for I had no wire, and I always found them broken, and my bait devoured.
  


  
    At length I resolv’d to try a pit-fall; so I dug several large pits in the earth, in places where I had observ’d the goats used to feed, and over these pits I plac’d hurdles, of my own making too, with a great weight upon them; and several times I put ears of barley, and dry rice, without setting the trap, and I could easily perceive that the goats had gone in and eaten up the corn, for I could see the mark of their feet. At length I set three traps in one night, and going the next morning I found them all standing, and yet the bait eaten and gone; this was very discouraging. However, I alter’d my trap, and, not to trouble you with particulars, going one morning to see my trap, I found in one of them a large old he-goat, and in one of the other three kids, a male and two females.
  


  
    As to the old one, I knew not what to do with him, he was so fierce I durst not go into the pit to him; that is to say, to go about to bring him away alive, which was what I wanted. I could have kill’d him, but that was not my business, nor would it answer my end. So I e’en let him out, and he ran away as if he had been frighted out of his wits: but I had forgot then what I learn’d afterwards, that hunger will tame a lyon. If I had let him stay there three or four days without food, and then have carry’d him some water to drink, and then a little corn, he would have been as tame as one of the kids, for they are mighty sagacious, tractable creatures where they are well used.
  


  
    However, for the present I let him go, knowing no better at that time; then I went to the three kids, and taking them one by one, I tyed them with strings together, and with some difficulty brought them all home.
  


  
    It was a good while before they wou’d feed, but throwing them some sweet corn, it tempted them and they began to be tame; and now I found that if I expected to supply my self with goat-flesh when I had no powder or shot left, breeding some up tame was my only way, when perhaps I might have them about my house like a flock of sheep.
  


  
    But then it presently occur’d to me, that I must keep the tame from the wild, or else they would always run wild when they grew up, and the only way for this was to have some enclosed piece of ground, well fenc’d either with hedge or pale, to keep them in so effectually, that those within might not break out, or those without break in.
  


  
    This was a great undertaking for one pair of hands, yet as I saw there was an absolute necessity of doing it, my first piece of work was to find out a proper piece of ground, viz. where there was likely to be herbage for them to eat, water for them to drink, and cover to keep them from the sun.
  


  
    Those who understand such enclosures will think I had very little contrivance, when I pitch’d upon a place very proper for all these, being a plain open piece of meadow-land, or savanna (as our people call it in the western collonies), which had two or three little drills of fresh water in it, and at one end was very woody; I say, they will smile at my forecast, when I shall tell them I began my enclosing of this piece of ground in such a manner that my hedge or pale must have been at least two mile about. Nor was the madness of it so great as to the compass, for if it was ten mile about I was like to have time enough to do it in. But I did not consider that my goats would be as wild in so much compass as if they had had the whole island, and I should have so much room to chace them in, that I should never catch them.
  


  
    My hedge was begun and carry’d on, I believe, about fifty yards, when this thought occurr’d to me; so I presently stopt short, and for the first beginning I resolv’d to enclose a piece of about 150 yards in length and 100 yards in breadth, which as it would maintain as many as I should have in any reasonable time, so, as my flock encreased, I could add more ground to my enclosure.
  


  
    This was acting with some prudence, and I went to work with courage. I was about three months hedging in the first piece, and till I had done it I tether’d the three kids in the best part of it, and us’d them to feed as near me as possible to make them familiar; and very often I would go and carry them some ears of barley, or a handful of rice, and feed them out of my hands; so that after my enclosure was finished, and I let them loose, they would follow me up and down, bleating after me for a handful of corn.
  


  
    This answer’d my end, and in about a year and half I had a flock of about twelve goats, kids and all; and in two years more I had three and forty, besides several that I took and kill’d for my food. And after that I enclosed five several pieces of ground to feed them in, with little pens to drive them into, to take them as I wanted, and gates out of one piece of ground into another.
  


  
    But this was not all, for now I not only had goat’s flesh to feed on when I pleas’d, but milk too, a thing which indeed in my beginning I did not so much as think of, and which, when it came into my thoughts, was really an agreeable surprize. For now I set up my dairy, and had sometimes a gallon or two of milk a day. And as nature, who gives supplies of food to every creature, dictates even naturally how to make use of it; so that I had never milk’d a cow, much less a goat, or seen butter or cheese made, very readily and handily, tho’ after a great many essays and miscarriages, made me both butter and cheese at last, and never wanted it afterwards.
  


  
    How mercifully can our great Creator treat His creatures, even in those conditions in which they seem’d to be overwhelm’d in destruction! How can He sweeten the bitterest providences, and give us cause to praise Him for dungeons and prisons! What a table was here spread for me in a wilderness, where I saw nothing at first but to perish for hunger!
  


  
    It would have made a stoick smile to have seen me and my little family sit down to dinner; there was my majesty the prince and lord of the whole island; I had the lives of all my subjects at my absolute command; I could hang, draw, give liberty, and take it away, and no rebels among all my subjects.
  


  
    Then to see how like a king I din’d too, all alone, attended by my servants. Poll, as if he had been my favourite, was the only person permitted to talk to me. My dog, who was now grown very old and crazy, and had found no species to multiply his kind upon, sat always at my right hand, and two cats, one on one side the table, and one on the other, expecting now and then a bit from my hand, as a mark of special favour.
  


  
    But these were not the two cats which I brought on shore at first, for they were both of them dead, and had been interr’d near my habitation by my own hand; but one of them having multiply’d by I know not what kind of creature, these were two which I had preserv’d tame, whereas the rest run wild in the woods, and became indeed troublesom to me at last; for they would often come into my house, and plunder me too, till at last I was obliged to shoot them, and did kill a great many; at length they left me. With this attendance and in this plentiful manner I lived; neither could I be said to want any thing but society, and of that, in some time after this, I was like to have too much.
  


  
    I was something impatient, as I have observ’d, to have the use of my boat; though very loath to run any more hazards; and therefore sometimes I sat contriving ways to get her about the island, and at other times I sat my self down contented enough without her. But I had a strange uneasiness in my mind to go down to the point of the island, where, as I have said, in my last ramble, I went up the hill to see how the shore lay, and how the current set, that I might see what I had to do. This inclination encreas’d upon me every day, and at length I resolv’d to travel thither by land, following the edge of the shore. I did so: but had any one in England been to meet such a man as I was, it must either have frighted them, or rais’d a great deal of laughter; and as I frequently stood still to look at my self, I could not but smile at the notion of my travelling through Yorkshire with such an equipage, and in such a dress. Be pleas’d to take a sketch of my figure, as follows.
  


  
    I had a great high shapeless cap, made of a goat’s skin, with a flap hanging down behind, as well to keep the sun from me as to shoot the rain off from running into my neck; nothing being so hurtful in these climates as the rain upon the flesh under the cloaths.
  


  
    I had a short jacket of goat-skin, the skirts coming down to about the middle of my thighs, and a pair of open-knee’d breeches of the same; the breeches were made of the skin of an old he-goat, whose hair hung down such a length on either side that like pantaloons it reach’d to the middle of my legs; stockings and shoes I had none, but had made me a pair of somethings, I scarce know what to call them, like buskins, to flap over my legs and lace on either side like spatter-dashes; but of a most barbarous shape, as indeed were all the rest of my cloaths.
  


  
    I had on a broad belt of goat’s-skin dry’d, which I drew together with two thongs of the same, instead of buckles, and in a kind of a frog on either side of this, instead of a sword and a dagger, hung a little saw and a hatchet, one on one side, one on the other. I had another belt not so broad, and fasten’d in the same manner, which hung over my shoulder; and at the end of it, under my left arm, hung two pouches, both made of goat’s-skin too; in one of which hung my powder, in the other my shot. At my back I carry’d my basket, on my shoulder my gun, and over my head a great clumsy ugly goat-skin umbrella, but which, after all, was the most necessary thing I had about me, next to my gun. As for my face, the colour of it was really not so moletta-like as one might expect from a man not at all careful of it, and living within nine or ten degrees of the equinox. My beard I had once suffer’d to grow till it was about a quarter of a yard long; but as I had both scissars and razors sufficient, I had cut it pretty short, except what grew on my upper lip, which I had trimm’d into a large pair of Mahometan whiskers, such as I had seen worn by some Turks who I saw at Sallee; for the Moors did not wear such, tho’ the Turks did; of these mustachioes or whiskers I will not say they were long enough to hang my hat upon them; but they were of a length and shape monstrous enough, and such as in England would have pass’d for frightful.
  


  
    But all this is by the by; for as to my figure, I had so few to observe me that it was of no manner of consequence; so I say no more to that part. In this kind of figure I went my new journey, and was out five or six days. I travell’d first along the seashore, directly to the place where I first brought my boat to an anchor, to get up upon the rocks; and having no boat now to take care of, I went over the land a nearer way to the same height that I was upon before, when looking forward to the point of the rocks which lay out, and which I was oblig’d to double with my boat, as is said above, I was surpriz’d to see the sea all smooth and quiet, no ripling, no motion, no current, any more there than in other places.
  


  
    I was at a strange loss to understand this, and resolv’d to spend some time in the observing it, to see if nothing from the sets of the tide had occasion’d it; but I was presently convinc’d how it was, viz. that the tide of ebb setting from the west, and joyning with the current of waters from some great river on the shore, must be the occasion of this current; and that according as the wind blew more forcibly from the west or from the north, this current came nearer or went farther from the shore; for waiting thereabouts till evening, I went up to the rock again, and then the tide of ebb being made, I plainly saw the current again as before, only that it run farther off, being near half a league from the shore; whereas in my case, it set close upon the shore, and hurry’d me and my canoe along with it, which at another time it would not have done.
  


  
    This observation convinc’d me that I had nothing to do but to observe the ebbing and the flowing of the tide, and I might very easily bring my boat about the island again: but when I began to think of putting it in practice, I had such a terror upon my spirit at the remembrance of the danger I had been in, that I could not think of it again with any patience; but on the contrary, I took up another resolution which was more safe, though more laborious; and this was that I would build, or rather make me, another periagua or canoe; and so have one for one side of the island and one for the other.
  


  
    You are to understand that now I had, as I may call it, two plantations in the island; one my little fortification or tent, with the wall about it under the rock, with the cave behind me, which by this time I had enlarg’d into several apartments or caves, one within another. One of these, which was the dryest and largest, and had a door out beyond my wall or fortification, that is to say, beyond where my wall joyn’d to the rock, was all fill’d up with the large earthen pots, of which I have given an account, and with fourteen or fifteen great baskets, which would hold five or six bushels each, where I laid up my stores of provision, especially my corn, some in the ear cut off short from the straw, and the other rubb’d out with my hand.
  


  
    As for my wall, made, as before, with long stakes or piles, those piles grew all like trees, and were by this time grown so big, and spread so very much, that there was not the least appearance to any one’s view of any habitation behind them.
  


  
    Near this dwelling of mine, but a little farther within the land, and upon lower ground, lay my two pieces of corn-ground, which I kept duly cultivated and sow’d, and which duly yielded me their harvest in its season; and whenever I had occasion for more corn, I had more land adjoyning as fit as that.
  


  
    Besides this, I had my country seat, and I had now a tollerable plantation there also; for first, I had my little bower, as I call’d it, which I kept in repair; that is to say, I kept the hedge which circled it in constantly fitted up to its usual height, the ladder standing always in the inside; I kept the trees, which at first were no more than my stakes, but were now grown very firm and tall; I kept them always so cut, that they might spread and grow thick and wild, and make the more agreeable shade, which they did effectually to my mind. In the middle of this I had my tent always standing, being a piece of a sail spread over poles set up for that purpose, and which never wanted any repair or renewing; and under this I had made me a squab or couch, with the skins of the creatures I had kill’d, and with other soft things, and a blanket laid on them, such as belong’d to our sea-bedding, which I had saved, and a great watch-coat to cover me; and here, whenever I had occasion to be absent from my chief seat, I took up my country habitation.
  


  
    Adjoyning to this I had my enclosures for my cattle, that is to say, my goats. And as I had taken an inconceivable deal of pains to fence and enclose this ground, so I was so uneasy to see it kept entire, lest the goats should break thro’, that I never left off till with infinite labour I had stuck the out-side of the hedge so full of small stakes, and so near to one another, that it was rather a pale than a hedge, and there was scarce room to put a hand thro’ between them, which afterwards when those stakes grew, as they all did in the next rainy season, made the enclosure strong like a wall, indeed stronger than any wall.
  


  
    This will testify for me that I was not idle, and that I spared no pains to bring to pass whatever appear’d necessary for my comfortable support; for I consider’d the keeping up a breed of tame creatures thus at my hand would be a living magazine of flesh, milk, butter, and cheese for me as long as I liv’d in the place, if it were to be forty years; and that keeping them in my reach depended entirely upon my perfecting my enclosures to such a degree that I might be sure of keeping them together; which by this method indeed I so effectually secur’d that, when these little stakes began to grow, I had planted them so very thick, I was forced to pull some of them up again.
  


  
    In this place also I had my grapes growing, which I principally depended on for my winter store of raisins, and which I never fail’d to preserve very carefully, as the best and most agreeable dainty of my whole diet; and indeed they were not agreeable only, but physical, wholesome, nourishing, and refreshing to the last degree.
  


  
    As this was also about half way between my other habitation and the place where I had laid up my boat, I generally stay’d and lay here in my way thither; for I used frequently to visit my boat, and I kept all things about or belonging to her in very good order; sometimes I went out in her to divert my self, but no more hazardous voyages would I go, not scarce ever above a stone’s cast or two from the shore, I was so apprehensive of being hurry’d out of my knowledge again by the currents, or winds, or any other accident. But now I come to a new scene of my life.
  


  
    It happen’d one day about noon going towards my boat, I was exceedingly surpriz’d with the print of a man’s naked foot on the shore, which was very plain to be seen in the sand. I stood like one thunder-struck, or as if I had seen an apparition; I listen’d, I look’d round me, I could hear nothing, nor see any thing; I went up to a rising ground to look farther; I went up the shore and down the shore, but it was all one, I could see no other impression but that one. I went to it again to see if there were any more, and to observe if it might not be my fancy; but there was no room for that, for there was exactly the very print of a foot, toes, heel, and every part of a foot; how it came thither I knew not, nor could in the least imagine. But after innumerable fluttering thoughts, like a man perfectly confus’d and out of my self, I came home to my fortification, not feeling, as we say, the ground I went on, but terrify’d to the last degree, looking behind me at every two or three steps, mistaking every bush and tree, and fancying every stump at a distance to be a man; nor is it possible to describe how many various shapes affrighted imagination represented things to me in, how many wild ideas were found every moment in my fancy, and what strange unaccountable whimsies came into my thoughts by the way.
  


  
    When I came to my castle, for so I think I call’d it ever after this, I fled into it like one pursued; whether I went over by the ladder as first contriv’d, or went in at the hole in the rock which I call’d a door, I cannot remember; no, nor could I remember the next morning, for never frighted hare fled to cover, or fox to earth, with more terror of mind than I to this retreat.
  


  
    I slept none that night; the farther I was from the occasion of my fright, the greater my apprehensions were, which is something contrary to the nature of such things, and especially to the usual practice of all creatures in fear: but I was so embarrass’d with my own frightful ideas of the thing, that I form’d nothing but dismal imaginations to my self, even tho’ I was now a great way off of it. Sometimes I fancy’d it must be the devil; and reason joyn’d in with me upon this supposition; for how should any other thing in human shape come into the place? Where was the vessel that brought them? What marks was there of any other footsteps? And how was it possible a man should come there? But then to think that Satan should take human shape upon him in such a place where there could be no manner of occasion for it, but to leave the print of his foot behind him, and that even for no purpose too, for he could not be sure I should see it; this was an amusement the other way; I consider’d that the devil might have found out abundance of other ways to have terrify’d me than this of the single print of a foot; that as I liv’d quite on the other side of the island, he would never have been so simple to leave a mark in a place where ’twas ten thousand to one whether I should ever see it or not, and in the sand too, which the first surge of the sea upon a high wind would have defac’d entirely. All this seem’d inconsistent with the thing it self, and with the notions we usually entertain of the subtility of the devil.
  


  
    Abundance of such things as these assisted to argue me out of all apprehensions of its being the devil: and I presently concluded then, that it must be some more dangerous creature, viz. that it must be some of the savages of the main land over-against me, who had wander’d out to sea in their canoes, and, either driven by the currents or by contrary winds, had made the island; and had been on shore, but were gone away again to sea, being as loth, perhaps, to have stay’d in this desolate island as I would have been to have had them.
  


  
    While these reflections were rowling upon my mind, I was very thankful in my thoughts that I was so happy as not to be thereabouts at that time, or that they did not see my boat, by which they would have concluded that some inhabitants had been in the place, and perhaps have search’d farther for me. Then terrible thoughts rack’d my imagination about their having found my boat, and that there were people here; and that if so, I should certainly have them come again in greater numbers, and devour me; that if it should happen so that they should not find me, yet they would find my enclosure, destroy all my corn, carry away all my flock of tame goats, and I should perish at last for meer want.
  


  
    Thus my fear banish’d all my religious hope; all that former confidence in God, which was founded upon such wonderful experience as I had had of His goodness, now vanished, as if He that had fed me by miracle hitherto, could not preserve by His power the provision which he had made for me by His goodness. I reproach’d myself with my easiness, that would not sow any more corn one year than would just serve me till the next season, as if no accident could intervene to prevent my enjoying the crop that was upon the ground; and this I thought so just a reproof, that I resolv’d for the future to have two or three years’ corn beforehand, so that whatever might come, I might not perish for want of bread.
  


  
    How strange a chequer work of providence is the life of man! and by what secret differing springs are the affections hurry’d about as differing circumstances present! To day we love what to morrow we hate; to day we seek what to morrow we shun; to day we desire what to morrow we fear, nay, even tremble at the apprehensions of; this was exemplify’d in me at this time in the most lively manner imaginable; for I whose only affliction was, that I seem’d banished from human society, that I was alone, circumscrib’d by the boundless ocean, cut off from mankind, and condemn’d to what I call’d silent life; that I was as one who Heaven thought not worthy to be number’d among the living, or to appear among the rest of His creatures; that to have seen one of my own species would have seem’d to me a raising me from death to life, and the greatest blessing that Heaven it self, next to the supreme blessing of salvation, could bestow; I say, that I should now tremble at the very apprehensions of seeing a man, and was ready to sink into the ground at but the shadow or silent appearance of a man’s having set his foot in the island.
  


  
    Such is the uneven state of human life; and it afforded me a great many curious speculations afterwards, when I had a little recover’d my first surprize; I consider’d that this was the station of life the infinitely wise and good providence of God had determin’d for me, that as I could not foresee what the ends of divine wisdom might be in all this, so I was not to dispute His sovereignty, who, as I was His creature, had an undoubted right by creation to govern and dispose of me absolutely as He thought fit; and who, as I was a creature who had offended Him, had likewise judicial right to condemn me to what punishment He thought fit; and that it was my part to submit to bear His indignation, because I had sinn’d against Him.
  


  
    I then reflected that God, who was not only righteous but omnipotent, as He had thought fit thus to punish and afflict me, so He was able to deliver me; that if He did not think fit to do it, ’twas my unquestion’d duty to resign my self absolutely and entirely to His will; and on the other hand, it was my duty also to hope in Him, pray to Him, and quietly to attend the dictates and directions of His daily providence.
  


  
    These thoughts took me up many hours, days, nay, I may say weeks and months; and one particular effect of my cogitations on this occasion I cannot omit, viz.: One morning early, lying in my bed, and fill’d with thought about my danger from the appearance of savages, I found it discompos’d me very much, upon which those words of the scripture came into my thoughts, Call upon me in the day of trouble, and I will deliver, and thou shalt glorify me.
  


  
    Upon this, rising chearfully out of my bed, my heart was not only comforted, but I was guided and encourag’d to pray earnestly to God for deliverance. When I had done praying, I took up my Bible, and opening it to read, the first words that presented to me were, Wait on the Lord, and be of good cheer, and he shall strengthen thy heart; wait, I say, on the Lord. It is impossible to express the comfort this gave me. In answer, I thankfully laid down the book, and was no more sad, at least, not on that occasion.
  


  
    In the middle of these cogitations, apprehensions, and reflections, it came into my thought one day, that all this might be a meer chimera of my own, and that this foot might be the print of my own foot, when I came on shore from my boat. This chear’d me up a little too, and I began to perswade myself it was all a delusion; that it was nothing else but my own foot, and why might not I come that way from the boat, as well as I was going that way to the boat? Again, I consider’d also that I could by no means tell for certain where I had trod, and where I had not; and that if at last this was only the print of my own foot, I had play’d the part of those fools who strive to make stories of spectres and apparitions, and then are frighted at them more than any body.
  


  
    Now I began to take courage, and to peep abroad again; for I had not stirr’d out of my castle for three days and nights; so that I began to starve for provision; for I had little or nothing within doors but some barley cakes and water. Then I knew that my goats wanted to be milk’d too, which usually was my evening diversion; and the poor creatures were in great pain and inconvenience for want of it; and indeed, it almost spoil’d some of them, and almost dry’d up their milk.
  


  
    Heartning my self therefore with the belief that this was nothing but the print of one of my own feet, and so I might be truly said to start at my own shadow, I began to go abroad again, and went to my country house to milk my flock; but to see with what fear I went forward, how often I look’d behind me, how I was ready every now and then to lay down my basket and run for my life, it would have made any one have thought I was haunted with an evil conscience, or that I had been lately most terribly frighted, and so indeed I had.
  


  
    However, as I went down thus two or three days, and having seen nothing, I began to be a little bolder, and to think there was really nothing in it but my own imagination: but I cou’d not perswade my self fully of this till I should go down to the shore again, and see this print of a foot, and measure it by my own, and see if there was any similitude or fitness, that I might be assur’d it was my own foot. But when I came to the place, first, it appear’d evidently to me, that when I laid up my boat, I could not possibly be on shore any where there about; secondly, when I came to measure the mark with my own foot, I found my foot not so large by a great deal. Both these things fill’d my head with new imaginations, and gave me the vapours again to the highest degree; so that I shook with cold, like one in an ague; and I went home again, fill’d with the belief that some man or men had been on shore there; or in short, that the island was inhabited, and I might be surpriz’d before I was aware; and what course to take for my security I knew not.
  


  
    O what ridiculous resolution men take, when possess’d with fear! It deprives them of the use of those means which reason offers for their relief. The first thing I propos’d to my self was, to throw down my enclosures and turn all my tame cattle wild into the woods, that the enemy might not find them, and then frequent the island in prospect of the same or the like booty; then to the simple thing of digging up my own corn fields, that they might not find such a grain there, and still be prompted to frequent the island; then to demolish my bower and tent, that they might not see any vestiges of habitation, and be prompted to look farther, in order to find out the persons inhabiting.
  


  
    These were the subject of the first night’s cogitation, after I was come home again, while the apprehensions which had so over-run my mind were fresh upon me, and my head was full of vapours, as above. Thus fear of danger is ten thousand times more terrifying than danger it self when apparent to the eyes; and we find the burthen of anxiety greater by much than the evil which we are anxious about; and, which was worse than all this, I had not that relief in this trouble from the resignation I used to practise, that I hop’d to have. I look’d, I thought, like Saul, who complain’d not only that the Philistines were upon him, but that God had forsaken him; for I did not now take due ways to compose my mind, by crying to God in my distress, and resting upon His providence, as I had done before, for my defence and deliverance; which if I had done, I had at least been more cheerfully supported under this new surprise, and perhaps carry’d through it with more resolution.
  


  
    This confusion of my thoughts kept me waking all night; but in the morning I fell asleep, and having, by the amusement of my mind, been as it were tyr’d, and my spirits exhausted, I slept very soundly, and wak’d much better compos’d than I had ever been before; and now I began to think sedately; and upon the utmost debate with my self, I concluded that this island, which was so exceeding pleasant, fruitful, and no farther from the main land than as I had seen, was not so entirely abandon’d as I might imagine; that altho’ there were no stated inhabitants who liv’d on the spot, yet that there might sometimes come boats off from the shore, who either with design, or perhaps never but when they were driven by cross winds, might come to this place.
  


  
    That I had liv’d here fifteen years now, and had not met with the least shadow or figure of any people yet; and that if at any time they should be driven here, it was probable they went away again as soon as ever they could, seeing they had never thought fit to fix there upon any occasion, to this time.
  


  
    That the most I cou’d suggest any danger from, was from any such casual accidental landing of straggling people from the main, who, as it was likely if they were driven hither, were here against their wills, so they made no stay here, but went off again with all possible speed, seldom staying one night on shore, least they should not have the help of the tides and day-light back again; and that therefore I had nothing to do but to consider of some safe retreat, in case I should see any savages land upon the spot.
  


  
    Now I began sorely to repent that I had dug my cave so large as to bring a door through again, which door, as I said, came out beyond where my fortification joyn’d to the rock; upon maturely considering this therefore, I resolv’d to draw me a second fortification, in the same manner of a semicircle, at a distance from my wall just where I had planted a double row of trees about twelve years before, of which I made mention. These trees having been planted so thick before, they wanted but a few piles to be driven between them, that they should be thicker and stronger, and my wall would be soon finish’d.
  


  
    So that I had now a double wall, and my outer wall was thickned with pieces of timber, old cables, and every thing I could think of, to make it strong; having in it seven little holes, about as big as I might put my arm out at. In the in-side of this, I thickned my wall to above ten foot thick, with continual bringing earth out of my cave, and laying it at the foot of the wall, and walking upon it; and through the seven holes I contriv’d to plant the musquets, of which I took notice that I got seven on shore out of the ship; these, I say, I planted like my cannon, and fitted them into frames that held them like a carriage, that so I could fire all the seven guns in two minutes’ time. This wall I was many a weary month a finishing, and yet never thought my self safe till it was done.
  


  
    When this was done, I stuck all the ground without my wall, for a great way every way, as full with stakes or sticks of the osier-like wood, which I found so apt to grow, as they could well stand; insomuch that I believe I might set in near twenty thousand of them, leaving a pretty large space between them and my wall, that I might have room to see an enemy, and they might have no shelter from the young trees, if they attempted to approach my outer wall.
  


  
    Thus in two years’ time I had a thick grove, and in five or six years’ time I had a wood before my dwelling, growing so monstrous thick and strong, that it was indeed perfectly impassable; and no men of what kind soever would ever imagine that there was any thing beyond it, much less a habitation. As for the way which I propos’d to my self to go in and out, for I left no avenue, it was setting two ladders, one to a part of the rock which was low, and then broke in, and left room to place another ladder upon that; so when the two ladders were taken down, no man living could come down to me without mischieving himself; and if they had come down they were still on the out-side of my outer wall.
  


  
    Thus I took all the measures humane prudence could suggest for my own preservation; and it will be seen at length that they were not altogether without just reason; though I foresaw nothing at that time, more than my meer fear suggested to me.
  


  
    While this was doing, I was not altogether careless of my other affairs; for I had a great concern upon me for my little herd of goats; they were not only a present supply to me upon every occasion, and began to be sufficient to me without the expence of powder and shot, but also without the fatigue of hunting after the wild ones, and I was loth to lose the advantage of them, and to have them all to nurse up over again.
  


  
    To this purpose, after long consideration, I could think of but two ways to preserve them; one was to find another convenient place to dig a cave under-ground, and to drive them into it every night; and the other was to enclose two or three little bits of land, remote from one another and as much conceal’d as I could, where I might keep about half a dozen young goats in each place: so that if any disaster happen’d to the flock in general, I might be able to raise them again with little trouble and time: and this, tho’ it would require a good deal of time and labour, I thought was the most rational design.
  


  
    Accordingly I spent some time to find out the most retir’d parts of the island; and I pitch’d upon one which was as private indeed as my heart could wish for; it was a little damp piece of ground in the middle of the hollow and thick woods, where, as is observ’d, I almost lost my self once before, endeavouring to come back that way from the eastern part of the island. Here I found a clear piece of land near three acres, so surrounded with woods that it was almost an enclosure by nature, at least it did not want near so much labour to make it so as the other pieces of ground I had work’d so hard at.
  


  
    I immediately went to work with this piece of ground, and in less than a month’s time I had so fenc’d it round, that my flock or herd, call it which you please, who were not so wild now as at first they might be supposed to be, were well enough secur’d in it. So, without any farther delay, I removed ten young she-goats and two he-goats to this piece; and when they were there, I continued to perfect the fence till I had made it as secure as the other, which, however, I did at more leisure, and it took me up more time by a great deal.
  


  
    All this labour I was at the expence of, purely from my apprehensions on the account of the print of a man’s foot which I had seen; for as yet I never saw any human creature come near the island, and I had now liv’d two years under these uneasinesses, which indeed made my life much less comfortable than it was before; as may well be imagin’d by any who know what it is to live in the constant snare of the fear of man; and this I must observe with grief too, that the discomposure of my mind had too great impressions also upon the religious part of my thoughts, for the dread and terror of falling into the hands of savages and canibals lay so upon my spirits, that I seldom found my self in a due temper for application to my Maker, at least not with the sedate calmness and resignation of soul which I was wont to do; I rather pray’d to God as under great affliction and pressure of mind, surrounded with danger, and in expectation every night of being murther’d and devour’d before morning; and I must testify from my experience, that a temper of peace, thankfulness, love, and affection is much more the proper frame for prayer than that of terror and discomposure; and that under the dread of mischief impending, a man is no more fit for a comforting performance of the duty of praying to God, than he is for repentance on a sick bed: for these discomposures affect the mind as the others do the body; and the discomposure of the mind must necessarily be as great a disability as that of the body, and much greater, praying to God being properly an act of the mind, not of the body.
  


  
    But to go on. After I had thus secur’d one part of my little living stock, I went about the whole island, searching for another private place, to make such another deposit; when wandring more to the west point of the island than I had ever gone yet, and looking out to sea, I thought I saw a boat upon the sea, at a great distance; I had found a prospective glass or two in one of the seamen’s chests, which I sav’d out of our ship; but I had it not about me, and this was so remote that I could not tell what to make of it, though I look’d at it till my eyes were not able to hold to look any longer; whether it was a boat or not, I do not know; but as I descended from the hill, I could see no more of it, so I gave it over; only I resolv’d to go no more out without a prospective glass in my pocket.
  


  
    When I was come down the hill to the end of the island, where indeed I had never been before, I was presently convinc’d that the seeing the print of a man’s foot was not such a strange thing in the island as I imagin’d; and but that it was a special providence that I was cast upon the side of the island where the savages never came, I should easily have known that nothing was more frequent than for the canoes from the main, when they happen’d to be a little too far out at sea, to shoot over to that side of the island for harbour; likewise as they often met and fought in their canoes, the victors, having taken any prisoners, would bring them over to this shore, where according to their dreadful customs, being all canibals, they would kill and eat them; of which hereafter.
  


  
    When I was come down the hill to the shore, as I said above, being the S.W. point of the island, I was perfectly confounded and amaz’d; nor is it possible for me to express the horror of my mind, at seeing the shore spread with skulls, hands, feet, and other bones of humane bodies; and particularly I observ’d a place where there had been a fire made, and a circle dug in the earth, like a cockpit, where it is suppos’d the savage wretches had sat down to their inhumane feastings upon the bodies of their fellow-creatures.
  


  
    I was so astonish’d with the sight of these things, that I entertain’d no notions of any danger to my self from it for a long while; all my apprehensions were bury’d in the thoughts of such a pitch of inhuman, hellish brutality, and the horror of the degeneracy of humane nature; which, though I had heard of often, yet I never had so near a view of before; in short, I turn’d away my face from the horrid spectacle; my stomach grew sick, and I was just at the point of fainting, when nature discharg’d the disorder from my stomach, and having vomited with an uncommon violence, I was a little reliev’d, but cou’d not bear to stay in the place a moment; so I gat me up the hill again with all the speed I cou’d, and walk’d on towards my own habitation.
  


  
    When I came a little out of that part of the island, I stood still a while as amaz’d; and then recovering my self, I looked up with the utmost affection of my soul, and with a flood of tears in my eyes, gave God thanks that had cast my first lot in a part of the world where I was distinguish’d from such dreadful creatures as these; and that, though I had esteem’d my present condition very miserable, had yet given me so many comforts in it, that I had still more to give thanks for than to complain of; and this above all, that I had even in this miserable condition been comforted with the knowledge of Himself, and the hope of His blessing, which was a felicity more than sufficiently equivalent to all the misery which I had suffer’d, or could suffer.
  


  
    In this frame of thankfulness, I went home to my castle, and began to be much easier now, as to the safety of my circumstances, than ever I was before; for I observ’d that these wretches never came to this island in search of what they could get; perhaps not seeking, not wanting, or not expecting any thing here; and having often, no doubt, been up in the cover’d woody part of it, without finding any thing to their purpose. I knew I had been here now almost eighteen years, and never saw the least foot-steps of humane creature there before; and I might be here eighteen more, as entirely conceal’d as I was now, if I did not discover my self to them, which I had no manner of occasion to do, it being my only business to keep my self entirely conceal’d where I was, unless I found a better sort of creatures than canibals to make my self known to.
  


  
    Yet I entertain’d such an abhorrence of the savage wretches that I have been speaking of, and of the wretched inhuman custom of their devouring and eating one another up, that I continu’d pensive and sad, and kept close within my own circle for almost two years after this. When I say my own circle, I mean by it my three plantations, viz. my castle, my country seat, which I call’d my bower, and my enclosure in the woods; nor did I look after this for any other use than as an enclosure for my goats; for the aversion which nature gave me to these hellish wretches was such, that I was fearful of seeing them as of seeing the devil himself; nor did I so much as go to look after my boat in all this time, but began rather to think of making me another; for I cou’d not think of ever making any more attempts to bring the other boat round the island to me, least I should meet with some of these creatures at sea, in which if I had happen’d to have fallen into their hands, I knew what would have been my lot.
  


  
    Time, however, and the satisfaction I had that I was in no danger of being discover’d by these people, began to wear off my uneasiness about them; and I began to live just in the same compos’d manner as before; only with this difference, that I used more caution, and kept my eyes more about me than I did before, least I should happen to be seen by any of them; and particularly, I was more cautious of firing my gun, least any of them being on the island should happen to hear of it; and it was therefore a very good providence to me, that I had furnish’d my self with a tame breed of goats, that I needed not hunt any more about the woods, or shoot at them; and if I did catch any of them after this, it was by traps and snares, as I had done before; so that for two years after this, I believe I never fir’d my gun once off, though I never went out without it; and, which was more, as I had sav’d three pistols out of the ship, I always carry’d them out with me, or at least two of them, sticking them in my goat-skin belt; also I furbish’d up one of the great cutlashes that I had out of the ship, and made me a belt to put it on also; so that I was now a most formidable fellow to look at when I went abroad, if you add to the former description of my self, the particular of two pistols, and a great broad sword hanging at my side in a belt, but without a scabbard.
  


  
    Things going on thus, as I have said, for some time, I seem’d, excepting these cautions, to be reduc’d to my former calm, sedate way of living. All these things tended to shewing me more and more how far my condition was from being miserable, compar’d to some others; nay, to many other particulars of life, which it might have pleased God to have made my lot. It put me upon reflecting how little repining there would be among mankind at any condition of life, if people would rather compare their condition with those that are worse, in order to be thankful, than be always comparing them with those which are better, to assist their murmurings and complainings.
  


  
    As in my present condition there were not really many things which I wanted, so indeed I thought that the frights I had been in about these savage wretches, and the concern I had been in for my own preservation, had taken off the edge of my invention for my own conveniences; and I had dropp’d a good design, which I had once bent my thoughts too much upon; and that was, to try if I could not make some of my barley into malt, and then try to brew my self some beer. This was really a whimsical thought, and I reprov’d my self often for the simplicity of it; for I presently saw there would be the want of several things necessary to the making my beer, that it would be impossible for me to supply; as first, casks to preserve it in, which was a thing that, as I have observ’d already, I cou’d never compass; no, though I spent not many days, but weeks, nay, months in attempting it, but to no purpose. In the next place, I had no hops to make it keep, no yeast to make it work, no copper or kettle to make it boil; and yet all these things notwithstanding, I verily believe, had not these things interven’d, I mean the frights and terrors I was in about the savages, I had undertaken it, and perhaps brought it to pass too; for I seldom gave any thing over without accomplishing it, when I once had it in my head enough to begin it.
  


  
    But my invention now run quite another way; for night and day I could think of nothing but how I might destroy some of these monsters in their cruel bloody entertainment, and, if possible, save the victim they should bring hither to destroy. It would take up a larger volume than this whole work is intended to be, to set down all the contrivances I hatch’d, or rather brooded upon in my thought, for the destroying these creatures, or at least frightening them, so as to prevent their coming hither any more; but all was abortive, nothing could be possible to take effect, unless I was to be there to do it my self; and what could one man do among them, when perhaps there might be twenty or thirty of them together, with their darts, or their bows and arrows, with which they could shoot as true to a mark as I could with my gun?
  


  
    Sometimes I contriv’d to dig a hole under the place where they made their fire, and put in five or six pound of gunpowder, which when they kindled their fire, would consequently take fire, and blow up all that was near it; but as in the first place I should be very loth to wast so much powder upon them, my store being now within the quantity of one barrel, so neither could I be sure of its going off at any certain time, when it might surprise them; and at best, that it would do little more than just blow the fire about their ears and fright them, but not sufficient to make them forsake the place; so I laid it aside, and then propos’d that I would place my self in ambush in some convenient place, with my three guns, all double loaded, and, in the middle of their bloody ceremony, let fly at them, when I should be sure to kill or wound perhaps two or three at every shoot; and then falling in upon them with my three pistols and my sword, I made no doubt but that if there was twenty I should kill them all. This fancy pleas’d my thoughts for some weeks, and I was so full of it that I often dream’d of it, and sometimes that I was just going to let fly at them in my sleep.
  


  
    I went so far with it in my imagination, that I employ’d my self several days to find out proper places to put my self in ambuscade, as I said, to watch for them; and I went frequently to the place it self, which was now grown more familiar to me; and especially while my mind was thus fill’d with thoughts of revenge, and of a bloody putting twenty or thirty of them to the sword, as I may call it, the horror I had at the place, and at the signals of the barbarous wretches devouring one another, abated my malice.
  


  
    Well, at length I found a place in the side of the hill, where I was satisfy’d I might securely wait till I saw any of their boats coming, and might then, even before they would be ready to come on shore, convey my self unseen into thickets of trees, in one of which there was a hollow large enough to conceal me entirely; and where I might sit and observe all their bloody doings, and take my full aim at their heads, when they were so close together as that it would be next to impossible that I should miss my shoot, or that I could fail wounding three or four of them at the first shoot.
  


  
    In this place then I resolv’d to fix my design, and accordingly I prepar’d two muskets and my ordinary fowling piece. The two muskets I loaded with a brace of slugs each, and four or five smaller bullets, about the size of pistol bullets; and the fowling piece I loaded with near a handful of swan-shot, of the largest size; I also loaded my pistols with about four bullets, each; and in this posture, well provided with ammunition for a second and third charge, I prepar’d my self for my expedition.
  


  
    After I had thus laid the scheme of my design, and in my imagination put it in practice, I continually made my tour every morning up to the top of the hill, which was from my castle, as I call’d it, about three miles or more, to see if I cou’d observe any boats upon the sea, coming near the island, or standing over towards it; but I began to tire of this hard duty, after I had for two or three months constantly kept my watch, but came always back without any discovery, there having not in all that time been the least appearance, not only on or near the shore, but not on the whole ocean, so far as my eyes or glasses could reach every way.
  


  
    As long as I kept up my daily tour to the hill to look out, so long also I kept up the vigour of my design, and my spirits seem’d to be all the while in a suitable form for so outragious an execution as the killing twenty or thirty naked savages, for an offence which I had not at all entred into a discussion of in my thoughts, any farther than my passions were at first fir’d by the horror I conceiv’d at the unnatural custom of that people of the country, who it seems had been suffer’d by Providence, in His wide disposition of the world, to have no other guide than that of their own abominable and vitiated passions; and consequently were left, and perhaps had been so for some ages, to act such horrid things, and receive such dreadful customs, as nothing but nature entirely abandon’d of Heaven, and acted by some hellish degeneracy, could have run them into. But now, when, as I have said, I began to be weary of the fruitless excursion, which I had made so long, and so far, every morning in vain, so my opinion of the action it self began to alter, and I began with cooler and calmer thoughts to consider what it was I was going to engage in; what authority or call I had, to pretend to be judge and executioner upon these men as criminals, whom Heaven had thought fit for so many ages to suffer unpunish’d, to go on, and to be, as it were, the executioners of His judgments one upon another; how far these people were offenders against me, and what right I had to engage in the quarrel of that blood which they shed promiscuously one upon another. I debated this very often with my self thus: How do I know what God Himself judges in this particular case? It is certain these people either do not commit this as a crime; it is not against their own consciences reproving, or their light reproaching them. They do not know it be an offence, and then commit it in defiance of divine justice, as we do in almost all the sins we commit. They think it no more a crime to kill a captive taken in war, than we do to kill an ox; nor to eat humane flesh, than we do to eat mutton.
  


  
    When I had consider’d this a little, it follow’d necessarily that I was certainly in the wrong in it, that these people were not murtherers in the sense that I had before condemn’d them in my thoughts; any more than those Christians were murtherers who often put to death the prisoners taken in battle; or more frequently, upon many occasions, put whole troops of men to the sword, without giving quarter, though they threw down their arms and submitted.
  


  
    In the next place it occurr’d to me, that albeit the usage they thus gave one another was thus brutish and inhumane, yet it was really nothing to me: these people had done me no injury. That if they attempted me, or I saw it necessary for my immediate preservation to fall upon them, something might be said for it; but that as I was yet out of their power, and they had really no knowledge of me, and consequently no design upon me; and therefore it could not be just for me to fall upon them. That this would justify the conduct of the Spaniards in all their barbarities practis’d in America, where they destroy’d millions of these people, who however they were idolaters and barbarians, and had several bloody and barbarious rites in their customs, such as sacrificing human bodies to their idols, were yet, as to the Spaniards, very innocent people; and that the rooting them out of the country is spoken of with the utmost abhorrence and detestation by even the Spaniards themselves at this time, and by all other Christian nations of Europe, as a meer butchery, a bloody and unnatural piece of cruelty, unjustifiable either to God or man; and such, as for which the very name of a Spaniard is reckon’d to be frightful and terrible to all people of humanity, or of Christian compassion; as if the kingdom of Spain were particularly eminent for the product of a race of men who were without principles of tenderness, or the common bowels of pity to the miserable, which is reckon’d to be a mark of generous temper in the mind.
  


  
    These considerations really put me to a pause, and to a kind of a full-stop; and I began by little and little to be off of my design, and to conclude I had taken wrong measures in my resolutions to attack the savages; that it was not my business to meddle with them, unless they first attack’d me, and this it was my business if possible to prevent; but that if I were discover’d and attack’d, then I knew my duty.
  


  
    On the other hand, I argu’d with my self, that this really was the way not to deliver my self, but entirely to ruin and destroy my self; for unless I was sure to kill every one that not only should be on shore at that time, but that should ever come on shore afterwards, if but one of them escap’d to tell their country people what had happen’d, they would come over again by thousands to revenge the death of their fellows, and I should only bring upon my self a certain destruction, which at present I had no manner of occasion for.
  


  
    Upon the whole I concluded that neither in principle or in policy, I ought one way or other to concern my self in this affair. That my business was by all possible means to conceal my self from them, and not to leave the least signal to them to guess by, that there were any living creatures upon the island; I mean of humane shape.
  


  
    Religion joyn’d in with this prudential, and I was convinc’d now many ways, that I was perfectly out of my duty when I was laying all my bloody schemes for the destruction of innocent creatures, I mean innocent as to me. As to the crimes they were guilty of towards one another, I had nothing to do with them; they were national, and I ought to leave them to the justice of God, who is the governor of nations, and knows how by national punishments to make a just retribution for national offences; and to bring publick judgments upon those who offend in a publick manner, by such ways as best pleases Him.
  


  
    This appear’d so clear to me now, that nothing was a greater satisfaction to me, than that I had not been suffer’d to do a thing which I now saw so much reason to believe would have been no less a sin than that of wilful murther, if I had committed it; and I gave most humble thanks on my knees to God, that had thus deliver’d me from blood-guiltiness; beseeching Him to grant me the protection of His providence, that I might not fall into the hands of the barbarians; or that I might not lay my hands upon them, unless I had a more clear call from Heaven to do it, in defence of my own life.
  


  
    In this disposition I continu’d for near a year after this; and so far was I from desiring an occasion for falling upon these wretches, that in all that time I never once went up the hill to see whether there were any of them in sight, or to know whether any of them had been on shore there or not, that I might not be tempted to renew any of my contrivances against them, or be provok’d by any advantage which might present it self, to fall upon them; only this I did, I went and remov’d my boat, which I had on the other side the island, and carry’d it down to the east end of the whole island, where I ran it into a little cove which I found under some high rocks, and where I knew, by reason of the currents, the savages durst not, at least would not come with their boats, upon any account whatsoever.
  


  
    With my boat I carry’d away every thing that I had left there belonging to her, though not necessary for the bare going thither, viz. a mast and sail which I had made for her, and a thing like an anchor, but indeed which could not be call’d either anchor or grapling; however, it was the best I could make of its kind. All this I remov’d, that there might not be the least shadow of any discovery, or any appearance of any boat or of any human habitation upon the island.
  


  
    Besides this, I kept my self, as I said, more retir’d than ever, and seldom went from my cell, other than upon my constant employment, viz. to milk my she-goats, and manage my little flock in the wood; which, as it was quite on the other part of the island, was quite out of danger; for certain it is, that these savage people who sometimes haunted this island never came with any thoughts of finding any thing here; and consequently never wandred off from the coast; and I doubt not, but they might have been several times on shore after my apprehensions of them had made me cautious, as well as before; and indeed, I look’d back with some horror upon the thoughts of what my condition would have been, if I had chop’d upon them and been discover’d before that, when naked and unarm’d, except with one gun, and that loaden often only with small shot. I walk’d every where peeping and peeping about the island to see what I could get; what a surprise should I have been in, if when I discover’d the print of a man’s foot, I had instead of that seen fifteen or twenty savages, and found them pursuing me, and by the swiftness of their running, no possibility of my escaping them.
  


  
    The thoughts of this sometimes sunk my very soul within me, and distress’d my mind so much, that I could not soon recover it, to think what I should have done, and how I not only should not have been able to resist them, but even should not have had presence of mind enough to do what I might have done; much less, what now after so much consideration and preparation I might be able to do. Indeed, after serious thinking of these things, I should be very melancholy; and sometimes it would last a great while; but I resolv’d it at last all into thankfulness to that Providence, which had deliver’d me from so many unseen dangers, and had kept me from those mischiefs which I could no way have been the agent in delivering my self from; because I had not the least notion of any such thing depending, or the least supposition of it being possible.
  


  
    This renew’d a contemplation which often had come to my thoughts in former time, when first I began to see the merciful dispositions of Heaven in the dangers we run through in this life; how wonderfully we are deliver’d when we know nothing of it; how when we are in a quandary, as we call it, a doubt or hesitation, whether to go this way or that way, a secret hint shall direct us this way, when we intended to go that way; nay, when sense, our own inclination, and perhaps business has call’d to go the other way, yet a strange impression upon the mind, from we know not what springs, and by we know not what power, shall overrule us to go this way; and it shall afterwards appear that had we gone that way which we should have gone, and even to our imagination ought to have gone, we should have been ruin’d and lost. Upon these and many like reflections, I afterwards made it a certain rule with me, that whenever I found those secret hints or pressings of my mind, to doing or not doing any thing that presented, or to going this way or that way, I never fail’d to obey the secret dictate; though I knew no other reason for it than that such a pressure or such a hint hung upon my mind. I could give many examples of the success of this conduct in the course of my life; but more especially in the latter part of my inhabiting this unhappy island; besides many occasions which it is very likely I might have taken notice of, if I had seen with the same eyes then, that I saw with now. But ’tis never too late to be wise; and I cannot but advise all considering men, whose lives are attended with such extraordinary incidents as mine, or even though not so extraordinary, not to slight such secret intimations of providence, let them come from what invisible intelligence they will, that I shall not discuss, and perhaps cannot account for; but certainly they are a proof of the converse of spirits, and the secret communication between those embody’d and those unembody’d; and such a proof as can never be withstood. Of which I shall have occasion to give some very remarkable instances in the remainder of my solitary residence in this dismal place.
  


  
    I believe the reader of this will not think strange if I confess that these anxieties, these constant dangers I liv’d in, and the concern that was now upon me, put an end to all invention, and to all the contrivances that I had laid for my future accommodation and conveniences. I had the care of my safety more now upon my hands than that of my food. I car’d not to drive a nail or chop a stick of wood now, for fear the noise I should make should be heard; much less would I fire a gun, for the same reason; and above all, I was intollerably uneasy at making any fire, least the smoke which is visible at a great distance in the day should betray me; and for this reason I remov’d that part of my business which requir’d fire, such as burning of pots and pipes, etc., into my new apartment in the woods, where, after I had been some time, I found, to my unspeakable consolation, a meer natural cave in the earth, which went in a vast way, and where, I dare say, no savage, had he been at the mouth of it, would be so hardy as to venture in, nor indeed would any man else, but one who, like me, wanted nothing so much as a safe retreat.
  


  
    The mouth of this hollow was at the bottom of a great rock, where by meer accident (I would say, if I did not see abundant reason to ascribe all such things now to providence) I was cutting down some thick branches of trees, to make charcoal; and before I go on, I must observe the reason of my making this charcoal; which was thus:
  


  
    I was afraid of making a smoke about my habitation, as I said before; and yet I could not live there without baking my bread, cooking my meat, etc., so I contriv’d to burn some wood here, as I had seen done in England, under turf, till it became chark, or dry coal; and then putting the fire out, I preserv’d the coal to carry home, and perform the other services which fire was wanting for at home without danger of smoke.
  


  
    But this is by the by. While I was cutting down some wood here, I perceiv’d that behind a very thick branch of low brushwood, or underwood, there was a kind of hollow place; I was curious to look into it, and getting with difficulty into the mouth of it, I found it was pretty large; that is to say, sufficient for me to stand upright in it, and perhaps another with me; but I must confess to you, I made more hast out than I did in, when looking farther into the place, and which was perfectly dark, I saw two broad shining eyes of some creature, whether devil or man I knew not, which twinkl’d like two stars, the dim light from the cave’s mouth shining directly in and making the reflection.
  


  
    However, after some pause, I recover’d my self, and began to call my self a thousand fools, and tell my self, that he that was afraid to see the devil was not fit to live twenty years in an island all alone; and that I durst to believe there was nothing in this cave that was more frightful than my self; upon this, plucking up my courage, I took up a great firebrand, and in I rush’d again, with the stick flaming in my hand. I had not gone three steps in, but I was almost as much frighted as I was before; for I heard a very loud sigh, like that of a man in some pain, and it was follow’d by a broken noise, as if of words half express’d, and then a deep sigh again. I stepp’d back, and was indeed struck with such a surprize, that it put me into a cold sweat; and if I had had a hat on my head, I will not answer for it, that my hair might not have lifted it off. But still plucking up my spirits as well as I could, and encouraging my self a little with considering that the power and presence of God was every where, and was able to protect me; upon this I stepp’d forward again, and by the light of the firebrand, holding it up a little over my head, I saw lying on the ground a most monstrous frightful old he-goat, just making his will, as we say, and gasping for life, and dying indeed of meer old age.
  


  
    I stirr’d him a little to see if I could get him out, and he essay’d to get up, but was not able to raise himself; and I thought with my self, he might even lie there; for if he had frighted me so, he would certainly fright any of the savages, if any of them should be so hardy as to come in there, while he had any life in him.
  


  
    I was now recover’d from my surprize, and began to look round me, when I found the cave was but very small, that is to say, it might be about twelve foot over, but in no manner of shape, either round or square, no hands having ever been employ’d in making it but those of meer nature. I observ’d also, that there was a place at the farther side of it, that went in farther, but was so low that it requir’d me to creep upon my hands and knees to go into it, and whither I went I knew not; so having no candle, I gave it over for some time; but resolv’d to come again the next day, provided with candles and a tinderbox, which I had made of the lock of one of the muskets, with some wild-fire in the pan.
  


  
    Accordingly, the next day I came provided with six large candles of my own making; for I made very good candles now of goat’s tallow; and going into this low place, I was oblig’d to creep upon all fours, as I have said, almost ten yards; which, by the way, I thought was a venture bold enough, considering that I knew not how far it might go, nor what was beyond it. When I was got through the strait, I found the roof rose higher up, I believe near twenty foot; but never was such a glorious sight seen in the island, I dare say, as it was to look round the sides and roof of this vault or cave; the walls reflected 100 thousand lights to me from my two candles; what it was in the rock, whether diamonds, or any other precious stones, or gold, which I rather suppos’d it to be, I knew not.
  


  
    The place I was in was a most delightful cavity or grotto of its kind, as could be expected, though perfectly dark; the floor was dry and level, and had a sort of small loose gravel upon it, so that there was no nauseous or venomous creature to be seen, neither was there any damp or wet on the sides or roof. The only difficulty in it was the entrance, which, however, as it was a place of security, and such a retreat as I wanted, I thought that was a convenience; so that I was really rejoyc’d at the discovery, and resolv’d without any delay to bring some of those things which I was most anxious about, to this place; particularly, I resolv’d to bring hither my magazine of powder, and all my spare arms, viz. two fowling-pieces, for I had three in all; and three muskets, for of them I had eight in all; so I kept at my castle only five, which stood ready mounted like pieces of cannon on my out-most fence, and were ready also to take out upon any expedition.
  


  
    Upon this occasion of removing my ammunition, I took occasion to open the barrel of powder which I took up out of the sea, and which had been wet; and I found that the water had penetrated about three or four inches into the powder on every side, which caking and growing hard, had preserv’d the inside like a kernel in a shell; so that I had near sixty pound of very good powder in the center of the cask, and this was an agreeable discovery to me at that time; so I carry’d all away thither, never keeping above two or three pound of powder with me in my castle, for fear of a surprize of any kind: I also carried thither all the lead I had left for bullets.
  


  
    I fancy’d my self now like one of the ancient giants, which are said to live in caves and holes in the rocks, where none could come at them; for I perswaded my self while I was here, if five hundred savages were to hunt me, they could never find me out; or if they did, they would not venture to attack me here.
  


  
    The old goat who I found expiring, dy’d in the mouth of the cave, the next day after I made this discovery; and I found it much easier to dig a great hole there, and throw him in and cover him with earth, than to drag him out; so I interr’d him there, to prevent the offence to my nose.
  


  
    I was now in my twenty third year of residence in this island, and was so naturaliz’d to the place, and to the manner of living, that could I have but enjoy’d the certainty that no savages would come to the place to disturb me, I could have been content to have capitulated for spending the rest of my time there, even to the last moment, till I had laid me down and dy’d, like the old goat in the cave. I had also arriv’d to some little diversions and amusements, which made the time pass more pleasantly with me a great deal than it did before; as first, I had taught my Poll, as I noted before, to speak; and he did it so familiarly and talk’d so articulately and plain, that it was very pleasant to me; and he liv’d with me no less than six and twenty years: how long he might live afterwards, I know not; though I know they have a notion in the Brasils that they live a hundred years; perhaps poor Poll may be alive there still, calling after poor Robin Crusoe to this day. I wish no English man the ill luck to come there and hear him; but if he did, he would certainly believe it was the devil. My dog was a very pleasant and loving companion to me for no less than sixteen years of my time, and then dy’d of meer old age; as for my cats, they multiply’d as I have observ’d to that degree, that I was oblig’d to shoot several of them at first, to keep them from devouring me and all I had; but at length, when the two old ones I had brought with me had gone, and after some time continually driving them from me, and letting them have no provision with me, they all ran wild into the woods, except two or three favourites, which I kept tame, and whose young, when they had any, I always drown’d; and these were part of my family. Besides these, I always kept two or three household kids about me, who I taught to feed out of my hand; and I had two more parrots which talk’d pretty well, and would all call Robin Crusoe; but none like my first; nor indeed did I take the pains with any of them that I had done with him. I had also several tame sea-fowls, whose names I know not, who I caught upon the shore, and cut their wings; and the little stakes which I had planted before my castle wall being now grown up to a good thick grove, these fowls all liv’d among these low trees, and bred there, which was very agreeable to me; so that, as I said above, I began to be very well contented with the life I led, if it might but have been secur’d from the dread of the savages.
  


  
    But it was otherwise directed; and it may not be amiss for all people who shall meet with my story, to make this just observation from it, viz. how frequently, in the course of our lives, the evil which in it self we seek most to shun, and whch when we are fallen into it is the most dreadful to us, is oftentimes the very means or door of our deliverance, by which alone we can be rais’d again from the affliction we are fallen into. I cou’d give many examples of this in the course of my unaccountable life; but in nothing was it more particularly remarkable, than in the circumstances of my last years of solitary residence in this island.
  


  
    It was now the month of December, as I said above, in my twenty third year; and this being the southern solstice, for winter I cannot call it, was the particular time of my harvest, and requir’d my being pretty much abroad in the fields; when going out pretty early in the morning, even before it was thorow day-light, I was surpriz’d with seeing a light of some fire upon the shore, at a distance from me of about two miles towards the end of the island, where I had observ’d some savages had been as before; but not on the other side; but to my great affliction, it was on my side of the island.
  


  
    I was indeed terribly surpriz’d at the sight, and stopp’d short within my grove, not daring to go out, least I might be surpriz’d; and yet I had no more peace within, from the apprehensions I had that if these savages, in rambling over the island, should find my corn standing or cut, or any of my works and improvements, they would immediately conclude that there were people in the place, and would then never give over till they had found me out. In this extremity I went back directly to my castle, pull’d up the ladder after me, and made all things without look as wild and natural as I could.
  


  
    Then I prepar’d my self within, putting my self in a posture of defence; I loaded all my cannon, as I call’d them, that is to say, my muskets which were mounted upon my new fortification, and all my pistols, and resolv’d to defend my self to the last gasp, not forgetting seriously to commend my self to the divine protection, and earnestly to pray to God to deliver me out of the hands of the barbarians; and in this posture I continu’d about two hours; but began to be mighty impatient for intelligence abroad, for I had no spies to send out.
  


  
    After sitting a while longer, and musing what I should do in this case, I was not able to bear sitting in ignorance any longer; so setting up my ladder to the side of the hill, where there was a flat place, as I observ’d before, and then pulling the ladder up after me, I set it up again, and mounted to the top of the hill; and pulling out my perspective glass, which I had taken on purpose, I laid me down flat on my belly on the ground, and began to look for the place; I presently found there was no less than nine naked savages, sitting round a small fire they had made, not to warm them, for they had no need of that, the weather being extreme hot; but, as I suppos’d, to dress some of their barbarous diet of humane flesh, which they had brought with them, whether alive or dead I could not know.
  


  
    They had two canoes with them, which they had haled up upon the shore; and as it was then tide of ebb, they seem’d to me to wait for the return of the flood, to go away again; it is not easy to imagine what confusion this sight put me into, especially seeing them come on my side the island, and so near to me too; but when I observ’d their coming must always be with the current of the ebb, I began afterwards to be more sedate in my mind, being satisfy’d that I might go abroad with safety all the time of the tide of flood, if they were not on shore before: and having made this observation, I went abroad about my harvest work with the more composure.
  


  
    As I expected, so it proved; for as soon as the tide made to the westward, I saw them all take boat, and row (or paddle as we call it) all away. I should have observ’d, that for an hour and more before they went off, they went to dancing, and I could easily discern their postures and gestures by my glasses: I could not perceive, by my nicest observation, but that they were stark naked, and had not the least covering upon them; but whether they were men or women, that I could not distinguish.
  


  
    As soon as I saw them shipp’d and gone, I took two guns upon my shoulders, and two pistols at my girdle, and my great sword by my side, without a scabbard, and with all the speed I was able to make, I went away to the hill, where I had discover’d the first appearance of all; and as soon as I gat thither, which was not less than two hours (for I could not go apace, being so loaden with arms as I was), I perceiv’d there had been three canoes more of savages on that place; and looking out farther, I saw they were all at sea together, making over for the main.
  


  
    This was a dreadful sight to me, especially when going down to the shore, I could see the marks of horror which the dismal work they had been about had left behind it, viz. the blood, the bones, and part of the flesh of humane bodies, eaten and devour’d by those wretches, with merriment and sport. I was so fill’d with indignation at the sight, that I began now to premeditate the destruction of the next that I saw there, let them be who or how many soever.
  


  
    It seem’d evident to me that the visits which they thus make to this island are not very frequent; for it was above fifteen months before any more of them came on shore there again; that is to say, I neither saw them, or any footsteps or signals of them, in all that time; for as to the rainy seasons, then they are sure not to come abroad, at least not so far; yet all this while I liv’d uncomfortably, by reason of the constant apprehensions I was in of their coming upon me by surprize; from whence I observe, that the expectation of evil is more bitter than the suffering, especially if there is no room to shake off that expectation or those apprehensions.
  


  
    During all this time I was in the murthering humour; and took up most of my hours, which should have been better employ’d, in contriving how to circumvent and fall upon them, the very next time I should see them; especially if they should be divided, as they were the last time, into two parties; nor did I consider at all, that if I kill’d one party, suppose ten or a dozen, I was still the next day, or week, or month, to kill another, and so another, even ad infinitum, till I should be at length no less a murtherer than they were in being man-eaters; and perhaps much more so.
  


  
    I spent my days now in great perplexity and anxiety of mind, expecting that I should one day or other fall into the hands of these merciless creatures; and if I did at any time venture abroad, it was not without looking round me with the greatest care and caution imaginable; and now I found, to my great comfort, how happy it was that I provided for a tame flock or herd of goats; for I durst not upon any account fire my gun, especially near that side of the island where they usually came, least I should alarm the savages; and if they had fled from me now, I was sure to have them come back again, with perhaps two or three hundred canoes with them, in a few days, and then I knew what to expect.
  


  
    However, I wore out a year and three months more, before I ever saw any more of the savages, and then I found them again, as I shall soon observe. It is true, they might have been there once or twice; but either they made no stay, or at least I did not hear them; but in the month of May, as near as I could calculate, and in my four and twentieth year, I had a very strange encounter with them, of which in its place.
  


  
    The perturbation of my mind, during this fifteen or sixteen months’ interval, was very great; I slept unquiet, dream’d always frightful dreams, and often started out of my sleep in the night: in the day great troubles overwhelm’d my mind, and in the night I dream’d often of killing the savages, and of the reasons why I might justify the doing of it; but to wave all this for a while, it was in the middle of May, on the sixteenth day I think, as well as my poor wooden calendar would reckon; for I markt all upon the post still; I say, it was the sixteenth of May, that it blew a very great storm of wind all day, with a great deal of lightning and thunder, and a very foul night it was after it; I know not what was the particular occasion of it, but as I was reading in the Bible, and taken up with very serious thoughts about my present condition, I was surpriz’d with a noise of a gun, as I thought, fir’d at sea.
  


  
    This was to be sure a surprize of a quite different nature from any I had met with before; for the notions this put into my thoughts were quite of another kind. I started up in the greatest haste imaginable, and in a trice clapt my ladder to the middle place of the rock, and pull’d it after me, and mounting it the second time, got to the top of the hill the very moment that a flash of fire bid me listen for a second gun, which accordingly in about half a minute I heard, and by the sound knew that it was from that part of the sea where I was driven down the current in my boat.
  


  
    I immediately consider’d that this must be some ship in distress, and that they had some comrade, or some other ship in company, and fir’d these guns for signals of distress, and to obtain help. I had this presence of mind at that minute, as to think that though I could not help them, it may be they might help me; so I brought together all the dry wood I could get at hand, and making a good handsome pile, I set it on fire upon the hill; the wood was dry, and blaz’d freely; and though the wind blew very hard, yet it burnt fairly out; that I was certain, if there was any such thing as a ship, they must needs see it, and no doubt they did; for as soon as ever my fire blaz’d up, I heard another gun, and after that several others, all from the same quarter; I ply’d my fire all night long, till day broke; and when it was broad day, and the air clear’d up, I saw something at a great distance at sea, full east of the island, whether a sail or a hull I could not distinguish, no, not with my glasses, the distance was so great, and the weather still something haizy also; at least it was so out at sea.
  


  
    I look’d frequently at it all that day, and soon perceiv’d that it did not move; so I presently concluded that it was a ship at an anchor, and being eager, you may be sure, to be satisfy’d, I took my gun in my hand, and run toward the south side of the island, to the rocks where I had formerly been carry’d away with the current; and getting up there, the weather by this time being perfectly clear, I could plainly see, to my great sorrow, the wreck of a ship cast away in the night upon those conceal’d rocks which I found when I was out in my boat; and which rocks, as they check’d the violence of the stream and made a kind of counter-stream or eddy, were the occasion of my recovering from the most desperate hopeless condition that ever I had been in in all my life.
  


  
    Thus what is one man’s safety is another man’s destruction; for it seems these men, whoever they were, being out of their knowledge, and the rocks being wholly under water, had been driven upon them in the night, the wind blowing hard at E. and E.N.E. Had they seen the island, as I must necessarily suppose they did not, they must, as I thought, have endeavour’d to have sav’d themselves on shore by the help of their boat; but their firing of guns for help, especially when they saw, as I imagin’d, my fire, fill’d me with many thoughts. First, I imagin’d that upon seeing my light, they might have put themselves into their boat, and have endeavour’d to make the shore; but that the sea going very high, they might have been cast away; other times I imagin’d that they might have lost their boat before, as might be the case many ways; as particularly by the breaking of the sea upon their ship, which many times obliges men to stave or take in pieces their boat, and sometimes to throw it over-board with their own hands; other times I imagin’d they had some other ship or ships in company, who, upon the signals of distress they had made, had taken them up and carry’d them off; other whiles I fancy’d they were all gone off to sea in their boat, and being hurry’d away by the current that I had been formerly in, were carry’d out into the great ocean, where there was nothing but misery and perishing; and that perhaps they might by this time think of starving, and of being in a condition to eat one another.
  


  
    As all these were but conjectures at best, so in the condition I was in, I could do no more than look on upon the misery of the poor men, and pity them, which had still this good effect on my side that it gave me more and more cause to give thanks to God who had so happily and comfortably provided for me in my desolate condition; and that of two ships’ companies who were now cast away upon this part of the world, not one life should be spar’d but mine. I learn’d here again to observe, that it is very rare that the providence of God casts us into any condition of life so low, or any misery so great, but we may see something or other to be thankful for, and may see others in worse circumstances than our own.
  


  
    Such certainly was the case of these men, of whom I could not so much as see room to suppose any of them were sav’d; nothing could make it rational so much as to wish or expect that they did not all perish there; except the possibility only of their being taken up by another ship in company, and this was but meer possibility indeed; for I saw not the least signal or appearance of any such thing.
  


  
    I cannot explain by any possible energy of words what a strange longing or hankering of desires I felt in my soul upon this sight; breaking out sometimes thus: ‘O that there had been but one or two; nay, or but one soul sav’d out of this ship, to have escap’d to me, that I might but have had one companion, one fellow-creature to have spoken to me, and to have convers’d with!’ In all the time of my solitary life, I never felt so earnest, so strong a desire after the society of my fellow-creatures, or so deep a regret at the want of it.
  


  
    There are some secret moving springs in the affections, which when they are set a going by some object in view, or be it some object, though not in view, yet rendred present to the mind by the power of imagination, that motion carries out the soul by its impetuousity to such violent eager embracings of the object, that the absence of it is insupportable.
  


  
    Such were these earnest wishings that but one man had been sav’d! ‘O that it had been but one!’ I believe I repeated the words, ‘O that it had been but one!’ a thousand times; and the desires were so mov’d by it, that when I spoke the words, my hands would clinch together, and my fingers press the palms of my hands, that if I had had any soft thing in my hand, it would have crusht it involuntarily; and my teeth in my head wou’d strike together, and set against one another so strong, that for some time I could not part them again.
  


  
    Let the naturalists explain these things, and the reason and manner of them; all I can say to them is, to describe the fact, which was even surprising to me when I found it; though I knew not from what it should proceed; it was doubtless the effect of ardent wishes, and of strong ideas form’d in my mind, realizing the comfort which the conversation of one of my fellow-Christians would have been to me.
  


  
    But it was not to be; either their fate or mine, or both, forbid it; for till the last year of my being on this island, I never knew whether any were saved out of that ship or no; and had only the affliction, some days after, to see the corps of a drownded boy come on shore, at the end of the island which was next the shipwreck. He had on no cloaths but a seaman’s wastcoat, a pair of open knee’d linnen drawers, and a blew linnen shirt; but nothing to direct me so much as to guess what nation he was of. He had nothing in his pocket but two pieces of eight, and a tobacco-pipe; the last was to me of ten times more value than the first.
  


  
    It was now calm, and I had a great mind to venture out in my boat to this wreck; not doubting but I might find something on board that might be useful to me; but that did not altogether press me so much as the possibility that there might be yet some living creature on board, whose life I might not only save, but might, by saving that life, comfort my own to the last degree; and this thought clung so to my heart, that I could not be quiet, night or day, but I must venture out in my boat on board this wreck; and committing the rest to God’s providence, I thought the impression was so strong upon my mind, that it could not be resisted, that it must come from some invisible direction, and that I should be wanting to my self if I did not go.
  


  
    Under the power of this impression, I hasten’d back to my castle, prepar’d every thing for my voyage, took a quantity of bread, a great pot for fresh water, a compass to steer by, a bottle of rum, for I had still a great deal of that left, a basket full of raisins; and thus loading my self with every thing necessary, I went down to my boat, got the water out of her, and got her afloat, loaded all my cargo in her, and then went home again for more; my second cargo was a great bag full of rice, the umbrella to set up over my head for shade, another large pot full of fresh water, and about two dozen of my small loaves or barley cakes, more than before, with a bottle of goat’s-milk and a cheese; all which, with great labour and sweat, I brought to my boat; and praying to God to direct my voyage, I put out, and rowing or paddling the canoe along the shore, I came at last to the utmost point of the island on that side, viz. N.E. And now I was to launch out into the ocean, and either to venture, or not to venture. I look’d on the rapid currents which ran constantly on both sides of the island at a distance, and which were very terrible to me, from the remembrance of the hazard I had been in before, and my heart began to fail me; for I foresaw that if I was driven into either of those currents, I should be carry’d a vast way out to sea, and perhaps out of my reach, or sight of the island again; and that then, as my boat was but small, if any little gale of wind should rise, I should be inevitably lost.
  


  
    These thoughts so oppress’d my mind that I began to give over my enterprize, and having haled my boat into a little creek on the shore, I stept out, and sat me down upon a little rising bit of ground, very pensive and anxious, between fear and desire about my voyage; when, as I was musing, I could perceive that the tide was turn’d, and the flood come on, upon which my going was for so many hours impracticable; upon this presently it occurr’d to me that I should go up to the highest piece of ground I could find, and observe, if I could, how the sets of the tide or currents lay when the flood came in, that I might judge whether, if I was driven one way out, I might not expect to be driven another way home, with the same rapidness of the currents. This thought was no sooner in my head, but I cast my eye upon a little hill, which sufficiently overlook’d the sea both ways, and from whence I had a clear view of the currents, or sets of the tide, and which way I was to guide my self in my return; here I found, that as the current of the ebb set out close by the south point of the island, so the current of the flood set in close by the shore of the north side, and that I had nothing to do but to keep to the north of the island in my return, and I should do well enough.
  


  
    Encourag’d with this observation, I resolv’d the next morning to set out with the first of the tide; and reposing my self for the night in the canoe, under the great watch-coat I mention’d, I launched out. I made first a little out to sea full north, till I began to feel the benefit of the current, which set eastward, and which carry’d me at a great rate, and yet did not so hurry me as the southern side current had done before, and so as to take from me all government of the boat; but having a strong steerage with my paddle, I went at a great rate directly for the wreck, and in less than two hours I came up to it.
  


  
    It was a dismal sight to look at: the ship, which by its building was Spanish, stuck fast, jaum’d in between two rocks; all the stern and quarter of her was beaten to pieces with the sea; and as her forecastle, which stuck in the rocks, had run on with great violence, her mainmast and foremast were brought by the board, that is to say, broken short off; but her bolt-sprit was sound and the head and bow appear’d firm. When I came close to her, a dog appear’d upon her, who seeing me coming, yelp’d and cry’d; and as soon as I call’d him, jump’d into the sea, to come to me, and I took him into the boat, but found him almost dead for hunger and thirst. I gave him a cake of my bread, and he eat it like a ravenous wolf, that had been starving a fortnight in the snow. I then gave the poor creature some fresh water, with which, if I would have let him, he would have burst himself.
  


  
    After this I went on board; but the first sight I met with was two men drown’d in the cook-room or forecastle of the ship, with their arms fast about one another. I concluded, as is indeed probable, that when the ship struck, it being in a storm, the sea broke so high and so continually over her, that the men were not able to bear it, and were strangled with the constant rushing in of the water, as much as if they had been under water. Besides the dog, there was nothing left in the ship that had life; nor any goods that I could see, but what were spoil’d by the water. There were some casks of liquor, whether wine or brandy I knew not, which lay lower in the hold, and which, the water being ebb’d out, I could see; but they were too big to meddle with. I saw several chests, which I believ’d belong’d to some of the seamen; and I got two of them into the boat, without examining what was in them.
  


  
    Had the stern of the ship been fix’d, and the forepart broken off, I am perswaded I might have made a good voyage; for by what I found in these two chests, I had room to suppose the ship had a great deal of wealth on board; and if I may guess by the course she steer’d, she must have been bound from the Buenos Ayres, or the Rio de la Plata, in the south part of America, beyond the Brasils, to the Havana, in the Gulph of Mexico, and so perhaps to Spain. She had no doubt a great treasure in her, but of no use at the time to any body; and what became of the rest of her people, I then knew not.
  


  
    I found, besides these chests, a little cask full of liquor, of about twenty gallons, which I got into my boat with much difficulty; there were several muskets in a cabin, and a great powder-horn, with about 4 pounds of powder in it; as for the muskets, I had no occasion for them; so I left them, but took the powder-horn. I took a fire shovel and tongs, which I wanted extremely; as also two little brass kettles, a copper pot to make chocolate, and a gridiron; and with this cargo, and the dog, I came away, the tide beginning to make home again; and the same evening, about an hour within night, I reach’d the island again, weary and fatigu’d to the last degree.
  


  
    I repos’d that night in the boat, and in the morning I resolved to harbour what I had gotten in my new cave, not to carry it home to my castle. After refreshing my self, I got all my cargo on shore, and began to examine the particulars. The cask of liquor I found to be a kind of rum, but not such as we had at the Brasils; and in a word, not at all good; but when I came to open the chests, I found several things of great use to me: for example, I found in one a fine case of bottles, of an extraordinary kind, and fill’d with cordial waters, fine and very good; the bottles held about three pints each, and were tipp’d with silver: I found two pots of very good succades or sweetmeats, so fastned also on top that the salt water had not hurt them; and two more of the same, which the water had spoil’d: I found some very good shirts, which were very welcome to me; and about a dozen and half of linnen white handkerchiefs and colour’d neckcloths; the former were also very welcome, being exceeding refreshing to wipe my face in a hot day. Besides this, when I came to the till in the chest, I found there three great bags of pieces of eight, which held about eleven hundred pieces in all; and in one of them, wrapt up in a paper, six doubloons of gold, and some small bars or wedges of gold; I suppose they might all weigh near a pound.
  


  
    The other chest I found had some cloaths in it, but of little value; but by the circumstances it must have belong’d to the gunner’s mate; though there was no powder in it but about two pound of fine glaz’d powder, in three small flasks, kept, I suppose, for charging their fowling-pieces on occasion. Upon the whole, I got very little by this voyage that was of any use to me; for as to the money, I had no manner of occasion for it: ’twas to me as the dirt under my feet; and I would have given it all for three or four pair of English shoes and stockings, which were things I greatly wanted, but had not had on my feet now for many years: I had indeed gotten two pairs of shoes now, which I took off the feet of the two drown’d men who I saw in the wreck; and I found two more in one of the chests, which were very welcome to me; but they were not like our English shoes, either for ease or service; being rather what we call pumps than shoes. I found in this seaman’s chest about fifty pieces of eight in ryals, but no gold; I suppose this belong’d to a poorer man than the other, which seem’d to belong to some officer.
  


  
    Well, however, I lugg’d this money home to my cave, and laid it up, as I had done that before which I brought from our own ship; but it was great pity, as I said, that the other part of this ship had not come to my share; for I am satisfy’d I might have loaded my canoe several times over with money, which, if I had ever escap’d to England, would have lain here safe enough, till I might have come again and fetch’d it.
  


  
    Having now brought all my things on shore, and secur’d them, I went back to my boat, and row’d or paddled her along the shore to her old harbour, where I laid her up, and made the best of my way to my old habitation, where I found everything safe and quiet; so I began to repose my self, live after my old fashion, and take care of my family affairs; and for a while, I liv’d easy enough; only that I was more vigilant than I us’d to be, look’d out oftner, and did not go abroad so much; and if at any time I did stir with any freedom, it was always to the east part of the island, where I was pretty well satisfy’d the savages never came, and where I could go without so many precautions, and such a load of arms and ammunition as I always carry’d with me if I went the other way.
  


  
    I liv’d in this condition near two years more; but my unlucky head, that was always to let me know it was born to make my body miserable, was all this two years fill’d with projects and designs, how, if it were possible, I might get away from this island; for sometimes I was for making another voyage to the wreck, though my reason told me that there was nothing left there worth the hazard of my voyage; sometimes for a ramble one way, sometimes another; and I believe verily, if I had had the boat that I went from Sallee in, I should have ventur’d to sea, bound any where, I knew not whither.
  


  
    I have been in all my circumstances a memento to those who are touched with the general plague of mankind, whence, for ought I know, one half of their miseries flow; I mean that of not being satisfy’d with the station wherein God and nature has plac’d them; for not to look back upon my primitive condition, and the excellent advice of my father, the opposition to which was, as I may call it, my original sin, my subsequent mistakes of the same kind had been the means of my coming into this miserable condition; for had that providence, which so happily had seated me at the Brasils as a planter, bless’d me with confin’d desires, and I could have been contented to have gone on gradually, I might have been by this time, I mean, in the time of my being in this island, one of the most considerable planters in the Brasils; nay, I am perswaded that by the improvements I had made in that little time I liv’d there, and the encrease I should probably have made if I had stay’d, I might have been worth an hundred thousand moydors; and what business had I to leave a settled fortune, a well stock’d plantation, improving and encreasing, to turn supra-cargo to Guinea, to fetch negroes, when patience and time would have so encreas’d our stock at home, that we could have bought them at our own door, from those whose business it was to fetch them? and though it had cost us something more, yet the difference of that price was by no means worth saving at so great a hazard.
  


  
    But as this is ordinarily the fate of young heads, so reflection upon the folly of it is as ordinarily the exercise of more years, or of the dear bought experience of time; and so it was with me now; and yet so deep had the mistake taken root in my temper, that I could not satisfy my self in my station, but was continually poring upon the means and possibility of my escape from this place; and that I may, with the greater pleasure to the reader, bring on the remaining part of my story, it may not be improper to give some account of my first conceptions on the subject of this foolish scheme for my escape; and how, and upon what foundation I acted.
  


  
    I am now to be suppos’d retir’d into my castle, after my late voyage to the wreck, my frigate laid up and secur’d under water, as usual, and my condition restor’d to what it was before. I had more wealth indeed than I had before, but was not at all the richer; for I had no more use for it than the Indians of Peru had before the Spaniards came there.
  


  
    It was one of the nights in the rainy season in March, the four and twentieth year of my first setting foot in this island of solitariness; I was lying in my bed, or hammock, awake, very well in health, had no pain, no distemper, no uneasiness of body; no, nor any uneasiness of mind, more than ordinary; but could by no means close my eyes, that is, so as to sleep; no, not a wink all night long, otherwise than as follows:
  


  
    It is as impossible as needless to set down the innumerable crowd of thoughts that whirl’d through that great thorow-fare of the brain, the memory, in this night’s time: I run over the whole history of my life in miniature, or by abridgement, as I may call it, to my coming to this island, and also of the part of my life since I came to this island. In my reflections upon the state of my case since I came on shore on this island, I was comparing the happy posture of my affairs in the first years of my habitation here, compar’d to the life of anxiety, fear, and care which I had liv’d ever since I had seen the print of a foot in the sand; not that I did not believe the savages had frequented the island even all the while, and might have been several hundreds of them at times on shore there; but I had never known it, and was incapable of any apprehensions about it; my satisfaction was perfect, though my danger was the same; and I was as happy in not knowing my danger, as if I had never really been expos’d to it. This furnish’d my thoughts with many very profitable reflections, and particularly this one, how infinitely good that providence is, which has provided in its government of mankind such narrow bounds to his sight and knowledge of things; and though he walks in the midst of so many thousand dangers, the sight of which, if discover’d to him, would distract his mind and sink his spirits, he is kept serene and calm, by having the events of things hid from his eyes and knowing nothing of the dangers which surround him.
  


  
    After these thoughts had for some time entertain’d me, I came to reflect seriously upon the real danger I had been in for so many years, in this very island; and how I had walk’d about in the greatest security, and with all possible tranquillity; even when perhaps nothing but a brow of a hill, a great tree, or the casual approach of night had been between me and the worst kind of destruction, viz. that of falling into the hands of cannibals and savages, who would have seiz’d on me with the same view as I did of a goat or a turtle, and have thought it no more a crime to kill and devour me, than I did of a pidgeon or a curlieu. I would unjustly slander my self, if I should say I was not sincerely thankful to my great Preserver, to whose singular protection I acknowledg’d, with great humility, that all these unknown deliverances were due; and without which, I must inevitably have fallen into their merciless hands.
  


  
    When these thoughts were over, my head was for some time taken up in considering the nature of these wretched creatures, I mean the savages; and how it came to pass in the world, that the wise Governour of all things should give up any of His creatures to such inhumanity, nay, to something so much below even brutality itself, as to devour its own kind; but as this ended in some (at that time fruitless) speculations, it occur’d to me to enquire what part of the world these wretches liv’d in; how far off the coast was from whence they came; what they ventur’d over so far from home for; what kind of boats they had; and why I might not order my self and my business so, that I might be as able to go over thither as they were to come to me.
  


  
    I never so much as troubl’d my self to consider what I should do with my self when I came thither; what would become of me, if I fell into the hands of the savages; or how I should escape from them, if they attempted me; no, nor so much as how it was possible for me to reach the coast, and not to be attempted by some or other of them, without any possibility of delivering my self; and if I should not fall into their hands, what I should do for provision, or whither I should bend my course; none of these thoughts, I say, so much as came in my way; but my mind was wholly bent upon the notion of my passing over in my boat to the main land. I look’d back upon my present condition as the most miserable that could possibly be, that I was not able to throw myself into any thing but death, that could be call’d worse; that if I reached the shore of the main, I might perhaps meet with relief, or I might coast along, as I did on the shore of Africk, till I came to some inhabited country, and where I might find some relief; and after all, perhaps I might fall in with some Christian ship that might take me in; and if the worse came to the worst, I could but die, which would put an end to all these miseries at once. Pray note, all this was the fruit of a disturb’d mind, an impatient temper, made as it were desperate by the long continuance of my troubles and the disappointments I had met in the wreck I had been on board of; and where I had been so near the obtaining what I so earnestly long’d for, viz. some-body to speak to, and to learn some knowledge from of the place where I was, and of the probable means of my deliverance; I say, I was agitated wholly by these thoughts. All my calm of mind in my resignation to providence, and waiting the issue of the dispositions of Heaven, seem’d to be suspended, and I had, as it were, no power to turn my thoughts to any thing, but to the project of a voyage to the main, which came upon me with such force, and such an impetuousity of desire, that it was not to be resisted.
  


  
    When this had agitated my thoughts for two hours or more, with such violence, that it set my very blood into a ferment, and my pulse beat as high as if I had been in a feaver, meerly with the extraordinary fervour of my mind about it; nature, as if I had been fatigued and exhausted with the very thought of it, threw me into a sound sleep; one would have thought I should have dream’d of it, but I did not, nor of any thing relating to it; but I dream’d that as I was going out in the morning as usual from my castle, I saw upon the shore two canoes and eleven savages coming to land, and that they brought with them another savage, who they were going to kill, in order to eat him; when on a sudden, the savage that they were going to kill, jumpt away, and ran for his life; and I thought, in my sleep, that he came running into my little thick grove before my fortification, to hide himself; and I seeing him alone, and not perceiving that the other sought him that way, show’d my self to him, and smiling upon him, encourag’d him; that he kneel’d down to me, seeming to pray me to assist him; upon which I shew’d my ladder, made him go up, and carry’d him into my cave, and he became my servant; and that as soon as I had gotten this man, I said to my self, ‘Now I may certainly venture to the main land; for this fellow will serve me as a pilot, and will tell me what to do, and whether to go for provisions; and whether not to go for fear of being devoured, what places to venture into, and what to escape.’ I wak’d with this thought, and was under such inexpressible impressions of joy at the prospect of my escape in my dream, that the disappointments which I felt upon coming to my self and finding it was no more than a dream, were equally extravagant the other way, and threw me into a very great dejection of spirit.
  


  
    Upon this, however, I made this conclusion, that my only way to go about an attempt for an escape was, if possible, to get a savage into my possession; and if possible, it should be one of their prisoners, who they had condemned to be eaten, and should bring thither to kill; but these thoughts still were attended with this difficulty, that it was impossible to effect this, without attacking a whole caravan of them, and killing them all; and this was not only a very desperate attempt, and might miscarry; but on the other hand, I had greatly scrupled the lawfulness of it to me; and my heart trembled at the thought of shedding so much blood, tho’ it was for my deliverance. I need not repeat the arguments which occurr’d to me against this, they being the same mention’d before; but tho’ I had other reasons to offer now, viz. that those men were enemies to my life, and would devour me, if they could; that it was self-preservation in the highest degree, to deliver my self from this death of a life, and was acting in my own defence as much as if they were actually assaulting me, and the like; I say, tho’ these things argued for it, yet the thoughts of shedding humane blood for my deliverance were very terrible to me, and such as I could by no means reconcile my self to, a great while.
  


  
    However, at last, after many secret disputes with my self, and after great perplexities about it, for all these arguments one way and another struggl’d in my head a long time, the eager prevailing desire of deliverance at length master’d all the rest; and I resolved, if possible, to get one of those savages into my hands, cost what it would. My next thing then was to contrive how to do it, and this indeed was very difficult to resolve on. But as I could pitch upon no probable means for it, so I resolv’d to put my self upon the watch, to see them when they came on shore, and leave the rest to the event, taking such measures as the opportunity should present, let be what would be.
  


  
    With these resolutions in my thoughts, I set my self upon the scout as often as possible, and indeed so often till I was heartily tir’d of it, for it was above a year and a half that I waited, and for great part of that time went out to the west end, and to the south west corner of the island, almost every day, to see for canoes, but none appear’d. This was very discouraging, and began to trouble me much, tho’ I cannot say that it did in this case, as it had done some time before that, viz. wear off the edge of my desire to the thing. But the longer it seem’d to be delay’d, the more eager I was for it; in a word, I was not at first so careful to shun the sight of these savages, and avoid being seen by them, as I was now eager to be upon them.
  


  
    Besides, I fancied my self able to manage one, nay, two or three savages, if I had them, so as to make them entirely slaves to me, to do whatever I should direct them, and to prevent their being able at any time to do me any hurt. It was a great while that I pleas’d my self with this affair, but nothing still presented; all my fancies and schemes came to nothing, for no savages came near me for a great while.
  


  
    About a year and a half after I had entertain’d these notions, and, by long musing, had as it were resolved them all into nothing, for want of an occasion to put them in execution, I was surpriz’d one morning early, with seeing no less than five canoes all on shore together on my side the island; and the people who belong’d to them all landed, and out of my sight. The number of them broke all my measures, for seeing so many, and knowing that they always came four or six, or sometimes more in a boat, I could not tell what to think of it, or how to take my measures to attack twenty or thirty men single handed; so I lay still in my castle, perplex’d and discomforted; however, I put my self into all the same postures for an attack that I had formerly provided, and was just ready for action, if any thing had presented. Having waited a good while, listening to hear if they made any noise, at length, being very impatient, I set my guns at the foot of my ladder, and clamber’d up to the top of the hill, by my two stages as usual; standing so, however, that my head did not appear above the hill, so that they could not perceive me by any means; here I observ’d, by the help of my perspective glass, that they were no less than thirty in number, that they had a fire kindled, that they had had meat dress’d. How they had cook’d it, that I knew not, or what it was; but they were all dancing in I know not how many barbarous gestures and figures, their own way, round the fire.
  


  
    While I was thus looking on them, I perceived by my perspective two miserable wretches dragg’d from the boats, where it seems they were laid by, and were now brought out for the slaughter. I perceived one of them immediately fell, being knock’d down, I suppose with a club or wooden sword, for that was their way, and two or three others were at work immediately cutting him open for their cookery, while the other victim was left standing by himself, till they should be ready for him. In that very moment this poor wretch seeing himself a little at liberty, nature inspir’d him with hopes of life, and he started away from them, and ran with incredible swiftness along the sands, directly towards me, I mean towards that part of the coast where my habitation was.
  


  
    I was dreadfully frighted (that I must acknowledge) when I perceived him to run my way, and especially when, as I thought, I saw him pursued by the whole body; and now I expected that part of my dream was coming to pass, and that he would certainly take shelter in my grove; but I could not depend by any means upon my dream for the rest of it, viz. that the other savages would not pursue him thither, and find him there. However, I kept my station, and my spirits began to recover when I found that there was not above three men that follow’d him, and still more was I encourag’d when I found that he outstrip’d them exceedingly in running, and gain’d ground of them, so that if he could but hold it for half an hour, I saw easily he would fairly get away from them all.
  


  
    There was between them and my castle the creek which I mention’d often at the first part of my story, when I landed my cargoes out of the ship; and this, I saw plainly, he must necessarily swim over, or the poor wretch would be taken there. But when the savage escaping came thither, he made nothing of it, tho’ the tide was then up, but plunging in, swam thro’ in about thirty strokes or thereabouts, landed, and ran on with exceeding strength and swiftness; when the three persons came to the creek, I found that two of them could swim, but the third cou’d not, and that standing on the other side, he look’d at the other, but went no further, and soon after went softly back again, which, as it happen’d, was very well for him in the main.
  


  
    I observ’d that the two who swam were yet more than twice as long swimming over the creek as the fellow was that fled from them. It came now very warmly upon my thoughts, and indeed irresistibly, that now was my time to get me a servant, and perhaps a companion or assistant; and that I was call’d plainly by Providence to save this poor creature’s life; I immediately run down the ladders with all possible expedition, fetch’d my two guns, for they were both but at the foot of the ladders, as I observ’d above; and getting up again, with the same haste, to the top of the hill, I cross’d toward the sea; and having a very short cut, and all down hill, clapp’d my self in the way between the pursuers and the pursu’d; hallowing aloud to him that fled, who looking back, was at first perhaps as much frighted at me as at them; but I beckon’d with my hand to him to come back; and in the mean time, I slowly advanc’d towards the two that follow’d; then rushing at once upon the foremost, I knock’d him down with the stock of my piece; I was loath to fire, because I would not have the rest hear; though at that distance it would not have been easily heard, and being out of sight of the smoke too, they wou’d not have easily known what to make of it. Having knock’d this fellow down, the other who pursu’d with him stopp’d, as if he had been frighted; and I advanc’d a-pace towards him; but as I came nearer, I perceiv’d presently he had a bow and arrow, and was fitting it to shoot at me; so I was then necessitated to shoot at him first, which I did, and kill’d him at the first shoot; the poor savage who fled, but had stopp’d, though he saw both his enemies fallen and kill’d, as he thought, yet was so frighted with the fire and noise of my piece, that he stood stock still, and neither came forward or went backward, tho’ he seem’d rather enclin’d to fly still than to come on; I hollow’d again to him, and made signs to come forward, which he easily understood, and came a little way, then stopp’d again, and then a little further, and stopp’d again, and I cou’d then perceive that he stood trembling, as if he had been taken prisoner, and had just been to be kill’d, as his two enemies were. I beckon’d him again to come to me, and gave him all the signs of encouragement that I could think of, and he came nearer and nearer, kneeling down every ten or twelve steps in token of acknowledgement for my saving his life. I smil’d at him, and look’d pleasantly, and beckon’d to him to come still nearer; at length he came close to me, and then he kneel’d down again, kiss’d the ground, and laid his head upon the ground, and taking me by the foot, set my foot upon his head; this it seems was in token of swearing to be my slave for ever; I took him up, and made much of him, and encourag’d him all I could. But there was more work to do yet, for I perceived the savage who I knock’d down was not kill’d, but stunn’d with the blow, and began to come to himself; so I pointed to him, and showing him the savage, that he was not dead; upon this he spoke some words to me, and though I could not understand them, yet I thought they were pleasant to hear, for they were the first sound of a man’s voice that I had heard, my own excepted, for above twenty five years. But there was no time for such reflections now; the savage who was knock’d down recover’d himself so far as to sit up upon the ground, and I perceived that my savage began to be afraid; but when I saw that, I presented my other piece at the man, as if I would shoot him; upon this my savage, for so I call him now, made a motion to me to lend him my sword, which hung naked in a belt by my side; so I did: he no sooner had it, but he runs to his enemy, and at one blow cut off his head as cleaverly, no executioner in Germany could have done it sooner or better; which I thought very strange, for one who I had reason to believe never saw a sword in his life before, except their own wooden swords; however, it seems, as I learn’d afterwards, they make their wooden swords so sharp, so heavy, and the wood is so hard, that they will cut off heads even with them, ay and arms, and that at one blow too; when he had done this, he comes laughing to me in sign of triumph, and brought me the sword again, and with abundance of gestures which I did not understand, laid it down with the head of the savage that he had kill’d, just before me.
  


  
    But that which astonish’d him most, was to know how I had kill’d the other Indian so far off; so pointing to him, he made signs to me to let him go to him, so I bad him go, as well as I could; when he came to him, he stood like one amaz’d, looking at him, turn’d him first on one side, then on t’other, look’d at the wound the bullet had made, which it seems was just in his breast, where it had made a hole, and no great quantity of blood had follow’d, but he had bled inwardly, for he was quite dead. He took up his bow and arrows, and came back, so I turn’d to go away, and beckon’d to him to follow me, making signs to him that more might come after them.
  


  
    Upon this he sign’d to me that he should bury them with sand, that they might not be seen by the rest if they follow’d; and so I made signs again to him to do so; he fell to work, and in an instant he had scrap’d a hole in the sand with his hands, big enough to bury the first in, and then dragg’d him into it, and cover’d him, and did so also by the other; I believe he had bury’d them both in a quarter of an hour; then calling him away, I carry’d him not to my castle, but quite away to my cave, on the farther part of the island; so I did not let my dream come to pass in that part, viz. that he came into my grove for shelter.
  


  
    Here I gave him bread, and a bunch of raisins to eat, and a draught of water, which I found he was indeed in great distress for, by his running; and having refresh’d him, I made signs for him to go lie down and sleep; pointing to a place where I had laid a great parcel of rice straw, and a blanket upon it, which I used to sleep upon my self sometimes; so the poor creature laid down, and went to sleep.
  


  
    He was a comely handsome fellow, perfectly well made; with straight strong limbs, not too large; tall and well shap’d, and, as I reckon, about twenty six years of age. He had a very good countenance, not a fierce and surly aspect; but seem’d to have something very manly in his face, and yet he had all the sweetness and softness of an European in his countenance too, especially when he smil’d. His hair was long and black, not curl’d like wool; his forehead very high and large, and a great vivacity and sparkling sharpness in his eyes. The colour of his skin was not quite black, but very tawny; and yet not of an ugly yellow nauseous tawny, as the Brasilians, and Virginians, and other natives of America are; but of a bright kind of a dun olive colour, that had in it something very agreeable, tho’ not very easy to describe. His face was round and plump; his nose small, not flat like the negroes, a very good mouth, thin lips, and his fine teeth well set, and white as ivory. After he had slumber’d, rather than slept, about half an hour, he wak’d again, and comes out of the cave to me; for I had been milking my goats, which I had in the enclosure just by; when he espy’d me, he came running to me, laying himself down again upon the ground, with all the possible signs of an humble thankful disposition, making a many antick gestures to show it. At last he lays his head flat upon the ground, close to my foot, and sets my other foot upon his head, as he had done before; and after this, made all the signs to me of subjection, servitude, and submission imaginable, to let me know how he would serve me as long as he liv’d. I understood him in many things, and let him know I was very well pleas’d with him; in a little time I began to speak to him, and teach him to speak to me; and first, I made him know his name should be Friday, which was the day I sav’d his life; I call’d him so for the memory of the time; I likewise taught him to say Master, and then let him know, that was to be my name; I likewise taught him to say yes and no, and to know the meaning of them; I gave him some milk in an earthen pot, and let him see me drink it before him, and sop my bread in it; and I gave him a cake of bread to do the like, which he quickly comply’d with, and made signs that it was very good for him.
  


  
    I kept there with him all that night; but as soon as it was day, I beckon’d to him to come with me, and let him know I would give him some cloaths, at which he seem’d very glad, for he was stark naked. As we went by the place where he had bury’d the two men, he pointed exactly to the place, and shew’d me the marks that he had made to find them again, making signs to me that we should dig them up again, and eat them; at this I appear’d very angry, express’d my abhorrence of it, made as if I would vomit at the thoughts of it, and beckon’d with my hand to him to come away, which he did immediately, with great submission. I then led him up to the top of the hill, to see if his enemies were gone; and pulling out my glass, I look’d, and saw plainly the place where they had been, but no appearance of them, or of their canoes; so that it was plain they were gone, and had left their two comrades behind them, without any search after them.
  


  
    But I was not content with this discovery; but having now more courage, and consequently more curiosity, I took my man Friday with me, giving him the sword in his hand, with the bow and arrows at his back, which I found he could use very dextrously, making him carry one gun for me, and I two for my self, and away we march’d to the place where these creatures had been; for I had a mind now to get some fuller intelligence of them. When I came to the place, my very blood ran chill in my veins, and my heart sunk within me, at the horror of the spectacle: indeed it was a dreadful sight, at least it was so to me; though Friday made nothing of it. The place was cover’d with humane bones, the ground dy’d with their blood, great pieces of flesh left here and there, half eaten, mangl’d and scorch’d; and in short, all the tokens of the triumphant feast they had been making there, after a victory over their enemies. I saw three skulls, five hands, and the bones of three or four legs and feet, and abundance of other parts of the bodies; and Friday, by his signs, made me understand that they brought over four prisoners to feast upon; that three of them were eaten up, and that he, pointing to himself, was the fourth; that there had been a great battle between them and their next king, whose subjects it seems he had been one of; and that they had taken a great number of prisoners, all which were carry’d to several places by those that had taken them in the fight, in order to feast upon them, as was done here by these wretches upon those they brought hither.
  


  
    I caus’d Friday to gather all the skulls, bones, flesh, and whatever remain’d, and lay them together on a heap, and make a great fire upon it, and burn them all to ashes: I found Friday had still a hankering stomach after some of the flesh, and was still a cannibal in his nature; but I discover’d so much abhorrence at the very thoughts of it, and at the least appearance of it, that he durst not discover it; for I had by some means let him know that I would kill him if he offer’d it.
  


  
    When we had done this, we came back to our castle, and there I fell to work for my man Friday; and first of all, I gave him a pair of linnen drawers, which I had out of the poor gunner’s chest I mentioned, and which I found in the wreck; and which with a little alteration fitted him very well; then I made him a jerkin of goat’s-skin, as well as my skill would allow; and I was now grown a tollerable good taylor; and I gave him a cap, which I had made of a hare-skin, very convenient, and fashionable enough; and thus he was cloath’d for the present, tollerably well, and was mighty well pleas’d to see himself almost as well cloath’d as his master. It is true, he went awkwardly in these things at first; wearing the drawers was very awkward to him, and the sleeves of the wastcoat gall’d his shoulders and the inside of his arms; but a little easing them where he complain’d they hurt him, and using himself to them, at length he took to them very well.
  


  
    The next day after I came home to my hutch with him, I began to consider where I should lodge him; and that I might do well for him, and yet be perfectly easy my self, I made a little tent for him in the vacant place between my two fortifications, in the inside of the last, and in the out-side of the first; and as there was a door or entrance there into my cave, I made a formal fram’d door case, and a door to it of boards, and set it up in the passage, a little within the entrance; and causing the door to open on the inside, I barr’d it up in the night, taking in my ladders too; so that Friday could no way come at me in the inside of my innermost wall, without making so much noise in getting over, that it must needs waken me; for my first wall had now a compleat roof over it of long poles, covering all my tent, and leaning up to the side of the hill, which was again laid cross with smaller sticks instead of laths, and then thatch’d over a great thickness with the rice straw, which was strong like reeds; and at the hole or place which was left to go in or out by the ladder, I had plac’d a kind of trap-door, which if it had been attempted on the out-side, would not have open’d at all, but would have fallen down and made a great noise; and as to weapons, I took them all in to my side every night.
  


  
    But I needed none of all this precaution; for never man had a more faithful, loving, sincere servant, than Friday was to me; without passions, sullenness, or designs, perfectly oblig’d and engag’d; his very affections were ty’d to me, like those of a child to a father; and I dare say he would have sacrific’d his life for the saving mine upon any occasion whatsoever; the many testimonies he gave me of this, put it out of doubt, and soon convinc’d me that I needed to use no precautions as to my safety on his account.
  


  
    This frequently gave me occasion to observe, and that with wonder, that however it had pleas’d God, in His providence, and in the government of the works of His hands, to take from so great a part of the world of His creatures, the best uses to which their faculties and the powers of their souls are adapted; yet that He has bestow’d upon them the same powers, the same reason, the same affections, the same sentiments of kindness and obligation, the same passions and resentments of wrongs, the same sense of gratitude, sincerity, fidelity, and all the capacities of doing good and receiving good, that He has given to us; and that when He pleases to offer to them occasions of exerting these, they are as ready, nay, more ready to apply them to the right uses for which they were bestowed, than we are: and this made me very melancholly sometimes, in reflecting as the several occasions presented, how mean a use we make of all these, even though we have these powers enlighten’d by the great lamp of instruction, the spirit of God, and by the knowledge of His word, added to our understanding; and why it has pleas’d God to hide the like saving knowledge from so many millions of souls, who, if I might judge by this poor savage, would make a much better use of it than we did.
  


  
    From hence, I sometimes was led too far to invade the soverainty of Providence, and as it were arraign the justice of so arbitrary a disposition of things, that should hide that light from some, and reveal it to others, and yet expect a like duty from both. But I shut it up, and check’d my thoughts with this conclusion, (1st) that we did not know by what light and law these should be condemn’d; but that as God was necessarily, and by the nature of His being, infinitely holy and just, so it could not be, but that if these creatures were all sentenc’d to absence from Himself, it was on account of sinning against that light which, as the scripture says, was a law to themselves, and by such rules as their consciences would acknowledge to be just, tho’ the foundation was not discover’d to us: and (2d) that still as we are all the clay in the hand of the potter, no vessel could say to Him, Why has Thou form’d me thus?
  


  
    But to return to my new companion: I was greatly delighted with him, and made it my business to teach him every thing that was proper to make him useful, handy, and helpful; but especially to make him speak, and understand me when I spake, and he was the aptest schollar that ever was, and particularly was so merry, so constantly diligent, and so pleas’d, when he cou’d but understand me, or make me understand him, that it was very pleasant to me to talk to him; and now my life began to be so easy, that I began to say to my self, that could I but have been safe from more savages, I cared not if I was never to remove from the place while I lived.
  


  
    After I had been two or three days return’d to my castle, I thought that, in order to bring Friday off from his horrid way of feeding, and from the relish of a cannibal’s stomach, I ought to let him taste other flesh; so I took him out with me one morning to the woods. I went indeed intending to kill a kid out of my own flock, and bring him home and dress it; but as I was going, I saw a she goat lying down in the shade, and two young kids sitting by her. I catch’d hold of Friday. ‘Hold,’ says I, ‘stand still,’ and made signs to him not to stir; immediately I presented my piece, shot and kill’d one of the kids. The poor creature, who had at a distance indeed seen me kill the savage his enemy, but did not know or could imagine how it was done, was sensibly surpriz’d, trembled and shook, and look’d so amaz’d that I thought he would have sunk down. He did not see the kid I shot at, or perceive I had kill’d it, but ripp’d up his wastcoat to feel if he was not wounded, and as I found, presently thought I was resolv’d to kill him; for he came and kneel’d down to me, and embraceing my knees, said a great many things I did not understand; but I could easily see that the meaning was to pray me not to kill him.
  


  
    I soon found a way to convince him that I would do him no harm, and taking him up by the hand, laugh’d at him, and pointed to the kid which I had kill’d, beckoned to him to run and fetch it, which he did; and while he was wondering and looking to see how the creature was kill’d, I loaded my gun again, and by and by I saw a great fowl like a hawk sit upon a tree within shot; so to let Friday understand a little what I would do, I call’d him to me again, pointed at the fowl, which was indeed a parrot, tho’ I thought it had been a hawk; I say, pointing to the parrot, and to my gun, and to the ground under the parrot, to let him see I would make it fall, I made him understand that I would shoot and kill that bird; according I fir’d and bad him look, and immediately he saw the parrot fall, he stood like one frighted again, notwithstanding all I had said to him; and I found he was the more amaz’d because he did not see me put any thing into the gun; but thought that there must be some wonderful fund of death and destruction in that thing, able to kill man, beast, bird, or any thing near or far off, and the astonishment this created in him was such as could not wear off for a long time; and I believe, if I would have let him, he would have worshipp’d me and my gun. As for the gun it self, he would not so much as touch it for several days after; but would speak to it, and talk to it, as if it had answer’d him, when he was by himself; which, as I afterwards learn’d of him, was to desire it not to kill him.
  


  
    Well, after his astonishment was a little over at this, I pointed to him to run and fetch the bird I had shot, which he did, but stay’d some time; for the parrot, not being quite dead, was flutter’d away a good way off from the place where she fell; however, he found her, took her up, and brought her to me; and as I had perceiv’d his ignorance about the gun before, I took this advantage to charge the gun again, and not let him see me do it, that I might be ready for any other mark that might present; but nothing more offer’d at that time; so I brought home the kid, and the same evening I took the skin off, and cut it out as well as I could; and having a pot for that purpose, I boil’d or stew’d some of the flesh, and made some very good broth; and after I had begun to eat some, I gave some to my man, who seem’d very glad of it, and lik’d it very well; but that which was strangest to him was to see me eat salt with it; he made a sign to me that the salt was not good to eat, and putting a little into his own mouth, he seem’d to nauseate it, and would spit and sputter at it, washing his mouth with fresh water after it; on the other hand, I took some meat in my mouth without salt, and I pretended to spit and sputter for want of salt, as fast as he had done at the salt; but it would not do, he would never care for salt with his meat or in his broth; at least not a great while, and then but a very little.
  


  
    Having thus fed him with boil’d meat and broth, I was resolv’d to feast him the next day with roasting a piece of the kid; this I did by hanging it before the fire on a string, as I had seen many people do in England, setting two poles up, one on each side the fire, and one cross on the top, and tying the string to the cross-stick, letting the meat turn continually. This Friday admir’d very much; but when he came to taste the flesh, he took so many ways to tell me how well he lik’d it, that I could not but understand him; and at last he told me he would never eat man’s flesh any more, which I was very glad to hear.
  


  
    The next day I set him to work to beating some corn out, and sifting it in the manner I us’d to do, as I observ’d before, and he soon understood how to do it as well as I, especially after he had seen what the meaning of it was, and that it was to make bread of; for after that I let him see me make my bread, and bake it too, and in a little time Friday was able to do all the work for me, as well as I could do it myself.
  


  
    I begun now to consider, that having two mouths to feed instead of one, I must provide more ground for my harvest, and plant a larger quantity of corn than I us’d to do; so I mark’d out a larger piece of land, and began the fence in the same manner as before, in which Friday not only work’d very willingly and very hard, but did it very chearfully, and I told him what it was for; that it was for corn to make more bread, because he was now with me, and that I might have enough for him and my self too. He appear’d very sensible of that part, and let me know that he thought I had much more labour upon me on his account than I had for my self; and that he would work the harder for me, if I would tell him what to do.
  


  
    This was the pleasantest year of all the life I led in this place; Friday began to talk pretty well, and understand the names of almost every thing I had occasion to call for, and of every place I had to send him to, and talk’d a great deal to me; so that, in short, I began now to have some use for my tongue again, which indeed I had very little occasion for before; that is to say, about speech; besides the pleasures of talking to him, I had a singular satisfaction in the fellow himself; his simple unfeign’d honesty appear’d to me more and more every day, and I began really to love the creature; and on his side, I believe he lov’d me more than it was possible for him ever to love any thing before.
  


  
    I had a mind once to try if he had any hankering inclination to his own country again, and having learn’d him English so well that he could answer me almost any questions, I ask’d him whether the nation that he belong’d to never conquer’d in battle; at which he smil’d, and said, ‘Yes, yes, we always fight the better’; that is, he meant always get the better in fight; and so we began the following discourse: ‘You always fight the better,’ said I, ‘how came you to be taken prisoner then, Friday?’
  


  
    Friday. My nation beat much, for all that.
  


  
    Master. How beat? if your nation beat them, how came you to be taken?
  


  
    Friday. They more many than my nation in the place where me was; they take one, two, three, and me; my nation over-beat them in the yonder place, where me no was; there my nation take one, two, great thousand.
  


  
    Master. But why did not your side recover you from the hands of your enemies then?
  


  
    Friday. They run one, two, three, and me, and make go in the canoe; my nation have no canoe that time.
  


  
    Master. Well, Friday, and what does your nation do with the men they take, do they carry them away and eat them, as these did?
  


  
    Friday. Yes, my nation eat mans too, eat all up.
  


  
    Master. Where do they carry them?
  


  
    Friday. Go to other place where they think.
  


  
    Master. Do they come hither?
  


  
    Friday. Yes, yes, they come hither; come other else place.
  


  
    Master. Have you been here with them?
  


  
    Friday. Yes, I been here. [Points to the N.W. side of the island, which, it seems, was their side.]
  


  
    By this I understood, that my man Friday had formerly been among the savages who us’d to come on shore on the farther part of the island, on the same man-eating occasions that he was now brought for; and sometime after, when I took the courage to carry him to that side, being the same I formerly mention’d, he presently knew the place, and told me he was there once when they eat up twenty men, two women, and one child; he could not tell twenty in English; but he numbered them by laying so many stones in a row, and pointing to me to tell them over.
  


  
    I have told this passage, because it introduces what follows; that after I had had this discourse with him, I ask’d him how far it was from our island to the shore, and whether the canoes were not often lost; he told me there was no danger, no canoes ever lost; but that after a little way out to the sea, there was a current, and wind, always one way in the morning, the other in the afternoon.
  


  
    This I understood to be no more than the sets of the tide, as going out or coming in; but I afterwards understood it was occasion’d by the great draft and reflux of the mighty river Oroonooko; in the mouth or the gulph of which river, as I found afterwards, our island lay; and this land which I perceiv’d to the W. and N.W. was the great island Trinidad, on the north point of the mouth of the river. I ask’d Friday a thousand questions about the country, the inhabitants, the sea, the coast, and what nations were near; he told me all he knew with the greatest openness imaginable; I ask’d him the name of the several nations of his sort of people; but could get no other name than Caribs; from whence I easily understood that these were the Caribbees, which our maps place on the part of America which reaches from the mouth of the river Oroonooko to Guiana, and onwards to St Martha. He told me that up a great way beyond the moon, that was, beyond the setting of the moon, which must be W. from their country, there dwelt white bearded men, like me; and pointed to my great whiskers, which I mention’d before; and that they had kill’d ‘much mans,’ that was his word; by all which I understood, he meant the Spaniards, whose cruelties in America had been spread over the whole countries, and was remember’d by all the nations from father to son.
  


  
    I enquir’d if he could tell me how I might come from this island, and get among those white men; he told me, yes, yes, I might go ‘in two canoe’; I could not understand what he meant, or make him describe to me what he meant by ‘two canoe,’ till at last, with great difficulty, I found he meant it must be in a large great boat, as big as two canoes.
  


  
    This part of Friday’s discourse began to relish with me very well, and from this time I entertain’d some hopes, that one time or other, I might find an opportunity to make my escape from this place; and that this poor savage might be a means to help me to do it.
  


  
    During the long time that Friday had now been with me, and that he began to speak to me and understand me, I was not wanting to lay a foundation of religious knowledge in his mind; particularly I ask’d him one time who made him. The poor creature did not understand me at all, but thought I had ask’d him who was his father; but I took it by another handle, and ask’d him who made the sea, the ground we walk’d on, and the hills, and woods; he told me it was one old Benamuckee, that liv’d beyond all. He could describe nothing of this great person, but that he was very old; much older, he said, than the sea or the land, than the moon or the stars. I ask’d him then, if this old person had made all things, why did not all things worship him; he look’d very grave, and with a perfect look of innocence said, ‘All things do say O to him.’ I ask’d him if the people who die in his country went away any where. He said, yes, they all went to Benamuckee; then I ask’d him whether these they eat up went thither too. He said yes.
  


  
    From these things I began to instruct him in the knowlege of the true God. I told him that the great Maker of all things liv’d up there, pointing up towards heaven; that He governs the world by the same power and providence by which He had made it; that He was omnipotent, could do every thing for us, give every thing to us, take every thing from us; and thus by degrees I open’d his eyes. He listned with great attention, and receiv’d with pleasure the notion of Jesus Christ being sent to redeem us, and of the manner of making our prayers to God, and His being able to hear us, even into heaven. He told me one day, that if our God could hear us up beyond the sun, He must needs be a greater god than their Benamuckee, who liv’d but a little way off, and yet could not hear till they went up to the great mountains where he dwelt to speak to him. I ask’d him if ever he went thither to speak to him; he said no, they never went that were young men; none went thither but the old men, who he call’d their oowocakee, that is, as I made him explain it to me, their religious, or clergy, and that they went to say O (so he call’d saying prayers) and then came back, and told them what Benamuckee said. By this I observ’d that there is priestcraft even amongst the most blinded ignorant pagans in the world; and the policy of making a secret religion, in order to preserve the veneration of the people to the clergy, is not only to be found in the Roman, but perhaps among all religions in the world, even among the most brutish and barbarous savages.
  


  
    I endeavour’d to clear up this fraud to my man Friday, and told him that the pretence of their old men going up the mountains to say O to their god Benamuckee was a cheat, and their bringing word from thence what he said was much more so; that if they met with any answer, or spake with any one there, it must be with an evil spirit. And then I entred into a long discourse with him about the devil, the original of him, his rebellion against God, his enmity to man, the reason of it, his setting himself up in the dark parts of the world to be worship’d instead of God, and as God; and the many stratagems he made use of to delude mankind to his ruine; how he had a secret access to our passions and to our affections, to adapt his snares so to our inclinations, as to cause us even to be our own tempters, and to run upon our destruction by our own choice.
  


  
    I found it was not so easie to imprint right notions in his mind about the devil, as it was about the being of a God. Nature assisted all my arguments to evidence to him even the necessity of a great First Cause and over-ruling governing Power, a secret directing Providence, and of the equity and justice of paying homage to Him that made us, and the like. But there appeared nothing of all this in the notion of an evil spirit; of his original, his being, his nature, and above all of his inclination to do evil, and to draw us in to do so too; and the poor creature puzzl’d me once in such a manner, by a question meerly natural and innocent, that I scarce knew what to say to him. I had been talking a great deal to him of the power of God, His omnipotence, His dreadful nature to sin, His being a consuming fire to the workers of iniquity; how, as He had made us all, He could destroy us and all the world in a moment; and he listen’d with great seriousness to me all the while.
  


  
    After this, I had been telling him how the devil was God’s enemy in the hearts of men, and used all his malice and skill to defeat the good designs of Providence, and to ruine the kingdom of Christ in the world; and the like. ‘Well,’ says Friday, ‘but you say, God is so strong, so great, is He not much strong, much might as the devil?’ ‘Yes, yes,’ says I, ‘Friday, God is stronger than the devil, God is above the devil, and therefore we pray to God to tread him down under our feet, and enable us to resist his temptations and quench his fiery darts.’ ‘But,’ says he again, ‘if God much strong, much might as the devil, why God no kill the devil, so make him no more do wicked?’
  


  
    I was strangely surpriz’d at his question, and after all, tho’ I was now an old man, yet I was but a young doctor, and ill enough quallified for a casuist, or a solver of difficulties; and at first I could not tell what to say, so I pretended not to hear him, and ask’d him what he said. But he was too earnest for an answer to forget his question; so that he repeated it in the very same broken words, as above. By this time I had recovered my self a little, and I said, ‘God will at last punish him severely; he is reserv’d for the judgment, and is to be cast into the bottomless-pit, to dwell with everlasting fire.’ This did not satisfie Friday, but he returns upon me, repeating my words, ‘Reserve, at last, me no understand; but why not kill the devil now, not kill great ago?’ ‘You may as well ask me,’ said I, ‘why God does not kill you and I, when we do wicked things here that offend Him. We are preserv’d to repent and be pardon’d.’ He muses a while at this. ‘Well, well,’ says he, mighty affectionately, ‘that well; so you, I, devil, all wicked, all preserve, repent, God pardon all.’ Here I was run down again by him to the last degree, and it was a testimony to me, how the meer notions of nature, though they will guide reasonable creatures to the knowledge of a God, and of a worship or homage due to the supreme Being, of God as the consequence of our nature; yet nothing but divine revelation can form the knowledge of Jesus Christ, and of a redemption purchas’d for us, of a Mediator of the new covenant, and of an Intercessor at the foot-stool of God’s throne; I say, nothing but a revelation from heaven can form these in the soul, and that therefore the gospel of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, I mean, the word of God, and the spirit of God promis’d for the guide and sanctifier of His people, are the absolutely necessary instructors of the souls of men, in the saving knowledge of God, and the means of salvation.
  


  
    I therefore diverted the present discourse between me and my man, rising up hastily, as upon some sudden occasion of going out; then sending him for something a good way off, I seriously pray’d to God that He would enable me to instruct savingly this poor savage, assisting by His spirit the heart of the poor ignorant creature, to receive the light of the knowledge of God in Christ, reconciling him to Himself, and would guide me to speak so to him from the word of God, as his conscience might be convinc’d, his eyes open’d, and his soul sav’d. When he came again to me, I entred into a long discourse with him upon the subject of the redemption of man by the Saviour of the world, and of the doctrine of the gospel preach’d from heaven, viz. of repentance towards God, and faith in our blessed Lord Jesus. I then explain’d to him, as well as I could, why our blessed Redeemer took not on Him the nature of angels, but the seed of Abraham, and how for that reason the fallen angels had no share in the redemption; that he came only to the lost sheep of the house of Israel, and the like.
  


  
    I had, God knows, more sincerity than knowledge, in all the methods I took for this poor creature’s instruction, and must acknowledge what I believe all that act upon the same principle will find, that in laying things open to him, I really inform’d and instructed myself in many things that either I did not know, or had not fully consider’d before, but which occurr’d naturally to my mind, upon my searching into them for the information of this poor savage; and I had more affection in my enquiry after things upon this occasion, than ever I felt before; so that whether this poor wild wretch was the better for me or no, I had great reason to be thankful that ever he came to me. My grief set lighter upon me, my habitation grew comfortable to me beyond measure; and when I reflected that in this solitary life which I had been confin’d to, I had not only been moved my self to look up to heaven, and to seek to the hand that had brought me there, but was now to be made an instrument under Providence to save the life, and, for ought I knew, the soul of a poor savage, and bring him to the true knowledge of religion, and of the Christian doctrine, that he might know Christ Jesus, to know whom is life eternal; I say, when I reflected upon all these things, a secret joy run through every part of my soul, and I frequently rejoyc’d that ever I was brought to this place, which I had so often thought the most dreadful of all afflictions that could possibly have befallen me.
  


  
    In this thankful frame I continu’d all the remainder of my time, and the conversation which employ’d the hours between Friday and I was such as made the three years which we liv’d there together perfectly and compleatly happy, if any such thing as compleat happiness can be form’d in a sublunary state. The savage was now a good Christian, a much better than I; though I have reason to hope, and bless God for it, that we were equally penitent, and comforted restor’d penitents; we had here the word of God to read, and no farther off from His spirit to instruct, than if we had been in England.
  


  
    I always apply’d my self in reading the scripture, to let him know, as well as I could, the meaning of what I read; and he again, by his serious enquiries and questionings, made me, as I said before, a much better scholar in the scripture knowledge than I should ever have been by my own private meer reading. Another thing I cannot refrain from observing here also from experience, in this retir’d part of my life, viz. how infinite and inexpressible a blessing it is, that the knowledge of God, and of the doctrine of salvation by Christ Jesus, is so plainly laid down in the word of God, so easy to be receiv’d and understood, that as the bare reading the scripture made me capable of understanding enough of my duty to carry me directly on to the great work of sincere repentance for my sins, and laying hold of a Saviour for life and salvation, to a stated reformation in practice, and obedience to all God’s commands, and this without any teacher or instructer; I mean, humane; so the same plain instruction sufficiently serv’d to the enlightning this savage creature, and bringing him to be such a Christian, as I have known few equal to him in my life.
  


  
    As to all the disputes, wranglings, strife, and contention, which has happen’d in the world about religion, whether niceties in doctrines, or schemes of church government, they were all perfectly useless to us; as for ought I can yet see, they have been to all the rest of the world. We had the sure guide to heaven, viz. the word of God; and we had, blessed be God, comfortable views of the spirit of God teaching and instructing us by His word, leading us into all truth, and making us both willing and obedient to the instruction of His word, and I cannot see the least use that the greatest knowledge of the disputed points in religion which have made such confusions in the world would have been to us, if we could have obtain’d it; but I must go on with the historical part of things, and take every part in its order.
  


  
    After Friday and I became more intimately acquainted, and that he could understand almost all I said to him, and speak fluently, though in broken English, to me, I acquainted him with my own story, or at least so much of it as related to my coming into the place, how I had liv’d there, and how long. I let him into the mystery, for such it was to him, of gunpowder and bullet, and taught him how to shoot; I gave him a knife, which he was wonderfully delighted with, and I made him a belt, with a frog hanging to it, such as in England we wear hangers in; and in the frog, instead of a hanger, I gave him a hatchet, which was not only as good a weapon in some cases, but much more useful upon other occasions.
  


  
    I describ’d to him the country of Europe, and particularly England, which I came from; how we liv’d, how we worshipp’d God, how we behav’d to one another; and how we traded in ships to all parts of the world. I gave him an account of the wreck which I had been on board of, and shew’d him as near as I could the place where she lay; but she was all beaten in pieces before, and gone.
  


  
    I shew’d him the ruins of our boat, which we lost when we escap’d, and which I could not stir with my whole strength then, but was now fallen almost to pieces. Upon seeing this boat, Friday stood musing a great while, and said nothing; I ask’d him what it was he study’d upon; at last he says, ‘Me see such boat like come to place at my nation.’
  


  
    I did not understand him a good while; but at last, when I had examin’d farther into it, I understood by him that a boat, such as that had been, came on shore upon the country where he liv’d; that is, as he explain’d it, was driven thither by stress of weather. I presently imagin’d that some European ship must have been cast away upon their coast, and the boat might get loose, and drive a shore; but was so dull, that I never once thought of men making escape from a wreck thither, much less whence they might come; so I only inquir’d after a description of the boat.
  


  
    Friday describ’d the boat to me well enough; but brought me better to understand him, when he added with some warmth, ‘We save the white mans from drown.’ Then I presently ask’d him if there was any white mans, as he call’d them, in the boat. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘the boat full white mans.’ I ask’d him how many; he told upon his fingers seventeen. I ask’d him then what become of them; he told me, ‘They live, they dwell at my nation.’
  


  
    This put new thoughts into my head; for I presently imagin’d that these might be the men belonging to the ship that was cast away in sight of my island, as I now call it; and who after the ship was struck on the rock, and they saw her inevitably lost, had sav’d themselves in their boat, and were landed upon that wild shore among the savages.
  


  
    Upon this, I enquir’d of him more critically what was become of them. He assur’d me they lived still there; that they had been there about four years; that the savages let them alone, and gave them victuals to live. I ask’d him how it came to pass they did not kill them and eat them. He said, ‘No, they make brother with them’; that is, as I understood him, a truce: and then he added, ‘They no eat mans but when makes the war fight’; that is to say, they never eat any men but such as come to fight with them, and are taken in battle.
  


  
    It was after this some considerable time, that being upon the top of the hill, at the east side of the island, from whence, as I have said, I had in a clear day discover’d the main or continent of America; Friday, the weather being very serene, looks very earnestly towards the main land, and in a kind of surprise, falls a jumping and dancing, and calls out to me, for I was at some distance from him. I ask’d him what was the matter. ‘O joy!’ says he, ‘O glad! There see my country, there my nation!’
  


  
    I observ’d an extraordinary sense of pleasure appear’d in his face, and his eyes sparkled, and his countenance discover’d a strange eagerness, as if he had a mind to be in his own country again; and this observation of mine put a great many thoughts into me, which made me at first not so easy about my new man Friday as I was before; and I made no doubt but that if Friday could get back to his own nation again, he would not only forget all his religion, but all his obligation to me; and would be forward enough to give his countrymen an account of me, and come back perhaps with a hundred or two of them, and make a feast upon me, at which he might be as merry as he us’d to be with those of his enemies, when they were taken in war.
  


  
    But I wrong’d the poor honest creature very much, for which I was very sorry afterwards. However, as my jealousy encreased, and held me some weeks, I was a little more circumspect, and not so familiar and kind to him as before; in which I was certainly in the wrong too, the honest grateful creature having no thought about it, but what consisted with the best principles, both as a religious Christian, and as a grateful friend, as appeared afterwards to my full satisfaction.
  


  
    While my jealousy of him lasted, you may be sure I was every day pumping him to see if he would discover any of the new thoughts, which I suspected were in him; but I found every thing he said was so honest and so innocent, that I could find nothing to nourish my suspicion; and in spight of all my uneasiness he made me at last entirely his own again, nor did he in the least perceive that I was uneasie, and therefore I could not suspect him of deceit.
  


  
    One day walking up the same hill, but the weather being haizy at sea, so that we could not see the continent, I call’d to him, and said, ‘Friday, do not you wish your self in your own country, your own nation?’ ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘he be much O glad to be at his own nation.’ ‘What would you do there?’ said I, ‘would you turn wild again, eat men’s flesh again, and be a savage as you were before?’ He lookt full of concern, and shaking his head said, ‘No, no, Friday tell them to live good, tell them to pray God, tell them to eat corn bread, cattle-flesh, milk, no eat man again.’ ‘Why then,’ said I to him, ‘they will kill you.’ He look’d grave at that, and then said, ‘No, they no kill me, they willing love learn.’ He meant by this, they would be willing to learn. He added, they learn’d much of the bearded-mans that come in the boat. Then I ask’d him if he would go back to them. He smil’d at that, and told me he could not swim so far. I told him I would make a canoe for him. He told me he would go, if I would go with him. ‘I go!’ says I, ‘why they will eat me if I come there.’ ‘No, no,’ says he, ‘me make they no eat you; me make they much love you.’ He meant he would tell them how I had kill’d his enemies, and sav’d his life, and so he would make them love me; then he told me as well as he could, how kind they were to seventeen white-men, or bearded-men, as he call’d them, who came on shore there in distress.
  


  
    From this time I confess I had a mind to venture over, and see if I could possibly joyn with these bearded-men, who I made no doubt were Spaniards or Portuguese; not doubting but if I could we might find some method to escape from thence, being upon the continent, and a good company together; better than I could from an island 40 miles off the shore, and alone without help. So after some days I took Friday to work again, by way of discourse, and told him I would give him a boat to go back to his own nation; and accordingly I carry’d him to my frigate which lay on the other side of the island, and having clear’d it of water, for I always kept it sunk in the water, I brought it out, shewed it to him, and we both went into it.
  


  
    I found he was a most dextrous fellow at managing it, would make it go almost as swift and fast again as I could; so when he was in, I said to him, ‘Well now, Friday, shall we go to your nation?’ He look’d very dull at my saying so, which it seems was because he thought the boat too small to go so far. I told him then I had a bigger; so the next day I went to the place where the first boat lay which I had made, but which I could not get into water. He said that was big enough; but then as I had taken no care of it, and it had lain two or three and twenty years there, the sun had split and dry’d it, that it was in a manner rotten. Friday told me such a boat would do very well, and would carry ‘much enough vittle, drink, bread’, that was his way of talking.
  


  
    Upon the whole, I was by this time so fix’d upon my design of going over with him to the continent, that I told him we would go and make one as big as that, and he should go home in it. He answer’d not one word, but look’d very grave and sad. I ask’d him what was the matter with him. He ask’d me again thus, ‘Why you angry mad with Friday, what me done?’ I ask’d him what he meant; I told him I was not angry with him at all. ‘No angry! No angry!’ says he, repeating the words several times, ‘why send Friday home away to my nation?’ ‘Why,’ says I, ‘Friday, did you not say you wish’d you were there?’ ‘Yes, yes,’ says he, ‘wish be both there, no wish Friday there, no master there.’ In a word, he would not think of going there without me. ‘I go there! Friday,’ says I, ‘what shall I do there?’ He turn’d very quick upon me at this: ‘You do great deal much good,’ says he, ‘you teach wild mans be good sober tame mans; you tell them know God, pray God, and live new life.’ ‘Alas! Friday,’ says I, ‘thou knowest not what thou sayest, I am but an ignorant man my self.’ ‘Yes, yes,’ says he, ‘you teachee me good, you teachee them good.’ ‘No, no, Friday,’ says I, ‘you shall go without me, leave me here to live by my self, as I did before.’ He look’d confus’d again at that word, and running to one of the hatchets which he used to wear, he takes it up hastily, comes and gives it me. ‘What must I do with this?’ says I to him. ‘You take, kill Friday,’ says he. ‘What must I kill you for?’ said I again. He returns very quick, ‘What you send Friday away for? take, kill Friday, no send Friday away?’ This he spoke so earnestly, that I saw tears stand in his eyes. In a word, I so plainly discover’d the utmost affection in him to me, and a firm resolution in him, that I told him then, and often after, that I would never send him away from me, if he was willing to stay with me.
  


  
    Upon the whole, as I found by all his discourse a settled affection to me, and that nothing should part him from me, so I found all the foundation of his desire to go to his own country was laid in his ardent affection to the people, and his hopes of my doing them good; a thing which as I had no notion of my self, so I had not the least thought or intention or desire of undertaking it. But still I found a strong inclination to my attempting an escape as above, founded on the supposition gather’d from the discourse, viz. that there were seventeen bearded men there; and therefore, without any more delay, I went to work with Friday to find out a great tree proper to fell, and make a large periagua or canoe to undertake the voyage. There were trees enough in the island to have built a little fleet, not of periagua’s and canoes, but even of good large vessels. But the main thing I look’d at, was to get one so near the water that we might launch it when it was made, to avoid the mistake I committed at first.
  


  
    At last, Friday pitch’d upon a tree, for I found he knew much better than I what kind of wood was fittest for it, nor can I tell to this day what wood to call the tree we cut down, except that it was very like the tree we call fustic, or between that and the Nicaragua wood, for it was much the same colour and smell. Friday was for burning the hollow or cavity of this tree out to make it for a boat. But I shew’d him how rather to cut it out with tools, which, after I had shew’d him how to use, he did very handily, and in about a month’s hard labour we finished it, and made it very handsome, especially when with our axes, which I shew’d him how to handle, we cut and hew’d the out-side into the true shape of a boat; after this, however, it cost us near a fortnight’s time to get her along as it were inch by inch upon great rowlers into the water. But when she was in, she would have carry’d twenty men with great ease.
  


  
    When she was in the water, and tho’ she was so big, it amazed me to see with what dexterity and how swift my man Friday would manage her, turn her, and paddle her along; so I ask’d him if he would, and if we might venture over in her. ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘he venture over in her very well, tho’ great blow wind.’ However, I had a farther design that he knew nothing of, and that was to make a mast and sail and to fit her with an anchor and cable. As to a mast, that was easy enough to get; so I pitch’d upon a strait young cedar-tree, which I found near the place, and which there was great plenty of in the island, and I set Friday to work to cut it down, and gave him directions how to shape and order it. But as to the sail, that was my particular care; I knew I had old sails, or rather pieces of old sails enough; but as I had had them now six and twenty years by me, and had not been very careful to preserve them, not imagining that I should ever have this kind of use for them, I did not doubt but they were all rotten, and indeed most of them were so; however, I found two pieces which appear’d pretty good, and with these I went to work, and with a great deal of pains, and awkward tedious stitching (you may be sure) for want of needles, I at length made a three corner’d ugly thing, like what we call in England a shoulder of mutton sail, to go with a boom at bottom, and a little short sprit at the top, such as usually our ships’ long-boats sail with, and such as I best knew how to manage; because it was such a one as I had to the boat in which I made my escape from Barbary, as related in the first part of my story.
  


  
    I was near two months performing this last work, viz. rigging and fitting my mast and sails; for I finish’d them very compleat, making a small stay, and a sail or fore-sail to it, to assist, if we should turn to windward; and which was more than all, I fix’d a rudder to the stern of her, to steer with; and though I was but a bungling shipwright, yet as I knew the usefulness, and even necessity of such a thing, I apply’d my self with so much pains to do it, that at last I brought it to pass; though considering the many dull contrivances I had for it that fail’d, I think it cost me almost as much labour as making the boat.
  


  
    After all this was done too, I had my man Friday to teach as to what belong’d to the navigation of my boat; for though he knew very well how to paddle a canoe, he knew nothing what belong’d to a sail and a rudder; and was the most amaz’d, when he saw me work the boat to and again in the sea by the rudder, and how the sail gyb’d, and fill’d this way or that way, as the course we sail’d changed; I say, when he saw this, he stood like one astonish’d and amaz’d. However, with a little use, I made all these things familiar to him; and he became an expert sailor, except that as to the compass, I could make him understand very little of that. On the other hand, as there was very little cloudy weather, and seldom or never any fogs in those parts, there was the less occasion for a compass, seeing the stars were always to be seen by night, and the shore by day, except in the rainy seasons, and then no body car’d to stir abroad, either by land or sea.
  


  
    I was now entred on the seven and twentieth year of my captivity in this place; though the three last years that I had this creature with me ought rather to be left out of the account, my habitation being quite of another kind than in all the rest of the time. I kept the anniversary of my landing there with the same thankfulness to God for His mercies, as at first; and if I had such cause of acknowledgment at first, I had much more so now, having such additional testimonies of the care of Providence over me, and the great hopes I had of being effectually and speedily deliver’d; for I had an invincible impression upon my thoughts, that my deliverance was at hand, and that I should not be another year in this place. However, I went on with my husbandry, digging, planting, fencing, as usual; I gather’d and cur’d my grapes, and did every necessary thing as before.
  


  
    The rainy season was in the mean time upon me, when I kept more within doors than at other times; so I had stow’d our new vessel as secure as we could, bringing her up into the creek, where as I said, in the beginning I landed my rafts from the ship, and haling her up to the shore at high water mark, I made my man Friday dig a little dock, just big enough to hold her, and just deep enough to give her water enough to float in; and then when the tide was out, we made a strong dam cross the end of it, to keep the water out; and so she lay dry, as to the tide from the sea; and to keep the rain off, we laid a great many boughs of trees, so thick that she was as well thatch’d as a house; and thus we waited for the month of November and December, in which I design’d to make my adventure.
  


  
    When the settled season began to come in, as the thought of my design return’d with the fair weather, I was preparing daily for the voyage; and the first thing I did was to lay by a certain quantity of provisions, being the stores for our voyage; and intended, in a week or a fortnight’s time, to open the dock and launch out our boat. I was busy one morning upon some thing of this kind, when I call’d to Friday, and bid him go to the sea shore, and see if he could find a turtle or tortoise, a thing which we generally got once a week, for the sake of the eggs as well as the flesh. Friday had not been long gone, when he came running back, and flew over my outer wall, or fence, like one that felt not the ground, or the steps he set his feet on; and before I had time to speak to him, he cries out to me, ‘O master! O master! O sorrow! O bad!’ ‘What’s the matter, Friday?’ says I. ‘O yonder, there,’ says he, ‘one, two, three canoe! one, two, three!’ By his way of speaking, I concluded there were six; but on inquiry, I found it was but three. ‘Well, Friday,’ says I, ‘do not be frighted’; so I heartned him up as well as I could. However, I saw the poor fellow was most terribly scar’d; for nothing ran in his head but that they were come to look for him, and would cut him in pieces and eat him; and the poor fellow trembled so, that I scarce knew what to do with him. I comforted him as well as I could, and told him I was in as much danger as he, and that they would eat me as well as him; ‘but,’ says I, ‘Friday, we must resolve to fight them; can you fight, Friday?’ ‘Me shoot,’ says he, ‘but there come many great number.’ ‘No matter for that,’ said I again, ‘our guns will fright them that we do not kill’; so I ask’d him whether if I resolv’d to defend him, he would defend me, and stand by me, and do just as I bid him. He said, ‘Me die, when you bid die, master’; so I went and fetch’d a good dram of rum, and gave him; for I had been so good a husband of my rum, that I had a great deal left. When he had drank it, I made him take the two fowling-pieces, which we always carry’d, and load them with large swan-shot, as big as small pistol bullets; then I took four muskets, and loaded them with two slugs and five small bullets each; and my two pistols I loaded with a brace of bullets each; I hung my great sword as usual, naked by my side, and gave Friday his hatchet.
  


  
    When I had thus prepar’d myself, I took my perspective-glass, and went up to the side of the hill, to see what I could discover; and I found quickly, by my glass, that there were one and twenty savages, three prisoners, and three canoes; and that their whole business seem’d to be the triumphant banquet upon these three humane bodies (a barbarous feast indeed), but nothing more than as I had observ’d was usual with them.
  


  
    I observ’d also, that they were landed not where they had done when Friday made his escape, but nearer to my creek, where the shore was low, and where a thick wood came close almost down to the sea. This, with the abhorrence of the inhumane errand these wretches came about, fill’d me with such indignation that I came down again to Friday, and told him I was resolv’d to go down to them, and kill them all; and ask’d him if he would stand by me. He was now gotten over his fright, and his spirits being a little rais’d with the dram I had given him, he was very chearful, and told me as before, he would die, when I bid die.
  


  
    In this fit of fury, I took first and divided the arms which I had charg’d, as before, between us; I gave Friday one pistol to stick in his girdle, and three guns upon his shoulder; and I took one pistol and the other three my self; and in this posture we march’d out. I took a small bottle of rum in my pocket, and gave Friday a large bag, with more powder and bullet; and as to orders, I charg’d him to keep close behind me, and not to stir, or shoot, or do any thing, till I bid him; and in the mean time, not to speak a word. In this posture I fetch’d a compass to my right-hand, of near a mile, as well to get over the creek as to get into the wood; so that I might come within shoot of them before I should be discover’d, which I had seen by my glass it was easy to do.
  


  
    While I was making this march, my former thoughts returning, I began to abate my resolution; I do not mean that I entertain’d any fear of their number; for as they were naked, unarm’d wretches, ’tis certain I was superior to them; nay, though I had been alone; but it occurr’d to my thoughts, what call, what occasion, much less what necessity I was in to go and dip my hands in blood, to attack people who had neither done, or intended me any wrong, who as to me were innocent, and whose barbarous customs were their own disaster, being in them a token indeed of God’s having left them, with the other nations of that part of the world, to such stupidity, and to such inhumane courses; but did not call me to take upon me to be a judge of their actions, much less an executioner of His justice; that whenever He thought fit, He would take the cause into His own hands, and by national vengeance punish them as a people, for national crimes; but that in the mean time, it was none of my business; that it was true, Friday might justify it, because he was a declar’d enemy, and in a state of war with those very particular people; and it was lawful for him to attack them; but I could not say the same with respect to me. These things were so warmly press’d upon my thoughts, all the way as I went, that I resolv’d I would only go and place my self near them, that I might observe their barbarous feast, and that I would act then as God should direct; but that unless something offer’d that was more a call to me than yet I knew of, I would not meddle with them.
  


  
    With this resolution I enter’d the wood, and with all possible waryness and silence, Friday following close at my heels, I march’d till I came to the skirt of the wood, on the side which was next to them; only that one corner of the wood lay between me and them; here I call’d softly to Friday, and shewing him a great tree, which was just at the corner of the wood, I bad him go to the tree, and bring me word if he could see there plainly what they were doing; he did so, and came immediately back to me, and told me they might be plainly view’d there; that they were all about their fire, eating the flesh of one of their prisoners; and that another lay bound upon the sand, a little from them, which he said they would kill next, and which fir’d all the very soul within me; he told me it was not one of their nation, but one of the bearded men, who he had told me of, that came to their country in the boat. I was fill’d with horror at the very naming the white bearded man, and going to the tree, I saw plainly by my glass a white man who lay upon the beach of the sea, with his hands and his feet ty’d, with flags, or things like rushes; and that he was an European, and had cloaths on.
  


  
    There was another tree, and a little thicket beyond it, about fifty yards nearer to them than the place where I was, which by going a little way about, I saw I might come at undiscover’d, and that then I should be within half shot of them; so I withheld my passion, though I was indeed enrag’d to the highest degree, and going back about twenty paces, I got behind some bushes, which held all the way till I came to the other tree; and then I came to a little rising ground, which gave me a full view of them, at the distance of about eighty yards.
  


  
    I had now not a moment to lose; for nineteen of the dreadful wretches sat upon the ground, all close huddled together, and had just sent the other two to butcher the poor Christian, and bring him perhaps limb by limb to their fire, and they were stoop’d down to untie the bands at his feet; I turn’d to Friday. ‘Now, Friday,’ said I, ‘do as I bid thee’; Friday said he would; ‘Then, Friday,’ says I, ‘do exactly as you see me do, fail in nothing’; so I set down one of the muskets and the fowling-piece upon the ground, and Friday did the like by his; and with the other musket I took my aim at the savages, bidding him do the like; then asking him if he was ready, he said yes. ‘Then fire at them,’ said I; and the same moment I fir’d also.
  


  
    Friday took his aim so much better than I, that on the side that he shot, he kill’d two of them, and wounded three more; and on my side, I kill’d one, and wounded two. They were, you may be sure, in a dreadful consternation; and all of them, who were not hurt, jump’d up upon their feet, but did not immediately know which way to run, or which way to look: for they knew not from whence their destruction came. Friday kept his eyes close upon me, that as I had bid him, he might observe what I did; so as soon as the first shot was made, I threw down the piece, and took up the fowling-piece, and Friday did the like; he see me cock and present, he did the same again. ‘Are you ready, Friday?’ said I; ‘Yes,’ says he; ‘Let fly then,’ says I, ‘in the name of God,’ and with that I fir’d again among the amaz’d wretches, and so did Friday; and as our pieces were now loaden with what I call’d swan-shot, or small pistol bullets, we found only two drop; but so many were wounded, that they run about yelling and skreaming like mad creatures, all bloody, and miserably wounded, most of them; whereof three more fell quickly after, though not quite dead.
  


  
    ‘Now, Friday,’ says I, laying down the discharg’d pieces, and taking up the musket which was yet loaden, ‘follow me,’ says I; which he did, with a great deal of courage; upon which I rush’d out of the wood, and shew’d my self, and Friday close at my foot; as soon as I perceiv’d they saw me, I shouted as loud as I could, and bad Friday do so too; and running as fast as I could, which by the way, was not very fast, being loaden with arms as I was, I made directly towards the poor victim, who was, as I said, lying upon the beach or shore, between the place where they sat and the sea. The two butchers who were just going to work with him, had left him at the surprize of our first fire, and fled in a terrible fright to the sea side, and had jump’d into a canoe, and three more of the rest made the same way; I turn’d to Friday, and bid him step forwards, and fire at them; he understood me immediately, and running about forty yards, to be near them, he shot at them, and I thought he had kill’d them all; for I see them all fall of a heap into the boat; though I saw two of them up again quickly: however, he kill’d two of them, and wounded the third; so that he lay down in the bottom of the boat, as if he had been dead.
  


  
    While my man Friday fir’d at them, I pull’d out my knife, and cut the flags that bound the poor victim, and loosing his hands and feet, I lifted him up, and ask’d him in the Portuguese tongue what he was. He answer’d in Latin, ‘Christianus’; but was so weak and faint, that he could scarce stand or speak; I took my bottle out of my pocket, and gave it him, making signs that he should drink, which he did; and I gave him a piece of bread, which he eat; then I ask’d him what countryman he was, and he said, ‘Espagniole’; and being a little recover’d, let me know by all the signs he could possibly make, how much he was in my debt for his deliverance. ‘Seignior’, said I, with as much Spanish as I could make up, ‘we will talk afterwards; but we must fight now; if you have any strength left, take this pistol and sword, and lay about you.’ He took them very thankfully, and no sooner had he the arms in his hands, but as if they had put new vigour into him, he flew upon his murtherers like a fury, and had cut two of them in pieces in an instant; for the truth is, as the whole was a surprize to them, so the poor creatures were so much frighted with the noise of our pieces, that they fell down for meer amazement and fear; and had no more power to attempt their own escape, than their flesh had to resist our shot; and that was the case of those five that Friday shot at in the boat; for as three of them fell with the hurt they receiv’d, so the other two fell with the fright.
  


  
    I kept my piece in my hand still, without firing, being willing to keep my charge ready, because I had given the Spaniard my pistol and sword; so I call’d to Friday, and bad him run up to the tree from whence we first fir’d, and fetch the arms which lay there, that had been discharg’d, which he did with great swiftness; and then giving him my musket, I sat down my self to load all the rest again, and bad them come to me when they wanted. While I was loading these pieces, there happen’d a fierce engagement between the Spaniard and one of the savages, who made at him with one of their great wooden swords, the same weapon that was to have kill’d him before, if I had not prevented it. The Spaniard, who was as bold and as brave as could be imagin’d, though weak, had fought this Indian a good while, and had cut him two great wounds on his head; but the savage being a stout lusty fellow, closing in with him, had thrown him down (being faint) and was wringing my sword out of his hand, when the Spaniard, tho’ undermost, wisely quitting the sword, drew the pistol from his girdle, shot the savage through the body, and kill’d him upon the spot, before I, who was running to help him, could come near him.
  


  
    Friday, being now left to his liberty, pursu’d the flying wretches with no weapon in his hand but his hatchet; and with that he dispatch’d those three who, as I said before, were wounded at first and fallen, and all the rest he could come up with, and the Spaniard coming to me for a gun, I gave him one of the fowling-pieces, with which he pursu’d two of the savages, and wounded them both; but as he was not able to run, they both got from him into the wood, where Friday pursu’d them, and kill’d one of them; but the other was too nimble for him, and though he was wounded, yet had plunged himself into the sea, and swam with all his might off to those two who were left in the canoe, which three in the canoe, with one wounded, who we know not whether he dy’d or no, were all that escap’d our hands of one and twenty. The account of the rest is as follows:
  


  
    3 kill’d at our first shot from the tree.
  


  
    2 kill’d at the next shot.
  


  
    2 kill’d by Friday in the boat.
  


  
    2 kill’d by ditto, of those at first wounded.
  


  
    1 kill’d by ditto, in the wood.
  


  
    3 kill’d by the Spaniard.
  


  
    4 kill’d, being found dropp’d here and there of their wounds, or kill’d by Friday in his chase of them.
  


  
    4 escap’d in the boat, whereof one wounded if not dead.
  


  
    21 in all.
  


  
    Those that were in the canoe work’d hard to get out of gunshot; and though Friday made two or three shots at them, I did not find that he hit any of them. Friday would fain have had me took one of their canoes, and pursu’d them; and indeed I was very anxious about their escape, least carrying the news home to their people, they should come back perhaps with two or three hundred of their canoes, and devour us by meer multitude; so I consented to pursue them by sea, and running to one of their canoes, I jump’d in, and bad Friday follow me; but when I was in the canoe, I was surpriz’d to find another poor creature lye there alive, bound hand and foot, as the Spaniard was, for the slaughter, and almost dead with fear, not knowing what the matter was; for he had not been able to look up over the side of the boat, he was ty’d so hard, neck and heels, and had been ty’d so long that he had really but little life in him.
  


  
    I immediately cut the twisted flags or rushes which they had bound him with, and would have helped him up; but he could not stand or speak, but groan’d most piteously, believing it seems still that he was only unbound in order to be kill’d.
  


  
    When Friday came to him, I bade him speak to him, and tell him of his deliverance, and pulling out my bottle, made him give the poor wretch a dram, which, with the news of his being deliver’d, reviv’d him, and he sat up in the boat; but when Friday came to hear him speak, and look in his face, it would have mov’d any one to tears, to have seen how Friday kiss’d him, embrac’d him, hugg’d him, cry’d, laugh’d, hollow’d, jump’d about, danc’d, sung, and then cry’d again, wrung his hands, beat his own face and head, and then sung and jump’d about again, like a distracted creature. It was a good while before I could make him speak to me, or tell me what was the matter; but when he came a little to himself, he told me that it was his father.
  


  
    It is not easy for me to express how it mov’d me to see what extasy and filial affection had work’d in this poor savage, at the sight of his father, and of his being deliver’d from death; nor indeed can I describe half the extravagancies of his affection after this; for he went into the boat and out of the boat a great many times. When he went into him, he would sit down by him, open his breast, and hold his father’s head close to his bosom, half an hour together, to nourish it; then he took his arms and ankles, which were numb’d and stiff with the binding, and chaffed and rubbed them with his hands, and I perceiving what the case was, gave him some rum out of my bottle to rub them with, which did them a great deal of good.
  


  
    This action put an end to our pursuit of the canoe with the other savages, who were now gotten almost out of sight; and it was happy for us that we did not; for it blew so hard within two hours after, and before they could be gotten a quarter of their way, and continued blowing so hard all night, and that from the north-west, which was against them, that I could not suppose their boat could live, or that they ever reach’d to their own coast.
  


  
    But to return to Friday, he was so busy about his father, that I could not find in my heart to take him off for some time: but after I thought he could leave him a little, I call’d him to me, and he came jumping and laughing, and pleas’d to the highest extream; then I ask’d him if he had given his father any bread. He shook his head, and said, ‘None: ugly dog eat all up self’; so I gave him a cake of bread out of a little pouch I carry’d on purpose; I also gave him a dram for himself, but he would not taste it, but carry’d it to his father. I had in my pocket also two or three bunches of my raisins, so I gave him a handful of them for his father. He had no sooner given his father these raisins, but I saw him come out of the boat, and run away, as if he had been bewitch’d, he run at such a rate; for he was the swiftest fellow of his foot that ever I saw; I say, he run at such a rate, that he was out of sight, as it were, in an instant; and though I call’d, and hollow’d too, after him, it was all one, away he went, and in a quarter of an hour I saw him come back again, though not so fast as he went; and as he came nearer, I found his pace was slacker because he had something in his hand.
  


  
    When he came up to me, I found he had been quite home for an earthen jugg or pot to bring his father some fresh water, and that he had got two more cakes or loaves of bread: the bread he gave me, but the water he carry’d to his father: however, as I was very thirsty too, I took a little sup of it. This water reviv’d his father more than all the rum or spirits I had given him; for he was just fainting with thirst.
  


  
    When his father had drank, I call’d to him to know if there was any water left; he said yes; and I bad him give it to the poor Spaniard, who was in as much want of it as his father; and I sent one of the cakes, that Friday brought, to the Spaniard too, who was indeed very weak, and was reposing himself upon a green place under the shade of a tree; and whose limbs were also very stiff, and very much swell’d with the rude bandage he had been ty’d with. When I saw that upon Friday’s coming to him with the water, he sat up and drank, and took the bread, and began to eat, I went to him, and gave him a handful of raisins; he look’d up in my face with all the tokens of gratitude and thankfulness that could appear in any countenance; but was so weak, notwithstanding he had so exerted himself in the fight, that he could not stand up upon his feet; he try’d to do it two or three times, but was really not able, his ankles were so swell’d and so painful to him; so I bad him sit still, and caused Friday to rub his ankles, and bathe them with rum, as he had done his father’s.
  


  
    I observ’d the poor affectionate creature every two minutes, or perhaps less, all the while he was here, turn’d his head about, to see if his father was in the same place and posture as he left him sitting; and at last he found he was not to be seen; at which he started up, and without speaking a word, flew with that swiftness to him, that one could scarce perceive his feet to touch the ground as he went. But when he came, he only found he had laid himself down to ease his limbs; so Friday came back to me presently, and I then spoke to the Spaniard to let Friday help him up if he could, and lead him to the boat, and then he should carry him to our dwelling, where I would take care of him. But Friday, a lusty strong fellow, took the Spaniard quite up upon his back, and carry’d him away to the boat, and set him down softly upon the side or gunnel of the canoe, with his feet in the inside of it, and then lifted him quite in, and set him close to his father, and presently stepping out again, launched the boat off, and paddled it along the shore faster than I could walk, tho’ the wind blew pretty hard too; so he brought them both safe into our creek; and leaving them in the boat, runs away to fetch the other canoe. As he pass’d me, I spoke to him, and ask’d him whither he went; he told me, ‘Go fetch more boat’; so away he went like the wind; for sure never man or horse run like him, and he had the other canoe in the creek, almost as soon as I got to it by land; so he wafted me over, and then went to help our new guests out of the boat, which he did; but they were neither of them able to walk; so that poor Friday knew not what to do.
  


  
    To remedy this, I went to work in my thought, and calling to Friday to bid them sit down on the bank while he came to me, I soon made a kind of hand-barrow to lay them on, and Friday and I carry’d them up both together upon it between us. But when we got them to the out-side of our wall or fortification, we were at a worse loss than before; for it was impossible to get them over; and I was resolv’d not to break it down: so I set to work again; and Friday and I, in about 2 hours’ time, made a very handsom tent, cover’d with old sails, and above that with boughs of trees, being in the space without our outward fence, and between that and the grove of young wood which I had planted: and here we made them two beds of such things as I had, viz. of good rice-straw, with blankets laid upon it to lye on, and another to cover them on each bed.
  


  
    My island was now peopled, and I thought my self very rich in subjects; and it was a merry reflection which I frequently made, how like a king I look’d. First of all, the whole country was my own meer property; so that I had an undoubted right of dominion. 2dly, my people were perfectly subjected: I was absolute lord and lawgiver; they all owed their lives to me, and were ready to lay down their lives, if there had been occasion of it, for me. It was remarkable too, we had but three subjects, and they were of three different religions. My man Friday was a Protestant, his father was a pagan and a cannibal, and the Spaniard was a Papist: however, I allow’d liberty of conscience throughout my dominions. But this is by the way.
  


  
    As soon as I had secur’d my two weak rescued prisoners, and given them shelter, and a place to rest them upon, I began to think of making some provision for them. And the first thing I did, I order’d Friday to take a yearling goat, betwixt a kid and a goat, out of my particular flock, to be kill’d, when I cut off the hinder quarter, and chopping it into small pieces, I set Friday to work to boiling and stewing, and made them a very good dish, I assure you, of flesh and broth, having put some barley and rice also into the broth; and as I cook’d it without doors, for I made no fire within my inner wall, so I carry’d it all into the new tent; and having set a table there for them, I sat down and eat my own dinner also with them, and, as well as I could, chear’d them and encourag’d them; Friday being my interpreter, especially to his father, and indeed to the Spaniard too; for the Spaniard spoke the language of the savages pretty well.
  


  
    After we had dined, or rather supped, I order’d Friday to take one of the canoes, and go and fetch our muskets and other fire-arms, which for want of time we had left upon the place of battle, and the next day I order’d him to go and bury the dead bodies of the savages, which lay open to the sun, and would presently be offensive; and I also ordered him to bury the horrid remains of their barbarous feast, which I knew were pretty much, and which I could not think of doing my self; nay, I could not bear to see them, if I went that way: all which he punctually performed, and defaced the very appearance of the savages being there; so that when I went again, I could scarce know where it was, otherwise than by the corner of the wood pointing to the place.
  


  
    I then began to enter into a little conversation with my two new subjects; and first I set Friday to enquire of his father, what he thought of the escape of the savages in that canoe, and whether we might expect a return of them with a power too great for us to resist. His first opinion was, that the savages in the boat never could live out the storm which blew that night they went off, but must of necessity be drowned or driven south to those other shores, where they were as sure to be devoured as they were to be drowned if they were cast away; but as to what they would do if they came safe on shore, he said he knew not; but it was his opinion that they were so dreadfully frighted with the manner of their being attack’d, the noise and the fire, that he believed they would tell their people they were all kill’d by thunder and lightning, not by the hand of man, and that the two which appear’d, viz. Friday and me, were two heavenly spirits or furies, come down to destroy them, and not men with weapons. This he said he knew, because he heard them all cry out so in their language to one another, for it was impossible to them to conceive that a man could dart fire, and speak thunder, and kill at a distance without lifting up the hand, as was done now. And this old savage was in the right, for, as I understood since by other hands, the savages never attempted to go over to the island afterwards; they were so terrified with the accounts given by those four men (for it seems they did escape the sea), that they believ’d whoever went to that enchanted island would be destroy’d with fire from the gods.
  


  
    This however I knew not, and therefore was under continual apprehensions for a good while, and kept always upon my guard, me and all my army; for as we were now four of us, I would have ventur’d upon a hundred of them fairly in the open field at any time.
  


  
    In a little time, however, no more canoes appearing, the fear of their coming wore off, and I began to take my former thoughts of a voyage to the main into consideration, being likewise assur’d by Friday’s father, that I might depend upon good usage from their nation on his account, if I would go.
  


  
    But my thoughts were a little suspended when I had a serious discourse with the Spaniard, and when I understood that there were sixteen more of his countrymen and Portuguese, who having been cast away, and made their escape to that side, liv’d there at peace indeed with the savages, but were very sore put to it for necessaries, and indeed for life. I ask’d him all the particulars of their voyage, and found they were a Spanish ship bound from the Rio de la Plata to the Havana, being directed to leave their loading there, which was chiefly hides and silver, and to bring back what European goods they could meet with there; that they had five Portuguese seamen on board, who they took out of another wreck; that five of their own men were drowned when the first ship was lost, and that these escaped thro’ infinite dangers and hazards, and arriv’d almost starv’d on the cannibal coast, where they expected to have been devour’d every moment.
  


  
    He told me they had some arms with them, but they were perfectly useless, for that they had neither powder or ball, the washing of the sea having spoil’d all their powder but a little, which they used at their first landing to provide themselves some food.
  


  
    I ask’d him what he thought would become of them there, and if they had form’d no design of making any escape. He said they had many consultations about it, but that having neither vessel, or tools to build one, or provisions of any kind, their councils always ended in tears and despair.
  


  
    I ask’d him how he thought they would receive a proposal from me, which might tend towards an escape, and whether, if they were all here, it might not be done. I told him with freedom, I fear’d mostly their treachery and ill usage of me, if I put my life in their hands; for that gratitude was no inherent virtue in the nature of man; nor did men always square their dealings by the obligations they had receiv’d, so much as they did by the advantages they expected. I told him it would be very hard that I should be the instrument of their deliverance, and that they should afterwards make me their prisoner in New Spain, where an English man was certain to be made a sacrifice, what necessity, or what accident soever, brought him thither; and that I had rather be deliver’d up to the savages, and be devour’d alive, than fall into the merciless claws of the priests, and be carry’d into the Inquisition. I added, that otherwise I was perswaded, if they were all here, we might, with so many hands, build a bark large enough to carry us all away, either to the Brasils south-ward, or to the islands or Spanish coast north-ward; but that if in requital they should, when I had put weapons into their hands, carry me by force among their own people, I might be ill used for my kindness to them, and make my case worse than it was before.
  


  
    He answer’d with a great deal of candor and ingenuity, that their condition was so miserable, and they were so sensible of it, that he believed they would abhor the thought of using any man unkindly that should contribute to their deliverance; and that, if I pleased, he would go to them with the old man, and discourse with them about it, and return again, and bring me their answer: that he would make conditions with them upon their solemn oath, that they should be absolutely under my leading, as their commander and captain, and that they should swear upon the holy sacraments and the Gospel, to be true to me, and to go to such Christian country as that I should agree to, and no other; and to be directed wholly and absolutely by my orders, ’till they were landed safely in such country as I intended; and that he would bring a contract from under their hands for that purpose.
  


  
    Then he told me he would first swear to me himself that he would never stir from me as long as he liv’d, ’till I gave him orders; and that he would take my side to the last drop of his blood, if there should happen the least breach of faith among his country-men.
  


  
    He told me they were all of them very civil honest men, and they were under the greatest distress imaginable, having neither weapons or cloaths, nor any food, but at the mercy and discretion of the savages; out of all hopes of ever returning to their own country; and that he was sure, if I would undertake their relief, they would live and die by me.
  


  
    Upon these assurances, I resolv’d to venture to relieve them, if possible, and to send the old savage and this Spaniard over to them to treat. But when we had gotten all things in a readiness to go, the Spaniard himself started an objection, which had so much prudence in it on one hand, and so much sincerity on the other hand, that I could not but be very well satisfy’d in it; and by his advice, put off the deliverance of his comerades for at least half a year. The case was thus:
  


  
    He had been with us now about a month; during which time I had let him see in what manner I had provided, with the assistance of Providence, for my support; and he saw evidently what stock of corn and rice I had laid up; which as it was more than sufficient for my self, so it was not sufficient, at least without good husbandry, for my family, now it was encreas’d to number four: but much less would it be sufficient, if his country-men, who were, as he said, fourteen still alive, should come over. And least of all should it be sufficient to victual our vessel, if we should build one, for a voyage to any of the Christian colonies of America. So he told me, he thought it would be more advisable to let him and the two other dig and cultivate some more land, as much as I could spare seed to sow; and that we should wait another harvest, that we might have a supply of corn for his country-men when they should come; for want might be a temptation to them to disagree, or not to think themselves delivered, otherwise than out of one difficulty into another. ‘You know,’ says he, ‘the children of Israel, though they rejoyc’d at first for their being deliver’d out of Egypt, yet rebell’d even against God Himself that deliver’d them, when they came to want bread in the wilderness.’
  


  
    His caution was so seasonable, and his advice so good, that I could not but be very well pleased with his proposal, as well as I was satisfy’d with his fidelity. So we fell to digging all four of us, as well as the wooden tools we were furnish’d with permitted; and in about a month’s time, by the end of which it was seed time, we had gotten as much land cur’d and trim’d up, as we sowed 22 bushels of barley on, and 16 jarrs of rice, which was in short all the seed we had to spare; nor indeed did we leave our selves barley sufficient for our own food, for the six months that we had to expect our crop, that is to say, reckoning from the time we set our seed aside for sowing; for it is not to be supposed it is six months in the ground in the country.
  


  
    Having now society enough, and our number being sufficient to put us out of fear of the savages, if they had come, unless their number had been very great, we went freely all over the island, where-ever we found occasion; and as here we had our escape or deliverance upon our thoughts, it was impossible, at least for me, to have the means of it out of mine; to this purpose, I mark’d out several trees which I thought fit for our work, and I set Friday and his father to cutting them down; and then I caused the Spaniard, to whom I imparted my thought on that affair, to oversee and direct their work. I shewed them with what indefatigable pains I had hewed a large tree into single planks, and I caused them to do the like, till they had made about a dozen large planks of good oak, near 2 foot broad, 35 foot long, and from 2 inches to 4 inches thick: what prodigious labour it took up, any one may imagine.
  


  
    At the same time I contrived to encrease my little flock of tame goats as much as I could; and to this purpose, I made Friday and the Spaniard go out one day, and my self with Friday the next day; for we took our turns: and by this means we got above 20 young kids to breed up with the rest; for whenever we shot the dam, we saved the kids, and added them to our flock. But above all, the season for curing the grapes coming on, I caused such a prodigious quantity to be hung up in the sun, that I believe, had we been at Alicant, where the raisins of the sun are cur’d, we could have fill’d 60 or 80 barrels; and these with our bread was a great part of our food, and very good living too, I assure you; for it is an exceeding nourishing food.
  


  
    It was now harvest, and our crop in good order; it was not the most plentiful encrease I had seen in the island, but, however, it was enough to answer our end; for from our 22 bushels of barley we brought in and thrashed out above 220 bushels; and the like in proportion of the rice, which was store enough for our food to the next harvest, tho’ all the 16 Spaniards had been on shore with me; or if we had been ready for a voyage, it would very plentifully have victualled our ship, to have carry’d us to any part of the world, that is to say, of America.
  


  
    When we had thus hous’d and secur’d our magazine of corn, we fell to work to make more wicker work, viz. great baskets in which we kept it; and the Spaniard was very handy and dexterous at this part, and often blam’d me that I did not make some things, for defence, of this kind of work; but I saw no need of it.
  


  
    And now having a full supply of food for all the guests I expected, I gave the Spaniard leave to go over to the main, to see what he could do with those he had left behind him there. I gave him a strict charge in writing not to bring any man with him, who would not first swear in the presence of himself and of the old savage that he would no way injure, fight with, or attack the person he should find in the island, who was so kind to send for them in order to their deliverance; but that they would stand by and defend him against all such attempts, and where-ever they went, would be entirely under and subjected to his commands; and that this should be put in writing, and signed with their hands. How we were to have this done, when I knew they had neither pen or ink, that indeed was a question which we never asked.
  


  
    Under these instructions, the Spaniard and the old savage, the father of Friday, went away in one of the canoes, which they might be said to come in, or rather were brought in, when they came as prisoners to be devour’d by the savages.
  


  
    I gave each of them a musket with a firelock on it, and about eight charges of powder and ball, charging them to be very good husbands of both, and not to use either of them but upon urgent occasion.
  


  
    This was a chearful work, being the first measures used by me in view of my deliverance for now 27 years and some days. I gave them provisions of bread, and of dry’d grapes, sufficient for themselves for many days, and sufficient for all their country-men for about eight days’ time; and wishing them a good voyage, I see them go, agreeing with them about a signal they should hang out at their return, by which I should know them again, when they came back, at a distance, before they came on shore.
  


  
    They went away with a fair gale on the day that the moon was at full by my account, in the month of October: but as for an exact reckoning of days, after I had once lost it, I could never recover it again; nor had I kept even the number of years so punctually as to be sure that I was right, tho’ as it prov’d, when I afterwards examin’d my account, I found I had kept a true reckoning of years.
  


  
    It was no less than eight days I had waited for them, when a strange and unforeseen accident interven’d, of which the like has not perhaps been heard of in history. I was fast asleep in my hutch one morning, when my man Friday came running in to me, and call’d aloud, ‘Master, master, they are come, they are come.’
  


  
    I jump’d up, and regardless of danger, I went out, as soon as I could get my cloaths on, thro’ my little grove, which by the way was by this time grown to be a very thick wood; I say, regardless of danger, I went without my arms, which was not my custom to do: but I was surpriz’d, when turning my eyes to the sea, I presently saw a boat at about a league and a half’s distance, standing in for the shore, with a shoulder of mutton sail, as they call it; and the wind blowing pretty fair to bring them in; also I observ’d presently that they did not come from that side which the shore lay on, but from the southernmost end of the island. Upon this I call’d Friday in, and bid him lie close, for these were not the people we look’d for, and that we might not know yet whether they were friends or enemies.
  


  
    In the next place, I went in to fetch my perspective glass, to see what I could make of them; and having taken the ladder out, I climb’d up to the top of the hill, as I used to do when I was apprehensive of any thing, and to take my view the plainer without being discover’d.
  


  
    I had scarce set my foot on the hill, when my eye plainly discover’d a ship lying at an anchor, at about two leagues and a half’s distance from me south-south-east, but not above a league and a half from the shore. By my observation it appear’d plainly to be an English ship, and the boat appear’d to be an English long-boat.
  


  
    I cannot express the confusion I was in, tho’ the joy of seeing a ship, and one who I had reason to believe was mann’d by my own country-men, and consequently friends, was such as I cannot describe; but yet I had some secret doubts hung about me, I cannot tell from whence they came, bidding me keep upon my guard. In the first place, it occurr’d to me to consider what business an English ship could have in that part of the world, since it was not the way to or from any part of the world where the English had any traffick; and I knew there had been no storms to drive them in there, as in distress; and that if they were English really, it was most probable that they were here upon no good design; and that I had better continue as I was, than fall into the hands of thieves and murtherers.
  


  
    Let no man despise the secret hints and notices of danger, which sometimes are given him, when he may think there is no possibility of its being real. That such hints and notices are given us, I believe few that have made any observations of things can deny; that they are certain discoveries of an invisible world, and a converse of spirits, we cannot doubt; and if the tendency of them seems to be to warn us of danger, why should we not suppose they are from some friendly agent, whether supreme, or inferior, and subordinate, is not the question; and that they are given for our good?
  


  
    The present question abundantly confirms me in the justice of this reasoning; for had I not been made cautious by this secret admonition, come it from whence it will, I had been undone inevitably, and in a far worse condition than before, as you will see presently.
  


  
    I had not kept my self in this posture, but I saw the boat draw near the shore, as if they look’d for a creek to thrust in at for the convenience of landing; however, as they did not come quite far enough, they did not see my little inlet where I formerly landed my rafts; but run their boat on shore upon the beach, at about half a mile from me, which was very happy for me; for otherwise they would have landed just, as I may say, at my door, and would soon have beaten me out of my castle, and perhaps have plunder’d me of all I had.
  


  
    When they were on shore I was fully satisfy’d that they were English men; at least, most of them; one or two I thought were Dutch, but it did not prove so. There were in all eleven men, where of three of them I found were unarm’d, and, as I thought, bound; and when the first four or five of them were jump’d on shore, they took those three out of the boat as prisoners. One of the three I could perceive using the most passionate gestures of entreaty, affliction, and despair, even to a kind of extravagance; the other two I could perceive lifted up their hands sometimes, and appear’d concern’d indeed, but not to such a degree as the first.
  


  
    I was perfectly confounded at the sight, and knew not what the meaning of it should be. Friday call’d out to me in English, as well as he could, ‘O master! you see English mans eat prisoner as well as savage mans.’ ‘Why,’ says I, ‘Friday, do you think they are going to eat them then?’ ‘Yes,’ says Friday, ‘they will eat them.’ ‘No, no,’ says I, ‘Friday, I am afraid they will murther them indeed, but you may be sure they will not eat them.’
  


  
    All this while I had no thought of what the matter really was, but stood trembling with the horror of the sight, expecting every moment when the three prisoners should be kill’d; nay, once I saw one of the villains lift up his arm with a great cutlash, as the seamen call it, or sword, to strike one of the poor men; and I expected to see him fall every moment, at which all the blood in my body seem’d to run chill in my veins.
  


  
    I wish’d heartily now for my Spaniard, and the savage that was gone with him; or that I had any way to have come undiscover’d within shot of them, that I might have rescu’d the three men; for I saw no fire arms they had among them; but it fell out to my mind another way.
  


  
    After I had observ’d the outrageous usage of the three men by the insolent seamen, I observ’d the fellows run scattering about the land, as if they wanted to see the country. I observ’d that the three other men had liberty to go also where they pleas’d; but they sat down all three upon the ground, very pensive, and look’d like men in despair.
  


  
    This put me in mind of the first time when I came on shore, and began to look about me; how I gave my self over for lost; how wildly I look’d round me; what dreadful apprehensions I had; and how I lodg’d in the tree all night for fear of being devour’d by wild beasts.
  


  
    As I knew nothing that night of the supply I was to receive by the providential driving of the ship nearer the land, by the storms and tide, by which I have since been so long nourish’d and supported; so these three poor desolate men knew nothing how certain of deliverance and supply they were, how near it was to them, and how effectually and really they were in a condition of safety, at the same time that they thought themselves lost, and their case desperate.
  


  
    So little do we see before us in the world, and so much reason have we to depend chearfully upon the great Maker of the world, that He does not leave his creatures so absolutely destitute, but that in the worst circumstances they have always something to be thankful for, and sometimes are nearer their deliverance than they imagine; nay, are even brought to their deliverance by the means by which they seem to be brought to their destruction.
  


  
    It was just at the top of high-water when these people came on shore, and while partly they stood parlying with the prisoners they brought, and partly while they rambled about to see what kind of a place they were in, they had carelessly staid till the tide was spent and the water was ebb’d considerably away, leaving their boat a-ground.
  


  
    They had left two men in the boat, who, as I found afterwards, having drank a little too much brandy, fell a-sleep; however, one of them waking sooner than the other, and finding the boat too fast a-ground for him to stir it, hollow’d for the rest who were straggling about, upon which they all soon came to the boat; but it was past all their strength to launch her, the boat being very heavy, and the shore on that side being a soft ousy sand, almost like a quick-sand.
  


  
    In this condition, like true seamen who are perhaps the least of all mankind given to fore-thought, they gave it over, and away they stroll’d about the country again; and I heard one of them say aloud to another, calling them off from the boat, ‘Why, let her alone, Jack, can’t ye, she will float next tide’; by which I was fully confirm’d in the main enquiry, of what countrymen they were.
  


  
    All this while I kept myself very close, not once daring to stir out of my castle, any farther than to my place of observation, near the top of the hill; and very glad I was, to think how well it was fortify’d. I knew it was no less than ten hours before the boat could be on float again, and by that time it would be dark, and I might be at more liberty to see their motions, and to hear their discourse, if they had any.
  


  
    In the mean time, I fitted my self up for a battle, as before; though with more caution, knowing I had to do with another kind of enemy than I had at first: I order’d Friday also, who I had made an excellent marksman with his gun, to load himself with arms: I took my self two fowling-pieces, and I gave him three muskets. My figure indeed was very fierce; I had my formidable goat-skin coat on, with the great cap I have mention’d, a naked sword by my side, two pistols in my belt, and a gun upon each shoulder.
  


  
    It was my design, as I said above, not to have made any attempt till it was dark: but about two a clock, being the heat of the day, I found that in short they were all gone straggling into the woods, and, as I thought, were laid down to sleep. The three poor distressed men, too anxious for their condition to get any sleep, were however set down under the shelter of a great tree, at about a quarter of a mile from me, and, as I thought, out of sight of any of the rest.
  


  
    Upon this I resolv’d to discover my self to them, and learn something of their condition. Immediately I march’d in the figure as above, my man Friday at a good distance behind me, as formidable for his arms as I, but not making quite so staring a spectre-like figure as I did.
  


  
    I came as near them undiscover’d as I could, and then, before any of them saw me, I call’d aloud to them in Spanish, ‘What are ye, gentlemen?’
  


  
    They started up at the noise, but were ten times more confounded when they saw me, and the uncouth figure that I made. They made no answer at all, but I thought I perceiv’d them just going to fly from me, when I spoke to them in English: ‘Gentlemen,’ said I, ‘do not be surpriz’d at me; perhaps you may have a friend near you when you did not expect it.’ ‘He must be sent directly from heaven then,’ said one of them very gravely to me, and pulling off his hat at the same time to me, ‘for our condition is past the help of man.’ ‘All help is from heaven, sir,’ said I. ‘But can you put a stranger in the way how to help you, for you seem to me to be in some great distress? I saw you when you landed, and when you seem’d to make applications to the brutes that came with you, I saw one of them lift up his sword to kill you.’
  


  
    The poor man, with tears running down his face, and trembling, looking like one astonish’d, return’d, ‘Am I talking to god or man! Is it a real man, or an angel!’ ‘Be in no fear about that, sir,’ said I, ‘if God had sent an angel to relieve you, he would have come better cloath’d, and arm’d after another manner than you see me in; pray lay aside your fears, I am a man, an English-man, and dispos’d to assist you, you see; I have one servant only; we have arms and ammunition; tell us freely, can we serve you? – What is your case?’
  


  
    ‘Our case,’ said he, ‘sir, is too long to tell you, while our murtherers are so near; but in short, sir, I was commander of that ship, my men have mutinied against me; they have been hardly prevail’d on not to murther me, and at last have set me on shore in this desolate place, with these two men with me, one my mate, the other a passenger, where we expected to perish, believing the place to be uninhabited, and know not yet what to think of it.’
  


  
    ‘Where are those brutes, your enemies,’ said I, ‘do you know where they are gone?’ ‘There they lye, sir,’ said he, pointing to a thicket of trees; ‘my heart trembles, for fear they have seen us, and heard you speak; if they have, they will certainly murther us all.’
  


  
    ‘Have they any fire-arms?’ said I. He answered they had only two pieces, and one which they left in the boat. ‘Well then,’ said I, ‘leave the rest to me; I see they are all asleep, it is an easie thing to kill them all; but shall we rather take them prisoners?’ He told me there were two desperate villains among them, that it was scarce safe to shew any mercy to; but if they were secur’d, he believ’d all the rest would return to their duty. I ask’d him which they were. He told me he could not at that distance describe them; but he would obey my orders in any thing I would direct. ‘Well,’ says I, ‘let us retreat out of their view or hearing, least they awake, and we will resolve further’; so they willingly went back with me, till the woods cover’d us from them.
  


  
    ‘Look you, sir,’ said I, ‘if I venture upon your deliverance, are you willing to make two conditions with me?’ He anticipated my proposals, by telling that both he and the ship, if recover’d, should be wholly directed and commanded by me in every thing; and if the ship was not recover’d, he would live and dye with me in what part of the world soever I would send him; and the two other men said the same.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ says I, ‘my conditions are but two. 1. That while you stay on this island with me, you will not pretend to any authority here; and if I put arms into your hands, you will upon all occasions give them up to me, and do no prejudice to me or mine upon this island, and in the mean time be govern’d by my orders.
  


  
    ‘2. That if the ship is or may be recover’d, you will carry me and my man to England passage free.’
  


  
    He gave me all the assurances that the invention and faith of man could devise, that he would comply with these most reasonable demands, and besides would owe his life to me, and acknowledge it upon all occasions as long as he liv’d.
  


  
    ‘Well then,’ said I, ‘here are three muskets for you, with powder and ball; tell me next what you think is proper to be done.’ He shew’d all the testimony of his gratitude that he was able; but offer’d to be wholly guided by me. I told him I thought it was hard venturing anything; but the best method I could think of was to fire upon them at once, as they lay; and if any was not kill’d at the first volley, and offer’d to submit, we might save them, and so put it wholly upon God’s providence to direct the shot.
  


  
    He said very modestly, that he was loath to kill them, if he could help it, but that those two were incorrigible villains, and had been the authors of all the mutiny in the ship, and if they escaped, we should be undone still; for they would go on board, and bring the whole ship’s company, and destroy us all. ‘Well then,’ says I, ‘necessity legitimates my advice; for it is the only way to save your lives.’ However, seeing him still cautious of shedding blood, I told him they should go themselves, and manage as they found convenient.
  


  
    In the middle of this discourse, we heard some of them awake, and soon after we saw two of them on their feet. I ask’d him if either of them were of the men who he had said were the heads of the mutiny. He said, no. ‘Well then,’ said I, ‘you may let them escape, and Providence seems to have wakned them on purpose to save themselves. Now,’ says I, ‘if the rest escape you, it is your fault.’
  


  
    Animated with this, he took the musket I had given him in his hand and a pistol in his belt, and his two comerades with him, with each man a piece in his hand. The two men who were with him, going first, made some noise, at which one of the seamen who was awake turn’d about, and seeing them coming, cry’d out to the rest; but it was too late then; for the moment he cry’d out, they fir’d; I mean the two men, the captain wisely reserving his own piece. They had so well aim’d their shot at the men they knew, that one of them was kill’d on the spot, and the other very much wounded; but not being dead, he started up upon his feet, and call’d eagerly for help to the other; but the captain stepping to him, told him, ’twas too late to cry for help, he should call upon God to forgive his villainy, and with that word knock’d him down with the stock of his musket, so that he never spoke more. There were three more in the company, and one of them was also slightly wounded. By this time I was come, and when they saw their danger, and that it was in vain to resist, they begg’d for mercy. The captain told them he would spare their lives, if they would give him any assurance of their abhorrence of the treachery they had been guilty of, and would swear to be faithful to him in recovering the ship, and afterwards in carrying her back to Jamaica, from whence they came. They gave him all the protestations of their sincerity that could be desir’d, and he was willing to believe them, and spare their lives, which I was not against, only that I oblig’d him to keep them bound hand and foot while they were upon the island.
  


  
    While this was doing, I sent Friday with the captain’s mate to the boat, with orders to secure her and bring away the oars and sail, which they did; and by and by, three straggling men that were (happily for them) parted from the rest, came back upon hearing the guns fir’d, and seeing their captain, who before was their prisoner, now their conqueror, they submitted to be bound also; and so our victory was compleat.
  


  
    It now remain’d that the captain and I should enquire into one another’s circumstances. I began first, and told him my whole history, which he heard with an attention even to amazement; and particularly at the wonderful manner of my being furnish’d with provisions and ammunition; and indeed, as my story is a whole collection of wonders, it affected him deeply; but when he reflected from thence upon himself, and how I seem’d to have been preserv’d there on purpose to save his life, the tears ran down his face, and he could not speak a word more.
  


  
    After this communication was at an end, I carry’d him and his two men into my apartment, leading them in just where I came out, viz. at the top of the house, where I refresh’d them with such provisions as I had, and shew’d them all the contrivances I had made during my long, long inhabiting that place.
  


  
    All I shew’d them, all I said to them, was perfectly amazing; but above all, the captain admir’d my fortification, and how perfectly I had conceal’d my retreat with a grove of trees, which having been now planted near twenty years, and the trees growing much faster than in England, was become a little wood, and so thick that it was unpassable in any part of it, but at that one side where I had reserv’d my little winding passage into it. I told him this was my castle and my residence, but that I had a seat in the country, as most princes have, whither I could retreat upon occasion, and I would shew him that too another time; but at present, our business was to consider how to recover the ship. He agreed with me as to that; but told me he was perfectly at a loss what measures to take; for that there were still six and twenty hands on board, who having entred into a cursed conspiracy, by which they had all forfeited their lives to the law, would be harden’d in it now by desperation; and would carry it on, knowing that if they were reduce’d, they should be brought to the gallows, as soon as they came to England, or to any of the English colonies; and that therefore there would be no attacking them with so small a number as we were.
  


  
    I mus’d for some time upon what he had said, and found it was a very rational conclusion; and that therefore something was to be resolv’d on very speedily, as well to draw the men on board into some snare for their surprize, as to prevent their landing upon us, and destroying us; upon this it presently occurr’d to me, that in a little while the ship’s crew, wondering what was become of their comrades and of the boat, would certainly come on shore in their other boat, to see for them, and that then perhaps they might come arm’d, and be strong too for us; this he allow’d was rational.
  


  
    Upon this, I told him the first thing we had to do was to stave the boat which lay upon the beach, so that they might not carry her off; and taking everything out of her, leave her so far useless as not to be fit to swim; accordingly we went on board, took the arms which were left on board out of her, and whatever else we found there, which was a bottle of brandy, and another of rum, a few bisket cakes, a horn of powder, and a great lump of sugar in a piece of canvas; the sugar was five or six pounds; all of which was very welcome to me, especially the brandy and sugar, of which I had had none left for many years.
  


  
    When we had carry’d all these things on shore (the oars, mast, sail, and rudder of the boat were carry’d away before, as above) we knock’d a great hole in her bottom, that if they had come strong enough to master us, yet they could not carry off the boat.
  


  
    Indeed, it was not much in my thoughts that we could be able to recover the ship; but my view was that if they went away without the boat, I did not much question to make her fit again, to carry us away to the Leeward Islands, and call upon our friends, the Spaniards, in my way, for I had them still in my thoughts.
  


  
    While we were thus preparing our designs, and had first by main strength heav’d the boat up upon the beach, so high that the tide would not fleet her off at high-water-mark; and besides, had broke a hole in her bottom, too big to be quickly stopp’d, and were sat down musing what we should do; we heard the ship fire a gun, and saw her make a waft with her antient, as a signal for the boat to come on board; but no boat stirr’d; and they fir’d several times, making other signals for the boat.
  


  
    At last, when all their signals and firing prov’d fruitless, and they found the boat did not stir, we saw them, by the help of my glasses, hoist another boat out, and row towards the shore; and we found as they approach’d that there was no less than ten men in her, and that they had fire-arms with them.
  


  
    As the ship lay almost two leagues from the shore, we had a full view of them as they came, and a plain sight of the men, even of their faces, because the tide having set them a little to the east of the other boat, they row’d up under shore, to come to the same place where the other had landed, and where the boat lay.
  


  
    By this means, I say, we had a full view of them, and the captain knew the persons and characters of all the men in the boat, of whom he said that there were three very honest fellows, who he was sure were led into this conspiracy by the rest, being over-power’d and frighted.
  


  
    But that as for the boatswain, who it seems was the chief officer among them, and all the rest, they were as outragious as any of the ship’s crew, and were no doubt made desperate in their new enterprize, and terribly apprehensive he was that they would be too powerful for us.
  


  
    I smil’d at him, and told him that men in our circumstances were past the operation of fear: that seeing almost every condition that could be, was better than that which we were suppos’d to be in, we ought to expect that the consequence, whether death or life, would be sure to be a deliverance. I ask’d him what he thought of the circumstances of my life, and whether a deliverance were not worth venturing for. ‘And where, sir,’ said I, ‘is your belief of my being preserv’d here on purpose to save your life, which elevated you a little while ago? For my part,’ said I, ‘there seems to be but one thing amiss in all the prospect of it.’ ‘What’s that?’ says he. ‘Why,’ said I, ‘’tis that as you say, there are three or four honest fellows among them, which should be spar’d; had they been all of the wicked part of the crew, I should have thought God’s providence had singled them out to deliver them into your hands; for depend upon it, every man of them that comes a-shore are our own, and shall die or live as they behave to us.’
  


  
    As I spoke this with a rais’d voice and chearful countenance, I found it greatly encourag’d him; so we set vigorously to our business. We had, upon the first appearance of the boat’s coming from the ship, consider’d of separating our prisoners, and had indeed secur’d them effectually.
  


  
    Two of them, of whom the captain was less assur’d than ordinary, I sent with Friday and one of the three (deliver’d men) to my cave, where they were remote enough, and out of danger of being heard or discover’d, or of finding their way out of the woods, if they could have deliver’d themselves. Here they left them bound, but gave them provisions, and promis’d them if they continu’d there quietly, to give them their liberty in a day or two; but that if they attempted their escape, they should be put to death without mercy. They promis’d faithfully to bear their confinement with patience, and were very thankful that they had such good usage as to have provisions and a light left them; for Friday gave them candles (such as we made our selves) for their comfort; and they did not know but that he stood sentinel over them at the entrance.
  


  
    As soon as they got to the place where their other boat lay, they run their boat in to the beach, and came all on shore, haling the boat up after them, which I was glad to see; for I was afraid they would rather have left the boat at an anchor, some distance from the shore, with some hands in her to guard her; and so we should not be able to seize the boat.
  


  
    Being on shore, the first thing they did, they all ran to their other boat, and it was easy to see that they were under a great surprize, to find her stripp’d as above, of all that was in her, and a great hole in her bottom.
  


  
    After they had mus’d a while upon this, they set up two or three great shouts, hollowing with all their might, to try if they could make their companions hear; but all was to no purpose. Then they came all close in a ring, and fir’d a volley of their small arms, which indeed we heard, and the ecchos made the woods ring; but it was all one, those in the cave we were sure could not hear, and those in our keeping, though they heard it well enough, yet durst give no answer to them.
  


  
    They were so astonish’d at the surprize of this, that as they told us afterwards, they resolv’d to go all on board again to their ship, and let them know that the men were all murther’d, and the long-boat stav’d; accordingly they immediately launch’d their boat again, and gat all of them on board.
  


  
    The captain was terribly amaz’d and even confounded at this, believing they would go on board the ship again, and set sail, giving their comrades for lost, and so he should still lose the ship, which he was in hopes we should have recover’d; but he was quickly as much frighted the other way.
  


  
    They had not been long put off with the boat, but we perceiv’d them all coming on shore again; but with this new measure in their conduct, which it seems they consulted together upon, viz. to leave three men in the boat, and the rest to go on shore, and go up into the country to look for their fellows.
  


  
    This was a great disappointment to us; for now we were at a loss what to do; for our seizing those seven men on shore would be no advantage to us, if we let the boat escape; because they would then row away to the ship, and then the rest of them would be sure to weigh and set sail, and so our recovering the ship would be lost.
  


  
    However, we had no remedy but to wait and see what the issue of things might present. The seven men came on shore, and the three who remain’d in the boat put her off to a good distance from the shore, and came to an anchor to wait for them; so that it was impossible for us to come at them in the boat.
  


  
    Those that came on shore kept close together, marching towards the top of the little hill under which my habitation lay; and we could see them plainly, though they could not perceive us. We could have been very glad they would have come nearer to us, so that we might have fir’d at them, or that they would have gone farther off, that we might have come abroad.
  


  
    But when they were come to the brow of the hill, where they could see a great way into the valleys and woods, which lay towards the north-east part, and where the island lay lowest, they shouted and hollow’d till they were weary; and not caring it seems to venture far from the shore, nor far from one another, they sat down together under a tree, to consider of it. Had they thought fit to have gone to sleep there, as the other party of them had done, they had done the jobb for us; but they were too full of apprehensions of danger to venture to go to sleep, though they could not tell what the danger was they had to fear neither.
  


  
    The captain made a very just proposal to me, upon this consultation of theirs, viz. that perhaps they would all fire a volley again, to endeavour to make their fellows hear, and that we should all sally upon them, just at the juncture when their pieces were all discharg’d, and they would certainly yield, and we should have them without blood-shed. I lik’d the proposal, provided it was done while we were near enough to come up to them, before they could load their pieces again.
  


  
    But this event did not happen, and we lay still a long time, very irresolute what course to take; at length I told them, there would be nothing to be done in my opinion till night, and then if they did not return to the boat, perhaps we might find a way to get between them and the shore, and so might use some stratagem with them in the boat to get them on shore.
  


  
    We waited a great while, though very impatient for their removing; and were very uneasy, when after long consultations, we saw them start all up and march down toward the sea. It seems they had such dreadful apprehensions upon them of the danger of the place, that they resolv’d to go on board the ship again, give their companions over for lost, and so go on with their intended voyage with the ship.
  


  
    As soon as I perceiv’d them go towards the shore, I imagin’d it to be as it really was, that they had given over their search, and were for going back again; and the captain, as soon as I told him my thoughts, was ready to sink at the apprehensions of it; but I presently thought of a stratagem to fetch them back again, and which answer’d my end to a tittle.
  


  
    I order’d Friday and the captain’s mate to go over the little creek westward, towards the place where the savages came on shore when Friday was rescu’d; and as soon as they came to a little rising ground, at about half a mile distance, I bad them hollow as loud as they could, and wait till they found the seamen heard them; that as soon as ever they heard the seamen answer them, they should return it again, and then keeping out of sight, take a round, always answering when the other hollow’d, to draw them as far into the island, and among the woods, as possible, and then wheel about again to me, by such ways as I directed them.
  


  
    They were just going into the boat, when Friday and the mate hollow’d, and they presently heard them, and answering, run along the shore west-ward, towards the voice they heard, where they were presently stopp’d by the creek, where the water being up, they could not get over, and call’d for the boat to come up and set them over, as indeed I expected.
  


  
    When they had set themselves over, I observ’d that the boat being gone up a good way into the creek, and as it were, in a harbour within the land, they took one of the three men out of her to go along with them, and left only two in the boat, having fastned her to the stump of a little tree on the shore.
  


  
    This was what I wish’d for, and immediately leaving Friday and the captain’s mate to their business, I took the rest with me, and crossing the creek out of their sight, we surpriz’d the two men before they were aware; one of them lying on shore, and the other being in the boat; the fellow on shore was between sleeping and walking, and going to start up; the captain, who was foremost, ran in upon him and knock’d him down, and then call’d out to him in the boat to yield, or he was a dead man.
  


  
    There needed very few arguments to perswade a single man to yield, when he saw five men upon him, and his comrade knock’d down; besides, this was, it seems, one of the three who were not so hearty in the mutiny as the rest of the crew, and therefore was easily perswaded, not only to yield, but afterwards to joyn very sincerely with us.
  


  
    In the mean time, Friday and the captain’s mate so well manag’d their business with the rest, that they drew them by hollowing and answering, from one hill to another, and from one wood to another, till they not only heartily tyr’d them, but left them where they were very sure they could not reach back to the boat before it was dark; and indeed they were heartily tyr’d themselves also by the time they came back to us.
  


  
    We had nothing now to do but to watch for them in the dark, and to fall upon them, so as to make sure work with them.
  


  
    It was several hours after Friday came back to me, before they came back to their boat; and we could hear the foremost of them long before they came quite up, calling to those behind to come along, and could also hear them answer and complain how lame and tyr’d they were, and not able to come any faster, which was very welcome news to us.
  


  
    At length they came up to the boat; but ’tis impossible to express their confusion, when they found the boat fast a-ground in the creek, the tide ebb’d out, and their two men gone. We could hear them call to one another in a most lamentable manner, telling one another they were gotten into an inchanted island; that either there were inhabitants in it, and they should all be murther’d, or else there were devils and spirits in it, and they should be all carry’d away and devour’d.
  


  
    They hallow’d again, and call’d their two comerades by their names a great many times, but no answer. After some time, we could see them, by the little light there was, run about wringing their hands like men in despair; and that sometimes they would go and sit down in the boat to rest themselves, then come ashore again, and walk about again, and so over the same thing again.
  


  
    My men would fain have me give them leave to fall upon them at once in the dark; but I was willing to take them at some advantage, so to spare them, and kill as few of them as I could; and especially I was unwilling to hazard the killing any of our own men, knowing the other were very well armed. I resolved to wait to see if they did not separate; and therefore to make sure of them, I drew my ambuscade nearer, and order’d Friday and the captain to creep upon their hands and feet as close to the ground as they could, that they might not be discover’d, and get as near them as they could possibly, before they offered to fire.
  


  
    They had not been long in that posture, but that the boatswain, who was the principal ringleader of the mutiny, and had now shewn himself the most dejected and dispirited of all the rest, came walking towards them with two more of their crew; the captain was so eager, as having this principal rogue so much in his power, that he could hardly have patience to let him come so near as to be sure of him; for they only heard his tongue before: but when they came nearer, the captain and Friday, starting up on their feet, let fly at them.
  


  
    The boatswain was kill’d upon the spot, the next man was shot into the body and fell just by him, tho’ he did not die ’till an hour or two after; and the third run for it.
  


  
    At the noise of the fire, I immediately advanc’d with my whole army, which was now 8 men, viz. my self generalissimo, Friday my lieutenant-general, the captain and his two men, and the three prisoners of war, who we had trusted with arms.
  


  
    We came upon them indeed in the dark, so that they could not see our number; and I made the man we had left in the boat, who was now one of us, call to them by name, to try if I could bring them to a parley, and so might perhaps reduce them to terms, which fell out just as we desir’d: for indeed it was easy to think, as their condition then was, they would be very willing to capitulate; so he calls out as loud as he could, to one of them, ‘Tom Smith, Tom Smith!’ Tom Smith answered immediately, ‘Who’s that, Robinson?’ for it seems he knew his voice. T’other answered, ‘Ay, ay; for God’s sake, Tom Smith, throw down your arms and yield, or you are all dead men this moment.’
  


  
    ‘Who must we yield to? where are they?’ says Smith again. ‘Here they are,’ says he, ‘here’s our captain, and fifty men with him, have been hunting you this two hours; the boatswain is kill’d, Will Frye is wounded, and I am a prisoner; and if you do not yield, you are all lost.’
  


  
    ‘Will they give us quarter then,’ says Tom Smith, ‘and we will yield?’ ‘I’ll go and ask, if you promise to yield,’ says Robinson; so he ask’d the captain, and the captain then calls himself out, ‘You, Smith, you know my voice, if you lay down your arms immediately, and submit, you shall have your lives all but Will Atkins.’
  


  
    Upon this, Will Atkins cry’d out, ‘For God’s sake, captain, give me quarter, what have I done? They have been all as bad as I’; which by the way was not true neither; for it seems this Will Atkins was the first man that laid hold of the captain, when they first mutiny’d, and used him barbarously, in tying his hands and giving him injurious language. However, the captain told him he must lay down his arms at discretion, and trust to the governour’s mercy, by which he meant me; for they all call’d me governour.
  


  
    In a word, they all laid down their arms, and begg’d their lives; and I sent the man that had parley’d with them, and two more, who bound them all; and then my great army of 50 men, which, particularly with those three, were all but eight, came up and seiz’d upon them all, and upon their boat, only that I kept my self and one more out of sight, for reasons of state.
  


  
    Our next work was to repair the boat, and think of seizing the ship; and as for the captain, now he had leisure to parley with them, he expostulated with them upon the villany of their practices with him, and at length upon the farther wickedness of their design, and how certainly it must bring them to misery and distress in the end, and perhaps to the gallows.
  


  
    They all appear’d very penitent, and begg’d hard for their lives; as for that, he told them, they were none of his prisoners, but the commander’s of the island; that they thought they had set him on shore in a barren uninhabited island, but it had pleased God so to direct them, that the island was inhabited, and that the governour was an English man; that he might hang them all there, if he pleased; but as he had given them all quarter, he supposed he would send them to England to be dealt with there as justice requir’d, except Atkins, who he was commanded by the governour to advise to prepare for death; for that he would be hang’d in the morning.
  


  
    Though this was all a fiction of his own, yet it had its desired effect; Atkins fell upon his knees to beg the captain to intercede with the governour for his life; and all the rest beg’d of him for God’s sake, that they might not be sent to England.
  


  
    It now occurr’d to me that the time of our deliverance was come, and that it would be a most easy thing to bring these fellows in to be hearty in getting possession of the ship; so I retir’d in the dark from them, that they might not see what kind of a governour they had, and call’d the captain to me; when I call’d, as at a good distance, one of the men was order’d to speak again, and say to the captain, ‘Captain, the commander calls for you’; and presently the captain reply’d, ‘Tell his Excellency, I am just a coming.’ This more perfectly amused them; and they all believed that the commander was just by with his fifty men.
  


  
    Upon the captain’s coming to me, I told him my project for seizing the ship, which he lik’d of wonderfully well, and resolv’d to put it in execution the next morning.
  


  
    But in order to execute it with more art, and secure of success, I told him we must divide the prisoners, and that he should go and take Atkins and two more of the worst of them, and send them pinion’d to the cave where the others lay: this was committed to Friday and the two men who came on shore with the captain.
  


  
    They convey’d them to the cave, as to a prison; and it was indeed a dismal place, especially to men in their condition.
  


  
    The other I order’d to my bower, as I call’d it, of which I have given a full description; and as it was fenc’d in, and they pinion’d, the place was secure enough, considering they were upon their behaviour.
  


  
    To these in the morning I sent the captain, who was to enter into a parley with them, in a word to try them, and tell me whether he thought they might be trusted or no, to go on board and surprize the ship. He talk’d to them of the injury done him; of the condition they were brought to; and that though the governour had given them quarter for their lives as to the present action, yet that if they were sent to England, they would all be hang’d in chains, to be sure; but that if they would join in so just an attempt as to recover the ship, he would have the governour’s engagement for their pardon.
  


  
    Any one may guess how readily such a proposal would be accepted by men in their condition; they fell down on their knees to the captain, and promised, with the deepest imprecations, that they would be faithful to him to the last drop, and that they should owe their lives to him, and would go with him all over the world, that they would own him for a father to them as long as they liv’d.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ says the captain, ‘I must go and tell the governor what you say, and see what I can do to bring him to consent to it.’ So he brought me an account of the temper he found them in; and that he verily believ’d they would be faithful.
  


  
    However, that we might be very secure, I told him he should go back again, and choose out those five and tell them, they might see that he did not want men, that he would take out those five to be his assistants, and that the governour would keep the other two, and the three that were sent prisoners to the castle (my cave), as hostages for the fidelity of those five; and that if they prov’d unfaithful in the execution, the five hostages should be hang’d in chains alive upon the shore.
  


  
    This look’d severe, and convinc’d them that the governour was in earnest; however, they had no way left them but to accept it; and it was now the business of the prisoners, as much as of the captain, to perswade the other five to do their duty.
  


  
    Our strength was now thus ordered for the expedition: 1. The captain, his mate, and passenger. 2. Then the two prisoners of the first gang, to whom, having their characters from the captain, I had given their liberty, and trusted them with arms. 3. The other two who I had kept till now in my bower, pinion’d; but upon the captain’s motion, had now releas’d. 4. These five releas’d at last: so that they were twelve in all, besides five we kept prisoners in the cave, for hostages.
  


  
    I ask’d the captain if he was willing to venture with these hands on board the ship; for as for me and my man Friday, I did not think it was proper for us to stir, having seven men left behind; and it was employment for us to keep them asunder and supply them with victuals.
  


  
    As to the five in the cave, I resolv’d to keep them fast, but Friday went in twice a day to them, to supply them with necessaries; and I made the other two carry provisions to a certain distance, where Friday was to take it.
  


  
    When I shew’d my self to the two hostages, it was with the captain, who told them I was the person the governour had order’d to look after them, and that it was the governour’s pleasure they should not stir any where, but by my direction; that if they did, they should be fetch’d into the castle, and be lay’d in irons; so that as we never suffered them to see me as governour, so I now appear’d as another person, and spoke of the governour, the garrison, the castle, and the like, upon all occasions.
  


  
    The captain now had no difficulty before him, but to furnish his two boats, stop the breach of one, and man them. He made his passenger captain of one, with four other men; and himself, and his mate, and five more, went in the other: and they contriv’d their business very well; for they came up to the ship about midnight. As soon as they came within call of the ship, he made Robinson hale them, and tell them they had brought off the men and the boat, but that it was a long time before they had found them, and the like; holding them in a chat ’till they came to the ship’s side; when the captain and the mate, entring first with their arms, immediately knock’d down the second mate and carpenter with the but-end of their muskets, being very faithfully seconded by their men; they secur’d all the rest that were upon the main and quarter decks, and began to fasten the hatches to keep them down who were below, when the other boat and their men, entring at the fore chains, secur’d the fore-castle of the ship, and the scuttle which went down into the cook-room, making three men they found there prisoners.
  


  
    When this was done, and all safe upon deck, the captain order’d the mate with three men to break into the round-house where the new rebel captain lay, and having taken the alarm, was gotten up, and with two men and a boy had gotten fire arms in their hands; and when the mate with a crow split open the door, the new captain and his men fir’d boldly among them, and wounded the mate with a musket ball, which broke his arm, and wounded two more of the men but kill’d no body.
  


  
    The mate, calling for help, rush’d however into the round-house, wounded as he was, and with his pistol shot the new captain thro’ the head, the bullet entring at his mouth, and came out again behind one of his ears, so that he never spoke a word; upon which the rest yielded, and the ship was taken effectually, without any more lives lost.
  


  
    As soon as the ship was thus secur’d, the captain order’d seven guns to be fir’d, which was the signal agreed upon with me, to give me notice of his success, which you may be sure I was very glad to hear, having sat watching upon the shore for it till near two of the clock in the morning.
  


  
    Having thus heard the signal plainly, I laid me down; and it having been a day of great fatigue to me, I slept very sound, ’till I was something surpriz’d with the noise of a gun; and presently starting up, I heard a man call me by the name of Governour, Governour, and presently I knew the captain’s voice, when climbing up to the top of the hill, there he stood, and pointing to the ship, he embrac’d me in his arms. ‘My dear friend and deliverer,’ says he, ‘there’s your ship, for she is all yours, and so are we and all that belong to her.’ I cast my eyes to the ship, and there she rode within little more than half a mile of the shore; for they had weighed her anchor as soon as they were masters of her; and the weather being fair, had brought her to an anchor just against the mouth of the little creek; and the tide being up, the captain had brought the pinnace in near the place where I at first landed my rafts, and so landed just at my door.
  


  
    I was at first ready to sink down with the surprize. For I saw my deliverance indeed visibly put into my hands, all things easy, and a large ship just ready to carry me away whither I pleased to go. At first, for some time, I was not able to answer him one word; but as he had taken me in his arms, I held fast by him, or I should have fallen to the ground.
  


  
    He perceived the surprize, and immediately pulls a bottle out of his pocket, and gave me a dram of cordial, which he had brought on purpose for me; after I had drank it, I sat down upon the ground; and though it brought me to my self, yet it was a good while before I could speak a word to him.
  


  
    All this while the poor man was in as great an extasy as I, only not under any surprize, as I was; and he said a thousand kind tender things to me, to compose me and bring me to my self; but such was the flood of joy in my breast, that it put all my spirits into confusion; at last it broke out into tears, and in a little while after I recovered my speech.
  


  
    Then I took my turn, and embrac’d him as my deliverer; and we rejoyc’d together. I told him I look’d upon him as a man sent from heaven to deliver me, and that the whole transaction seemed to be a chain of wonders; that such things as these were the testimonies we had of a secret hand of Providence governing the world, and an evidence that the eyes of an infinite power could search into the remotest corner of the world, and send help to the miserable whenever He pleased.
  


  
    I forgot not to lift up my heart in thankfulness to Heaven; and what heart could forbear to bless Him, who had not only in a miraculous manner provided for one in such a wilderness, and in such a desolate condition, but from whom every deliverance must always be acknowledged to proceed.
  


  
    When we had talk’d a while the captain told me he had brought me some little refreshment, such as the ship afforded, and such as the wretches that had been so long his master had not plunder’d him of. Upon this he call’d aloud to the boat, and bid his men bring the things ashore that were for the governour; and indeed it was a present, as if I had been one not that was to be carry’d away along with them, but as if I had been to dwell upon the island still, and they were to go without me.
  


  
    First, he had brought me a case of bottles full of excellent cordial waters, six large bottles of Madera wine; the bottles held two quarts a-piece; two pound of excellent good tobacco, twelve good pieces of the ship’s beef, and six pieces of pork, with a bag of pease, and about a hundred weight of bisket.
  


  
    He brought me also a box of sugar, a box of flower, a bag full of lemons, and two bottles of lime-juice, and abundance of other things. But besides these, and what was a thousand times more useful to me, he brought me six clean new shirts, six very good neckcloaths, two pair of gloves, one pair of shoes, a hat, and one pair of stockings, and a very good suit of cloaths of his own, which had been worn but very little: in a word, he cloathed me from head to foot.
  


  
    It was a very kind and agreeable present, as any one may imagine to one in my circumstances: but never was any thing in the world of that kind so unpleasant, awkard, and uneasy, as it was to me to wear such cloaths at their first putting on.
  


  
    After these ceremonies past, and after all his good things were brought into my little apartment, we began to consult what was to be done with the prisoners we had; for it was worth considering, whether we might venture to take them away with us or no, especially two of them, who we knew to be incorrigible and refractory to the last degree; and the captain said, he knew they were such rogues, that there was no obliging them, and if he did carry them away, it must be in irons, as malefactors to be delivered over to justice at the first English colony he could come at; and I found that the captain himself was very anxious about it.
  


  
    Upon this, I told him that if he desir’d it, I durst undertake to bring the two men he spoke of, to make it their own request that he should leave them upon the island. ‘I should be very glad of that,’ says the captain, ‘with all my heart.’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ says I, ‘I will send for them up, and talk with them for you’; so I caused Friday and the two hostages, for they were now discharg’d, their comrades having perform’d their promise; I say, I caused them to go to the cave, and bring up the five men pinion’d, as they were, to the bower, and keep them there ’till I came.
  


  
    After some time, I came thither dress’d in my new habit, and now I was call’d governour again; being all met, and the captain with me, I caused the men to be brought before me, and I told them I had had a full account of their villanous behaviour to the captain, and how they had run away with the ship, and were preparing to commit farther robberies, but that Providence had ensnar’d them in their own ways, and that they were fallen into the pit which they had digged for others.
  


  
    I let them know that by my direction the ship had been seiz’d, that she lay now in the road; and they might see by and by that their new captain had receiv’d the reward of his villainy; for that they might see him hanging at the yard-arm.
  


  
    That as to them, I wanted to know what they had to say, why I should not execute them as pirates taken in the fact, as by my commission they could not doubt I had authority to do.
  


  
    One of them answer’d in the name of the rest, that they had nothing to say but this, that when they were taken, the captain promis’d them their lives, and they humbly implor’d my mercy; but I told them I knew not what mercy to shew them; for as for my self, I had resolv’d to quit the island with all my men, and had taken passage with the captain to go for England; and as for the captain, he could not carry them to England, other than as prisoners in irons to be try’d for mutiny and running away with the ship; the consequence of which, they must needs know, would be the gallows; so that I could not tell which was best for them, unless they had a mind to take their fate in the island; if they desir’d that, I did not care, as I had liberty to leave it, I had some inclination to give them their lives, if they thought they could shift on shore.
  


  
    They seem’d very thankful for it, said they would much rather venture to stay there, than to be carry’d to England to be hang’d, so I left it on that issue.
  


  
    However, the captain seem’d to make some difficulty of it, as if he durst not leave them there. Upon this I seem’d a little angry with the captain, and told him that they were my prisoners, not his; and that seeing I had offered them so much favour, I would be as good as my word; and that if he did not think fit to consent to it, I would set them at liberty, as I found them; and if he did not like it, he might take them again if he could catch them.
  


  
    Upon this they appear’d very thankful, and I accordingly set them at liberty, and bad them retire into the woods to the place whence they came, and I would leave them some fire arms, some ammunition, and some directions how they should live very well, if they thought fit.
  


  
    Upon this I prepar’d to go on board the ship, but told the captain that I would stay that night to prepare my things, and desir’d him to go on board in the mean time, and keep all right in the ship, and send the boat on shore the next day for me; ordering him in the mean time to cause the new captain who was kill’d to be hang’d at the yard-arm that these men might see him.
  


  
    When the captain was gone, I sent for the men up to me to my apartment, and entred seriously into discourse with them of their circumstances; I told them I thought they had made a right choice; that if the captain carry’d them away, they would certainly be hang’d. I shewed them the new captain hanging at the yard-arm of the ship, and told them they had nothing less to expect.
  


  
    When they had all declar’d their willingness to stay, I then told them I would let them into the story of my living there, and put them into the way of making it easy to them. Accordingly I gave them the whole history of the place, and of my coming to it; shew’d them my fortifications, the way I made my bread, planted my corn, cured my grapes; and in a word, all that was necessary to make them easy. I told them the story also of the sixteen Spaniards that were to be expected; for whom I left a letter, and made them promise to treat them in common with themselves.
  


  
    I left them my fire arms, viz. five muskets, three fowling pieces, and three swords. I had above a barrel and half of powder left; for after the first year or two, I used but little, and wasted none. I gave them a description of the way I manag’d the goats, and directions to milk and fatten them, and to make both butter and cheese.
  


  
    In a word, I gave them every part of my own story; and I told them I would prevail with the captain to leave them two barrels of gun-powder more, and some garden-seeds, which I told them I would have been very glad of; also I gave them the bag of pease which the captain had brought me to eat, and bad them be sure to sow and encrease them.
  


  
    Having done all this, I left them the next day, and went on board the ship: we prepared immediately to sail, but did not weigh that night. The next morning early, two of the five men came swimming to the ship’s side, and making a most lamentable complaint of the other three, begged to be taken into the ship, for God’s sake, for they should be murthered, and begg’d the captain to take them on board, tho’ he hang’d them immediately.
  


  
    Upon this the captain pretended to have no power without me; but after some difficulty, and after their solemn promises of amendment, they were taken on board, and were some time after soundly whipp’d and pickl’d; after which, they prov’d very honest and quiet fellows.
  


  
    Some time after this, the boat was order’d on shore, the tide being up, with the things promised to the men, to which the captain at my intercession caused their chests and cloaths to be added, which they took, and were very thankful for; I also encourag’d them, by telling them that if it lay in my way to send any vessel to take them in, I would not forget them.
  


  
    When I took leave of this island, I carry’d on board for reliques the great goat’s-skin-cap I had made, my umbrella, and my parrot; also I forgot not to take the money I formerly mention’d, which had lain by me so long useless, that it was grown rusty, or tarnish’d, and could hardly pass for silver till it had been a little rubb’d and handled; as also the money I found in the wreck of the Spanish ship.
  


  
    And thus I left the island, the nineteenth of December as I found by the ship’s account, in the year 1686, after I had been upon it eight and twenty years, two months, and 19 days; being deliver’d from this second captivity the same day of the month that I first made my escape in the barco-longo, from among the Moors of Sallee.
  


  
    In this vessel, after a long voyage, I arriv’d in England, the eleventh of June, in the year 1687, having been thirty and five years absent.
  


  
    When I came to England, I was as perfect a stranger to all the world, as if I had never been known there. My benefactor and faithful steward, who I had left in trust with my money, was alive, but had had great misfortunes in the world; was become a widow the second time, and very low in the world. I made her easy as to what she ow’d me, assuring her I would give her no trouble; but on the contrary, in gratitude to her former care and faithfulness to me, I reliev’d her as my little stock would afford, which at that time would indeed allow me to do but little for her; but I assur’d her I would never forget her former kindness to me; nor did I forget her, when I had sufficient to help her, as shall be observ’d in its place.
  


  
    I went down afterwards into Yorkshire; but my father was dead, and my mother, and all the family extinct, except that I found two sisters, and two of the children of one of my brothers; and as I had been long ago given over for dead, there had been no provision made for me; so that in a word, I found nothing to relieve or assist me; and that little money I had, would not do much for me, as to settling in the world.
  


  
    I met with one piece of gratitude indeed, which I did not expect; and this was that the master of the ship, who I had so happily deliver’d, and by the same means sav’d the ship and cargo, having given a very handsome account to the owners of the manner how I had sav’d the lives of the men, and the ship, they invited me to meet them and some other merchants concern’d, and altogether made me a very handsome compliment upon the subject, and a present of almost two hundred pounds sterling.
  


  
    But after making several reflections upon the circumstances of my life, and how little way this would go towards settling me in the world, I resolv’d to go to Lisbon, and see if I might not come by some information of the state of my plantation in the Brasils, and of what was become of my partner, who I had reason to suppose had some years now given me over for dead.
  


  
    With this view I took shipping for Lisbon, where I arriv’d in April following; my man Friday accompanying me very honestly in all these ramblings, and proving a most faithful servant upon all occasions.
  


  
    When I came to Lisbon I found out by enquiry, and to my particular satisfaction, my old friend the captain of the ship, who first took me up at sea, off of the shore of Africk. He was now grown old, and had left off the sea, having put his son, who was far from a young man, into his ship, and who still used the Brasil trade. The old man did not know me, and indeed, I hardly knew him; but I soon brought him to my remembrance, and as soon brought my self to his remembrance, when I told him who I was.
  


  
    After some passionate expressions of the old acquaintance, I enquir’d, you may be sure, after my plantation and my partner. The old man told me he had not been in the Brasils for about nine years; but that he could assure me, that when he came away my partner was living, but the trustees, who I had join’d with him to take cognizance for my part, were both dead; that however, he believ’d that I would have a very good account of the improvement of the plantation; for that upon the general belief of my being cast away and drown’d, my trustees had given in the account of the produce of my part of the plantation, to the procurator fiscal, who had appropriated it, in case I never came to claim it; one third to the king, and two thirds to the monastery of St. Augustine, to be expended for the benefit of the poor, and for the conversion of the Indians to the Catholick faith; but that if I appear’d, or any one for me, to claim the inheritance, it should be restor’d; only that the improvement, or annual production, being distributed to charitable uses, could not be restor’d; but he assur’d me, that the steward of the king’s revenue (from lands) and the proviedore, or steward of the monastery, had taken great care all along, that the incumbent, that is to say my partner, gave every year a faithful account of the produce, of which they receiv’d duly my moiety.
  


  
    I ask’d him if he knew to what height of improvement he had brought the plantation, and whether he thought it might be worth looking after, or whether on my going thither I should meet with no obstruction to my possessing my just right in the moiety.
  


  
    He told me he could not tell exactly to what degree the plantation was improv’d; but this he knew, that my partner was grown exceeding rich upon the enjoying but one half of it; and that to the best of his remembrance, he had heard that the king’s third of my part, which was it seems granted away to some other monastery or religious house, amounted to above two hundred moidores a year; that as to my being restor’d to a quiet possession of it, there was no question to be made of that, my partner being alive to witness my title, and my name being also enrolled in the register of the country; also he told me that the survivors of my two trustees were very fair honest people, and very wealthy; and he believ’d I would not only have their assistance for putting me in possession, but would find a very considerable sum of money in their hands, for my account; being the produce of the farm while their fathers held the trust, and before it was given up as above, which, as he remember’d, was for about twelve years.
  


  
    I shew’d my self a little concern’d and uneasy at this account, and enquir’d of the old captain how it came to pass that the trustees should thus dispose my effects, when he knew that I had made my will, and had made him, the Portuguese captain, my universal heir, &c.
  


  
    He told me, that was true; but that as there was no proof of my being dead, he could not act as executor, until some certain account should come of my death, and that besides, he was not willing to intermeddle with a thing so remote; that it was true he had registered my will, and put in his claim; and could he have given any account of my being dead or alive, he would have acted by procuration, and taken possession of the ingenio, so they call’d the sugar-house, and had given his son, who was now at the Brasils, order to do it.
  


  
    ‘But,’ says the old man, ‘I have one piece of news to tell you, which perhaps may not be so acceptable to you as the rest, and that is, that believing you were lost, and all the world believing so also, your partner and trustees did offer to accompt to me in your name, for six or eight of the first years of profits, which I receiv’d; but there being at that time,’ says he, ‘great disbursements for encreasing the works, building an ingenio, and buying slaves, it did not amount to near so much as afterwards it produced: however,’ says the old man, ‘I shall give you a true account of what I have received in all, and how I have disposed of it.’
  


  
    After a few days’ farther conference with this ancient friend, he brought me an account of the six first years’ income of my plantation, sign’d by my partner and the merchant trustees, being always deliver’d in goods, viz. tobacco in roll, and sugar in chests, besides rum, molossus, &c., which is the consequence of a sugar work; and I found by this account, that every year the income considerably encreased; but as above, the disbursement being large, the sum at first was small. However, the old man let me see that he was debtor to me 470 moidores of gold, besides 60 chests of sugar, and 15 double rolls of tobacco which were lost in his ship; he having been ship-wreck’d coming home to Lisbon about 11 years after my leaving the place.
  


  
    The good man then began to complain of his misfortunes, and how he had been obliged to make use of my money to recover his losses, and buy him a share in a new ship. ‘However, my old friend,’ says he, ‘you shall not want a supply in your necessity; and as soon as my son returns, you shall be fully satisfy’d.’
  


  
    Upon this, he pulls out an old pouch, and gives me 160 Portugal moidores in gold; and giving me the writing of his title to the ship, which his son was gone to the Brasils in, of which he was a quarter part owner, and his son another, he puts them both into my hands for security of the rest.
  


  
    I was too much mov’d with the honesty and kindness of the poor man, to be able to bear this; and remembring what he had done for me, how he had taken me up at sea, and how generously he had used me on all occasions, and particularly, how sincere a friend he was now to me, I could hardly refrain weeping at what he said to me. Therefore, first I asked him if his circumstances admitted him to spare so much money at that time, and if it would not straiten him. He told me, he could not say but it might straiten him a little; but however it was my money, and I might want it more than he.
  


  
    Every thing the good man said was full of affection, and I could hardly refrain from tears while he spoke. In short, I took 100 of the moidores, and call’d for a pen and ink to give him a receipt for them; then I returned him the rest, and told him, if ever I had possession of the plantation, I would return the other to him also, as indeed I afterwards did; and that as to the bill of sale of his part in his son’s ship, I would not take it by any means; but that if I wanted the money I found he was honest enough to pay me; and if I did not, but came to receive what he gave me reason to expect, I would never have a penny more from him.
  


  
    When this was pass’d, the old man began to ask me if he should put me into a method to make my claim to my plantation. I told him I thought to go over to it my self. He said I might do so if I pleas’d; but that if I did not there were ways enough to secure my right, and immediately to appropriate the profits to my use; and as there were ships in the river of Lisbon, just ready to go away to Brasil, he made me enter my name in a publick register, with his affidavit, affirming upon oath that I was alive, and that I was the same person who took up the land for the planting the said plantation at first.
  


  
    This being regularly attested by a notary, and a procuration affix’d, he directed me to send it with a letter of his writing, to a merchant of his acquaintance at the place, and then propos’d my staying with him till an account came of the return.
  


  
    Never any thing was more honourable than the proceedings upon this procuration; for in less than seven months I receiv’d a large packet from the survivors of my trustees the merchants, for whose account I went to sea, in which were the following particular letters and papers enclos’d.
  


  
    First, there was the account current of the produce of my farm or plantation, from the year when their fathers had ballanc’d with my old Portugal captain, being for six years; the ballance appear’d to be 1,174 moidores in my favour.
  


  
    Secondly, there was the account of four years more while they kept the effects in their hands, before the government claim’d the administration, as being the effects of a person not to be found, which they call’d civil death; and the ballance of this, the value of the plantation encreasing, amounted to [38,892] cruisadoes, which made 3,241 moidores.
  


  
    Thirdly, there was the prior of the Augustin’s account, who had receiv’d the profits for above fourteen years; but not being to account for what was dispos’d to the hospital, very honestly declar’d he had 872 moidores not distributed, which he acknowledged to my account; as to the king’s part, that refunded nothing.
  


  
    There was a letter of my partner’s, congratulating me very affectionately upon my being alive, giving me an account how the estate was improv’d, and what it produced a year, with a particular of the number of squares or acres that it contained; how planted, how many slaves there were upon it; and making two and twenty crosses for blessings, told me he had said so many Ave Marias to thank the blessed Virgin that I was alive; inviting me very passionately to come over and take possession of my own; and in the mean time to give him orders to whom he should deliver my effects, if I did not come my self; concluding with a hearty tender of his friendship, and that of his family, and sent me, as a present, seven fine leopards’ skins, which he had it seems received from Africa, by some other ship which he had sent thither, and who it seems had made a better voyage than I. He sent me also five chests of excellent sweet-meats, and an hundred pieces of gold uncoin’d, not quite so large as moidores.
  


  
    By the same fleet my two merchant trustees shipp’d me 1,200 chests of sugar, 800 rolls of tobacco, and the rest of the whole accompt in gold.
  


  
    I might well say, now indeed, that the latter end of Job was better than the beginning. It is impossible to express here the flutterings of my very heart, when I look’d over these letters, and especially when I found all my wealth about me; for as the Brasil ships come all in fleets, the same ships which brought my letters brought my goods; and the effects were safe in the river before the letters came to my hand. In a word I turned pale, and grew sick; and had not the old man run and fetch’d me a cordial, I believe the sudden surprize of joy had overset nature, and I had dy’d upon the spot.
  


  
    Nay after that, I continu’d very ill, and was so some hours, ’till a physician being sent for, and something of the real cause of my illness being known, he order’d me to be let blood; after which I had relief, and grew well: but I verily believe, if it had not been eas’d by a vent given in that manner to the spirits, I should have dy’d.
  


  
    I was now master, all of a sudden, of above 5,000l. sterling in money, and had an estate, as I might well call it, in the Brasils, of above a thousand pounds a year, as sure as an estate of lands in England: and in a word, I was in a condition which I scarce knew how to understand, or how to compose my self for the enjoyment of it.
  


  
    The first thing I did was to recompense my original benefactor, my good old captain, who had been first charitable to me in my distress, kind to me in my beginning, and honest to me at the end. I shew’d him all that was sent me; I told him, that next to the providence of Heaven, which disposes all things, it was owing to him; and that it now lay on me to reward him, which I would do a hundred fold. So I first return’d to him the hundred moidores I had receiv’d of him, then I sent for a notary, and caused him to draw up a general release or discharge for the 470 moidores, which he had acknowledg’d he ow’d me in the fullest and firmest manner possible; after which, I caused a procuration to be drawn, impowering him to be my receiver of the annual profits of my plantation, and appointing my partner to accompt to him, and make the returns by the usual fleets to him in my name; and a clause in the end, being a grant of 100 moidores a year to him, during his life, out of the effects, and 50 moidores a year to his son after him, for his life: and thus I requited my old man.
  


  
    I was now to consider which way to steer my course next, and what to do with the estate that Providence had thus put into my hands; and indeed I had more care upon my head now, than I had in my silent state of life in the island, where I wanted nothing but what I had, and had nothing but what I wanted: whereas I had now a great charge upon me, and my business was how to secure it. I had ne’er a cave now to hide my money in, or a place where it might lye without lock or key, ’till it grew mouldy and tarnish’d before any body would meddle with it: on the contrary, I knew not where to put it, or who to trust with it. My old patron, the captain, indeed was honest, and that was the only refuge I had.
  


  
    In the next place my interest in the Brasils seem’d to summon me thither; but now I could not tell how to think of going thither ’till I had settled my affairs, and left my effects in some safe hands behind me. At first I thought of my old friend the widow, who I knew was honest and would be just to me, but then she was in years, and but poor, and, for ought I knew, might be in debt; so that in a word, I had no way but to go back to England my self, and take my effects with me.
  


  
    It was some months, however, before I resolved upon this; and therefore, as I had rewarded the old captain fully, and to his satisfaction, who had been my former benefactor, so I began to think of my poor widow, whose husband had been my first benefactor, and she, while it was in her power, my faithful steward and instructor. So the first thing I did, I got a merchant in Lisbon to write to his correspondent in London, not only to pay a bill, but to go find her out, and carry her in money an hundred pounds from me, and to talk with her, and comfort her in her poverty, by telling her she should, if I liv’d, have a further supply. At the same time I sent my two sisters in the country each of them an hundred pounds, they being, though not in want, yet not in very good circumstances; one having been marry’d and left a widow, and the other having a husband not so kind to her as he should be.
  


  
    But among all my relations or acquaintances, I could not yet pitch upon one to whom I durst commit the gross of my stock, that I might go away to the Brasils, and leave things safe behind me; and this greatly perplex’d me.
  


  
    I had once a mind to have gone to the Brasils, and have settled my self there; for I was, as it were, naturaliz’d to the place; but I had some little scruple in my mind about religion, which insensibly drew me back, of which I shall say more presently. However, it was not religion that kept me from going there for the present; and as I had made no scruple of being openly of the religion of the country, all the while I was among them, so neither did I yet; only that now and then having of late thought more of it than formerly when I began to think of living and dying among them, I began to regret my having profess’d my self a Papist, and thought it might not be the best religion to die with.
  


  
    But, as I have said, this was not the main thing that kept me from going to the Brasils, but that really I did not know with whom to leave my effects behind me; so I resolv’d at last to go to England with it, where, if I arrived, I concluded I should make some acquaintance or find some relations that would be faithful to me; and according I prepar’d to go for England with all my wealth.
  


  
    In order to prepare things for my going home, I first, the Brasil fleet being just going away, resolved to give answers suitable to the just and faithful account of things I had from thence; and first to the prior of St. Augustine I wrote a letter full of thanks for their just dealings, and the offer of the 872 moidores which was indisposed of, which I desir’d might be given, 500 to the monastery and 372 to the poor, as the prior should direct, desiring the good padre’s prayers for me, and the like.
  


  
    I wrote next a letter of thanks to my two trustees, with all the acknowledgment that so much justice and honesty call’d for; as for sending them any present, they were far above having any occasion of it.
  


  
    Lastly, I wrote to my partner, acknowledging his industry in the improving the plantation, and his integrity in encreasing the stock of the works, giving him instructions for his future government of my part, according to the powers I had left with my old patron, to whom I desir’d him to send whatever became due to me, ’till he should hear from me more particularly; assuring him that it was my intention, not only to come to him, but to settle my self there for the remainder of my life. To this I added a very handsome present of some Italian silks for his wife and two daughters, for such the captain’s son inform’d me he had; with two pieces of fine English broad cloath, the best I could get in Lisbon, five pieces of black bays, and some Flanders lace of a good value.
  


  
    Having thus settled my affairs, sold my cargoe, and turn’d all my effects into good bills of exchange, my next difficulty was, which way to go to England. I had been accustomed enough to the sea, and yet I had a strange aversion to going to England by sea at that time; and though I could give no reason for it, yet the difficulty encreas’d upon me so much, that though I had once shipp’d my baggage in order to go, yet I alter’d my mind, and that not once, but two or three times.
  


  
    It is true, I had been very unfortunate by sea, and this might be some of the reason; but let no man slight the strong impulses of his own thoughts in cases of such moment. Two of the ships which I had singl’d out to go in, I mean, more particularly singl’d out than any other, that is to say, so as in one of them to put my things on board, and in the other to have agreed with the captain; I say, two of these ships miscarry’d, viz. one was taken by the Algerines, and the other was cast away on the Start near Torbay, and all the people drown’d except three; so that in either of those vessels I had been made miserable; and in which most, it was hard to say.
  


  
    Having been thus harass’d in my thoughts, my old pilot, to whom I communicated every thing, press’d me earnestly not to go by sea, but either to go by land to the Groyne, and cross over the Bay of Biscay to Rochell, from whence it was but an easy and safe journey by land to Paris, and so to Calais and Dover; or to go up to Madrid, and so all the way by land thro’ France.
  


  
    In a word, I was so prepossess’d against my going by sea at all, except from Calais to Dover, that I resolv’d to travel all the way by land; which as I was not in haste, and did not value the charge, was by much the pleasanter way; and to make it more so, my old captain brought an English gentleman, the son of a merchant in Lisbon, who was willing to travel with me: after which, we pick’d up two more English merchants also, and two young Portuguese gentlemen, the last going to Paris only; so that we were in all six of us, and five servants; the two merchants and the two Portuguese contenting themselves with one servant between two, to save the charge; and as for me, I got an English sailor to travel with me as a servant, besides my man Friday, who was too much a stranger to be capable of supplying the place of a servant on the road.
  


  
    In this manner I set out from Lisbon; and our company being all very well mounted and armed, we made a little troop, whereof they did me the honour to call me captain, as well because I was the oldest man, as because I had two servants, and indeed was the original of the whole journey.
  


  
    As I have troubled you with none of my sea-journals, so I shall trouble you now with none of my land-journal: but some adventures that happen’d to us in this tedious and difficult journey I must not omit.
  


  
    When we came to Madrid, we being all of us strangers to Spain, were willing to stay some time to see the court of Spain, and to see what was worth observing; but it being the latter part of the summer, we hasten’d away, and set out from Madrid about the middle of October: but when we came to the edge of Navarre, we were alarm’d at several towns on the way, with an account that so much snow was fallen on the French side of the mountains, that several travellers were obliged to come back to Pampeluna, after having attempted, at an extream hazard, to pass on.
  


  
    When we came to Pampeluna it self, we found it so indeed; and to me that had been always used to a hot climate, and indeed to countries where we could scarce bear any cloaths on, the cold was insufferable; nor indeed was it more painful than it was surprising, to come but ten days before out of the Old Castile, where the weather was not only warm but very hot, and immediately to feel a wind from the Pyrenean mountains, so very keen, so severely cold, as to be intollerable, and to endanger benumbing and perishing of our fingers and toes.
  


  
    Poor Friday was really frighted when he saw the mountains all cover’d with snow, and felt cold weather, which he had never seen or felt before in his life.
  


  
    To mend the matter, when we came to Pampeluna, it continued snowing with so much violence, and so long, that the people said winter was come before its time, and the roads which were difficult before were now quite impassable: for in a word, the snow lay in some places too thick for us to travel; and being not hard frozen, as in the case in northern countries, there was no going without being in danger of being bury’d alive every step. We stay’d no less than twenty days at Pampeluna; when (seeing the winter coming on, and no likelihood of its being better; for it was the severest winter all over Europe that had been known in the memory of man) I propos’d that we should all go away to Fonterabia, and there take shipping for Bourdeaux, which was a very little voyage.
  


  
    But while we were considering this, there came in four French gentlemen, who having been stopp’d on the French side of the passes, as we were on the Spanish, had found out a guide, who traversing the country near the head of Languedoc, had brought them over the mountains by such ways, that they were not much incommoded with the snow; and where they met with snow in any quantity, they said it was frozen hard enough to bear them and their horses.
  


  
    We sent for this guide, who told us he would undertake to carry us the same way with no hazard from the snow, provided we were armed sufficiently to protect our selves from wild beasts; for he said, upon these great snows, it was frequent for some wolves to show themselves at the foot of the mountains, being made ravenous for want of food, the ground being covered with snow. We told him we were well enough prepar’d for such creatures as they were, if he would ensure us from a kind of two-legged wolves, which we were told we were in most danger from, especially on the French side of the mountains.
  


  
    He satisfy’d us there was no danger of that kind in the way that we were to go; so we readily agreed to follow him, as did also twelve other gentlemen, with their servants, some French, some Spanish; who, as I said, had attempted to go, and were oblig’d to come back again.
  


  
    Accordingly, we all set out from Pampeluna, with our guide, on the fifteenth of November; and indeed, I was surpriz’d, when instead of going forward, he came directly back with us on the same road that we came from Madrid, above twenty miles; when being pass’d two rivers, and come into the plain country, we found our selves in a warm climate again, where the country was pleasant, and no snow to be seen; but on a sudden, turning to his left, he approach’d the mountains another way; and though it is true, the hills and precipices look’d dreadful, yet he made so many tours, such meanders, and led us by such winding ways, that we were insensibly pass’d the height of the mountains, without being much incumber’d with the snow; and all on a sudden he shew’d us the pleasant fruitful provinces of Languedoc and Gascoign, all green and flourishing; tho’ indeed it was at a great distance, and we had some rough way to pass yet.
  


  
    We were a little uneasy, however, when we found it snow’d one whole day and a night, so fast that we could not travel; but he bid us be easy, we should soon be past it all. We found indeed, that we began to descend every day, and to come more north than before; and so depending upon our guide, we went on.
  


  
    It was about two hours before night, when our guide being something before us, and not just in sight, out rushed three monstrous wolves, and after them a bear, out of a hollow way, adjoyning to a thick wood; two of the wolves flew upon the guide, and had he been half a mile before us, he had been devour’d indeed, before we could have help’d him. One of them fastned upon his horse, and the other attack’d the man with that violence, that he had not time, or not presence of mind enough, to draw his pistol, but hollow’d and cry’d out to us most lustily; my man Friday being next me, I bid him ride up and see what was the matter; as soon as Friday came in sight of the man, he hollow’d as loud as t’other, ‘O master! O master!’ but like a bold fellow, rode directly up to the poor man, and with his pistol shot the wolf that attack’d him into the head.
  


  
    It was happy for the poor man that it was my man Friday; for he having been us’d to that kind of creature in his country, had no fear upon him, but went close up to him, and shot him as above; whereas any of us would have fir’d at a farther distance, and have perhaps miss’d the wolf, or endanger’d shooting the man.
  


  
    But it was enough to have terrify’d a bolder man than I, and indeed it alarm’d all our company, when with the noise of Friday’s pistol, we heard on both sides the dismallest howling of wolves, and the noise redoubled by the echo of the mountains, that it was to us as if there had been a prodigious multitude of them; and perhaps indeed there was not such a few, as that we had no cause of apprehensions.
  


  
    However, as Friday had kill’d this wolf, the other, that had fastned upon the horse, left him immediately, and fled; having happily fastned upon his head, where the bosses of the bridle had stuck in his teeth, so that he had not done him much hurt. The man indeed was most hurt; for the raging creature had bit him twice, once on the arm, and the other time a little above his knee; and he was just as it were tumbling down by the disorder of his horse, when Friday came up and shot the wolf.
  


  
    It is easy to suppose that at the noise of Friday’s pistol, we all mended our pace, and rid up as fast as the way (which was very difficult) would give us leave, to see what was the matter; as soon as we came clear of the trees, which blinded us before, we saw clearly what had been the case, and how Friday had disengag’d the poor guide; though we did not presently discern what kind of creature it was he had kill’d.
  


  
    But never was a fight manag’d so hardily, and in such a surprizing manner, as that which follow’d between Friday and the bear, which gave us all (though at first we were surpriz’d and afraid for him) the greatest diversion imaginable. As the bear is a heavy, clumsey creature, and does not gallop as the wolf does, who is swift and light; so he has two particular qualities, which generally are the rule of his actions. First, as to men, who are not his proper prey; I say, not his proper prey, because tho’ I cannot say what excessive hunger might do, which was now their case, the ground being all cover’d with snow; but as to men, he does not usually attempt them, unless they first attack him: on the contrary, if you meet him in the woods, if you don’t meddle with him, he won’t meddle with you; but then you must take care to be very civil to him, and give him the road; for he is a very nice gentleman, he won’t go a step out of his way for a prince; nay, if you are really afraid, your best way is to look another way, and keep going on; for sometimes if you stop, and stand still, and look steadily at him, he takes it for an affront; but if you throw or toss anything at him, and it hits him, though it were but a bit of a stick as big as your finger, he takes it for an affront, and sets all his other business aside to pursue his revenge; for he will have satisfaction in point of honour; that is his first quality. The next is, that if he be once affronted, he will never leave you, night or day, till he has his revenge; but follows at a good round rate, till he overtakes you.
  


  
    My man Friday had deliver’d our guide, and when we came up to him he was helping him off from his horse; for the man was both hurt and frighted, and indeed the last more than the first; when on the sudden we spy’d the bear come out of the wood, and a vast monstrous one it was, the biggest by far that ever I saw. We were all a little surpriz’d when we saw him; but when Friday saw him, it was easy to see joy and courage in the fellow’s countenance. ‘O! O! O!’ says Friday three times, pointing to him; ‘O master! You give me te leave! Me shakee te hand with him: me make you good laugh.’
  


  
    I was surpriz’d to see the fellow so pleas’d. ‘You fool you,’ says I, ‘he will eat you up.’ ‘Eatee me up! Eatee me up!’ says Friday, twice over again; ‘me eatee him up: me make you good laugh: you all stay here, me show you good laugh’; so down he sits, and gets his boots off in a moment, and put on a pair of pumps, as we call the flat shoes they wear, and which he had in his pocket, gives my other servant his horse, and with his gun away he flew swift like the wind.
  


  
    The bear was walking softly on, and offer’d to meddle with no body, till Friday coming pretty near, calls to him, as if the bear could understand him; ‘Hark ye, hark ye,’ says Friday, ‘me speakee wit you.’ We follow’d at a distance; for now being come down on the Gascoign side of the mountains, we were entred a vast great forest, where the country was plain, and pretty open, though many trees in it scatter’d here and there.
  


  
    Friday, who had, as we say, the heels of the bear, came up with him quickly, and takes up a great stone, and throws at him, and hit him just on the head; but did him no more harm than if he had thrown it against a wall; but it answer’d Friday’s end; for the rogue was so void of fear, that he did it purely to make the bear follow him, and show us some laugh as he call’d it.
  


  
    As soon as the bear felt the stone and saw him, he turns about and comes after him, taking devilish long strides, and shuffling along at a strange rate, so as would have put a horse to a middling gallop; away runs Friday, and takes his course as if he run towards us for help; so we all resolv’d to fire at once upon the bear and deliver my man; though I was angry at him heartily for bringing the bear back upon us, when he was going about his own business another way; and especially I was angry that he had turn’d the bear upon us, and then run away; and I call’d out, ‘You dog,’ said I, ‘is this your making us laugh? Come away, and take your horse, that we may shoot the creature.’ He hears me, and crys out, ‘No shoot, no shoot, stand still, you get much laugh.’ And as the nimble creature run two foot for the beast’s one, he turn’d on a sudden on one side of us, and seeing a great oak-tree, fit for his purpose, he beckon’d to us to follow, and doubling his pace he gets nimbly up the tree, laying his gun down upon the ground, at about five or six yards from the bottom of the tree.
  


  
    The bear soon came to the tree, and we follow’d at a distance; the first thing he did, he stopp’d at the gun, smelt to it, but let it lye, and up he scrambles into the tree, climbing like a cat, though so monstrously heavy. I was amaz’d at the folly, as I thought it, of my man, and could not for my life see any thing to laugh at yet, till seeing the bear get up the tree we all rode nearer to him.
  


  
    When we came to the tree, there was Friday got out to the small end of a large limb of the tree, and the bear got about half way to him; as soon as the bear got out to that part where the limb of the tree was weaker, ‘Ha,’ says he to us, ‘now you see me teachee the bear dance’; so he falls a jumping and shaking the bough, at which the bear began to totter, but stood still, and begun to look behind him, to see how he should get back; then indeed we did laugh heartily. But Friday had not done with him by a great deal; when he sees him stand still he calls out to him again, as if he had suppos’d the bear could speak English, ‘What, you no come farther? pray you come farther’; so he left jumping and shaking the bough; and the bear, just as if he had understood what he said, did come a little further, then he fell a jumping again, and the bear stopp’d again.
  


  
    We thought now was a good time to knock him on the head, and I call’d to Friday to stand still, and we would shoot the bear; but he cry’d out earnestly, ‘O pray! O pray! No shoot, me shoot, by and then’; he would have said, ‘by and by.’ However, to shorten the story, Friday danc’d so much, and the bear stood so ticklish, that we had laughing enough indeed, but still could not imagine what the fellow would do; for first we thought he depended upon shaking the bear off; and we found the bear was too cunning for that too; for he would not go out far enough to be thrown down, but clings fast with his great broad claws and feet, so that we could not imagine what would be the end of it, and where the jest would be at last.
  


  
    But Friday put us out of doubt quickly; for seeing the bear cling fast to the bough, and that he would not be perswaded to come any farther, ‘Well, well,’ says Friday, ‘you no come farther, me go, me go; you no come to me, me go come to you’; and upon this, he goes out to the smallest end of the bough, where it would bend with his weight, and gently lets himself down by it, sliding down the bough, till he came near enough to jump down on his feet, and away he run to his gun, takes it up, and stands still.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said I to him, ‘Friday, what will you do now? Why don’t you shoot him?’ ‘No shoot,’ says Friday, ‘no yet, me shoot now, me no kill; me stay, give you one more laugh’; and indeed so he did, as you will see presently; for when the bear see his enemy gone, he comes back from the bough where he stood; but did it mighty leisurely, looking behind him every step, and coming backward till he got into the body of the tree; then with the same hither end foremost, he came down the tree, grasping it with his claws, and moving one foot at a time, very leisurely; at this juncture, and just before he could set his hind feet upon the ground, Friday stept up close to him, clapt the muzzle of his piece into his ear, and shot him dead as a stone.
  


  
    Then the rogue turn’d about, to see if we did not laugh, and when he saw we were pleas’d by our looks, he falls a laughing himself very loud. ‘So we kill bear in my country,’ says Friday. ‘So you kill them,’ says I, ‘why you have no guns.’ ‘No,’ says he, ‘no gun, but shoot great much long arrow.’
  


  
    This was indeed a good diversion to us; but we were still in a wild place, and our guide very much hurt, and what to do we hardly knew; the howling of wolves run much in my head; and indeed, except the noise I once heard on the shore of Africa, of which I have said something already, I never heard any thing that filled me with so much horrour.
  


  
    These things, and the approach of night, called us off, or else, as Friday would have had us, we should certainly have taken the skin of this monstrous creature off, which was worth saving; but we had three leagues to go, and our guide hasten’d us, so we left him, and went forward on our journey.
  


  
    The ground was still cover’d with snow, tho’ not so deep and dangerous as on the mountains, and the ravenous creatures, as we heard afterwards, were come down into the forest and plain country, press’d by hunger to seek for food; and had done a great deal of mischief in the villages, where they surpriz’d the country people, kill’d a great many of their sheep and horses, and some people too.
  


  
    We had one dangerous place to pass, which our guide told us, if there were any more wolves in the country, we should find them there; and this was in a small plain, surrounded with woods on every side, and a long narrow defile or lane, which we were to pass to get through the wood, and then we should come to the village where we were to lodge.
  


  
    It was within half an hour of sun-set when we entred the first wood; and a little after sun-set when we came into the plain. We met with nothing in the first wood, except that in a little plain within the wood, which was not above two furlongs over, we saw five great wolves cross the road, full speed one after another, as if they had been in chase of some prey, and had it in view; they took no notice of us, and were gone and out of our sight in a few moments.
  


  
    Upon this our guide, who by the way was a wretched fainthearted fellow, bid us keep in a ready posture; for he believed there were more wolves a coming.
  


  
    We kept our arms ready, and our eyes about us, but we saw no more wolves, ’till we came thro’ that wood, which was near half a league, and entred the plain; as soon as we came into the plain we had occasion enough to look about us. The first object we met with was a dead horse; that is to say, a poor horse which the wolves had kill’d, and at least a dozen of them at work; we could not say eating of him, but picking of his bones rather; for they had eaten up all the flesh before.
  


  
    We did not think fit to disturb them at their feast, neither did they take much notice of us: Friday would have let fly at them, but I would not suffer him by any means; for I found we were like to have more business upon our hands than we were aware of. We were not gone half over the plain, but we began to hear the wolves howl in the wood on our left, in a frightful manner, and presently after we saw about a hundred coming on directly towards us, all in a body, and most of them in a line, as regularly as an army drawn up by experienc’d officers. I scarce knew in what manner to receive them; but found to draw ourselves in a close line was the only way: so we form’d in a moment. But that we might not have too much interval, I order’d that only every other man should fire, and that the others who had not fir’d should stand ready to give them a second volley immediately, if they continued to advance upon us, and that then those who had fir’d at first should not pretend to load their fusees again, but stand ready with every one a pistol; for we were all arm’d with a fusee and a pair of pistols each man; so we were by this method able to fire six volleys, half of us at a time; however, at present we had no necessity; for upon firing the first volley, the enemy made a full stop, being terrify’d as well with the noise as with the fire; four of them being shot into the head, dropp’d; several others were wounded, and went bleeding off, as we could see by the snow. I found they stopp’d, but did not immediately retreat; where-upon remembring that I had been told that the fiercest creatures were terrify’d at the voice of a man, I caus’d all our company to hollow as loud as we could; and I found the notion not altogether mistaken; for upon our shout, they began to retire and turn about; then I order’d a second volley to be fir’d in their rear, which put them to the gallop, and away they went to the woods.
  


  
    This gave us leisure to charge our pieces again, and that we might loose no time, we kept going; but we had but little more than loaded our fusees, and put ourselves into a readiness, when we heard a terrible noise in the same wood, on our left, only that it was farther onward the same way we were to go.
  


  
    The night was coming on, and the light began to be dusky, which made it worse on our side; but the noise encreasing, we could easily perceive that it was the howling and yelling of those hellish creatures; and on a sudden, we perceiv’d 2 or 3 troops of wolves, one on our left, one behind us, and one on our front; so that we seem’d to be surrounded with ’em; however, as they did not fall upon us, we kept our way forward, as fast as we could make our horses go, which, the way being very rough, was only a good large trot; and in this manner we came in view of the entrance of a wood, through which we were to pass, at the farther side of the plain; but we were greatly surpriz’d, when coming nearer the lane or pass, we saw a confus’d number of wolves standing just at the entrance.
  


  
    On a sudden, at another opening of the wood, we heard the noise of a gun; and looking that way, out rush’d a horse, with a saddle and a bridle on him, flying like the wind, and sixteen or seventeen wolves after him, full speed; indeed, the horse had the heels of them; but as we suppos’d that he could not hold it at that rate, we doubted not but they would get up with him at last, and no question but they did.
  


  
    But here we had a most horrible sight; for riding up to the entrance where the horse came out, we found the carcass of another horse, and of two men, devour’d by the ravenous creatures, and one of the men was no doubt the same who we heard fir’d the gun; for there lay a gun just by him, fir’d off; but as to the man, his head and the upper part of his body was eaten up.
  


  
    This fill’d us with horror, and we knew not what course to take, but the creatures resolv’d us soon; for they gather’d about us presently, in hopes of prey; and I verily believe there were three hundred of them. It happen’d very much to our advantage, that at the entrance into the wood, but a little way from it, there lay some large timber trees, which had been cut down the summer before, and I suppose lay there for carriage; I drew my little troop in among those trees, and placing our selves in a line behind one long tree, I advis’d them all to light, and keeping that tree before us for a breast work, to stand in a triangle, or three fronts, enclosing our horses in the center.
  


  
    We did so, and it was well we did; for never was a more furious charge than the creatures made upon us in the place; they came on us with a growling kind of a noise (and mounted the piece of timber, which, as I said, was our breast work) as if they were only rushing upon their prey; and this fury of theirs, it seems, was principally occasion’d by their seeing our horses behind us, which was the prey they aim’d at: I order’d our men to fire as before, every other man; and they took their aim so sure, that indeed they kill’d several of the wolves at the first volley; but there was a necessity to keep a continual firing; for they came on like devils, those behind pushing on those before.
  


  
    When we had fir’d our second volley of our fusees, we thought they stopp’d a little, and I hop’d they would have gone off; but it was but a moment; for others came forward again; so we fir’d two volleys of our pistols, and I believe in these four firings we had kill’d seventeen or eighteen of them, and lam’d twice as many; yet they came on again.
  


  
    I was loath to spend our last shot too hastily; so I call’d my servant, not my man Friday, for he was better employ’d; for with the greatest dexterity imaginable, he had charg’d my fusee and his own, while we were engag’d; but as I said, I call’d my other man, and giving him a horn of powder, I bad him lay a train all along the piece of timber, and let it be a large train; he did so, and had but just time to get away, when the wolves came up to it, and some were got up upon it; when I, snapping an uncharg’d pistol close to the powder, set it on fire; those that were upon the timber were scorcht with it, and six or seven of them fell, or rather jump’d in among us, with the force and fright of the fire; we dispatch’d these in an instant, and the rest were so frighted with the light, which the night, for it was now very dark, made more terrible, that they drew back a little.
  


  
    Upon which I order’d our last pistol to be fir’d off in one volley, and after that we gave a shout; upon this, the wolves turn’d tail, and we sally’d immediately upon near twenty lame ones, who we found struggling on the ground, and fell a cutting them with our swords, which answer’d our expectation; for the crying and howling they made was better understood by their fellows, so that they all fled and left us.
  


  
    We had, first and last, kill’d about three score of them; and had it been day-light, we had kill’d many more. The field of battle being thus clear’d, we made forward again; for we had still near a league to go. We heard the ravenous creatures houl and yell in the woods as we went, several times; and sometimes we fancy’d we saw some of them, but the snow dazling our eyes, we were not certain; so in about an hour more, we came to the town where we were to lodge, which we found in a terrible fright, and all in arms; for it seems that the night before, the wolves and some bears had broke into the village in the night, and put them in a terrible fright; and they were oblig’d to keep guard night and day, but especially in the night, to preserve their cattle, and indeed their people.
  


  
    The next morning our guide was so ill, and his limbs swell’d with the rankling of his two wounds, that he could go no farther; so we were oblig’d to take a new guide there, and go to Thoulouse, where we found a warm climate, a fruitful pleasant country, and no snow, no wolves, or any thing like them; but when we told our story at Thoulouse, they told us it was nothing but what was ordinary in the great forest at the foot of the mountains, especially when the snow lay on the ground: but they enquir’d much what kind of a guide we had gotten, that would venture to bring us that way in such a severe season; and told us it was very much we were not all devour’d. When we told them how we plac’d our selves, and the horses in the middle, they blam’d us exceedingly, and told us it was fifty to one but we had all been destroy’d; for it was the sight of the horses which made the wolves so furious, seeing their prey; and that at other times they are really afraid of a gun; but the being excessive hungry, and raging on that account, the eagerness to come at the horses had made them sensless of danger; and that if we had not by the continu’d fire, and at last by the stratagem of the train of powder, master’d them, it had been great odds but that we had been torn to pieces; whereas had we been content to have sat still on horseback, and fir’d as horsemen, they would not have taken the horses for so much their own, when men were on their backs, as otherwise; and withal they told us, that at last, if we had stood altogether, and left our horses, they would have been so eager to have devour’d them, that we might have come off safe, especially having our fire arms in our hands, and being so many in number.
  


  
    For my part, I was never so sensible of danger in my life; for seeing above three hundred devils come roaring and open mouth’d to devour us, and having nothing to shelter us, or retreat to, I gave my self over for lost; and as it was, I believe I shall never care to cross those mountains again; I think I would much rather go a thousand leagues by sea, though I were sure to meet with a storm once a week.
  


  
    I have nothing uncommon to take notice of in my passage through France; nothing but what other travellers have given an account of, with much more advantage than I can. I travell’d from Thoulouse to Paris, and without any considerable stay, came to Callais, and landed safe at Dover, the fourteenth of January, after having had a severely cold season to travel in.
  


  
    I was now come to the center of my travels, and had in a little time all my new discover’d estate safe about me, the bills of exchange which I brought with me having been very currently paid.
  


  
    My principal guide and privy councellor was my good antient widow, who in gratitude for the money I had sent her, thought no pains too much, or care too great, to employ for me; and I trusted her so entirely with every thing, that I was perfectly easy as to the security of my effects; and indeed, I was very happy from my beginning, and now to the end, in the unspotted integrity of this good gentlewoman.
  


  
    And now I began to think of leaving my effects with this woman, and setting out for Lisbon, and so to the Brasils; but now another scruple came in my way, and that was religion; for as I had entertain’d some doubts about the Roman religion, even while I was abroad, especially in my state of solitude; so I knew there was no going to the Brasils for me, much less going to settle there, unless I resolv’d to embrace the Roman Catholick religion, without any reserve; unless on the other hand I resolv’d to be a sacrifice to my principles, be a martyr for religion, and die in the Inquisition; so I resolv’d to stay at home, and if I could find means for it, to dispose of my plantation.
  


  
    To this purpose I wrote to my old friend at Lisbon, who in return gave me notice that he could easily dispose of it there: but that if I thought fit to give him leave to offer it in my name to the two merchants, the survivors of my trustees, who liv’d in the Brasils, who must fully understand the value of it, who liv’d just upon the spot, and who I knew were very rich; so that he believ’d they would be fond of buying it; he did not doubt, but I should make 4 or 5,000 pieces of eight the more of it.
  


  
    Accordingly I agreed, gave him order to offer it to them, and he did so; and in about 8 months more, the ship being then return’d, he sent me account that they had accepted the offer, and had remitted 33,000 pieces of eight to a correspondent of theirs at Lisbon, to pay for it.
  


  
    In return I sign’d the instrument of sale in the form which they sent from Lisbon, and sent it to my old man, who sent me bills of exchange for 32,800 pieces of eight, for the estate; reserving the payment of 100 moidores a year to him, the old man, during his life, and 50 moidores afterwards to his son for his life, which I had promised them, which the plantation was to make good as a rent-charge. And thus I have given the first part of a life of fortune and adventure, a life of Providence’s chequer-work, and of a variety which the world will seldom be able to show the like of: beginning foolishly, but closing much more happily than any part of it ever gave me leave so much as to hope for.
  


  
    Any one would think that in this state of complicated good fortune I was past running any more hazards; and so indeed I had been, if other circumstances had concurr’d; but I was inur’d to a wandring life, had no family, not many relations, nor, however rich, had I contracted much acquaintance; and though I had sold my estate in the Brasils, yet I could not keep the country out of my head, and had a great mind to be upon the wing again; especially I could not resist the strong inclination I had to see my island, and to know if the poor Spaniards were in being there, and how the rogues I left there had used them.
  


  
    My true friend, the widow, earnestly diswaded me from it, and so far prevail’d with me, that for almost seven years she prevented my running abroad; during which time I took my two nephews, the children of one of my brothers, into my care. The eldest having something of his own, I bred up as a gentleman, and gave him a settlement of some addition to his estate, after my decease; the other I put out to a captain of a ship; and after five years, finding him a sensible bold enterprising young fellow, I put him into a good ship, and sent him to sea: and this young fellow afterwards drew me in, as old as I was, to farther adventures my self.
  


  
    In the mean time I in part settled my self here; for first of all I marry’d, and that not either to my disadvantage or dissatisfaction, and had three children, two sons and one daughter: but my wife dying, and my nephew coming home with good success from a voyage to Spain, my inclination to go abroad, and his importunity, prevailed and engag’d me to go in his ship, as a private trader to the East Indies. This was in the year 1694.
  


  
    In this voyage I visited my new collony in the island, saw my successors the Spaniards, had the whole story of their lives, and of the villains I left there; how at first they insulted the poor Spaniards, how they afterwards agreed, disagreed, united, separated, and how at last the Spaniards were oblig’d to use violence with them, how they were subjected to the Spaniards, how honestly the Spaniards used them; a history, if it were entred into, as full of variety and wonderful accidents as my own part; particularly also as to their battles with the Caribbeans, who landed several times upon the island, and as to the improvement they made upon the island it self, and how five of them made an attempt upon the main land, and brought away eleven men and five women prisoners, by which, at my coming, I found about twenty young children on the island.
  


  
    Here I stay’d about 20 days, left them supplies of all necessary things, and particularly of arms, powder, shot, cloaths, tools, and two workmen, which I brought from England with me, viz. a carpenter and a smith.
  


  
    Besides this, I shar’d the island into parts with ’em, reserv’d to my self the property of the whole, but gave them such parts respectively as they agreed on; and having settled all things with them, and engaged them not to leave the place, I left them there.
  


  
    From thence I touch’d at the Brasils, from whence I sent a bark which I bought there, with more people to the island, and in it, besides other supplies, I sent seven women, being such as I found proper for service, or for wives to such as would take them. As to the English men, I promis’d them to send them some women from England, with a good cargoe of necessaries, if they would apply themselves to planting, which I afterwards perform’d. And the fellows prov’d very honest and diligent after they were master’d and had their properties set apart for them. I sent them also from the Brasils five cows, three of them being big with calf, some sheep, and some hogs, which, when I came again, were considerably encreas’d.
  


  
    But all these things, with an account how 300 Caribbees came and invaded them, and ruin’d their plantations, and how they fought with that whole number twice, and were at first defeated, and three of them kill’d; but at last a storm destroying their enemies’ canoes, they famish’d or destroy’d almost all the rest, and renew’d and recover’d the possession of their plantation, and still liv’d upon the island; all these things, with some very surprizing incidents in some new adventures of my own, for ten years more, I may perhaps give a farther account of hereafter.
  


  
    Footnotes
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    1 All editions except the first two read disputed.
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    The Terrible Stranger in the Churchyard
  


  
    CHAPTER I
  


  
    MY father’s family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip, my infant tongue could make of both names nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. So I called myself Pip, and came to be called Pip.
  


  
    I give Pirrip as my father’s family name, on the authority of his tombstone and my sister—Mrs. Joe Gargery, who married the blacksmith. As I never saw my father or my mother, and never saw any likeness of either of them (for their days were long before the days of photographs), my first fancies regarding what they were like, were unreasonably derived from their tombstones. The shape of the letters on my father’s, gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the inscription, ‘Also Georgiana Wife of the Above,’ I drew a childish conclusion that my mother was freckled and sickly. To five little stone lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, which were arranged in a neat row beside their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of mine—who gave up trying to get a living exceedingly early in that universal struggle—I am indebted for a belief I religiously entertained that they had all been born on their backs with their hands in their trousers-pockets, and had never taken them out in this state of existence.
  


  
    Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within, as the river wound, twenty miles of the sea. My first most vivid and broad impression of the identity of things, seems to me to have been gained on a memorable raw afternoon towards evening. At such a time I found out for certain, that this bleak place overgrown with nettles was the churchyard; and that Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and also Georgiana wife of the above, were dead and buried; and that Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham, Tobias, and Roger, infant children of the aforesaid, were also dead and buried; and that the dark flat wilderness beyond the churchyard, intersected with dykes and mounds and gates, with scattered cattle feeding on it, was the marshes; and that the low leaden line beyond was the river; and that the distant savage lair from which the wind was rushing, was the sea; and that the small bundle of shivers growing afraid of it all and beginning to cry, was Pip.
  


  
    ‘Hold your noise!’ cried a terrible voice, as a man started up from among the graves at the side of the church porch. ‘Keep still, you little devil, or I’ll cut your throat!’
  


  
    A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round his head. A man who had been soaked in water, and smothered in mud, and lamed by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by nettles, and torn by briars; who limped and shivered, and glared and growled; and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin.
  


  
    ‘O! Don’t cut my throat, sir,’ I pleaded in terror. ‘Pray don’t do it, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Tell us your name!’ said the man. ‘Quick!’
  


  
    ‘Pip, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Once more,’ said the man, staring at me. ‘Give it mouth!’
  


  
    ‘Pip. Pip, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Show us where you live,’ said the man. ‘Pint out the place!’
  


  
    I pointed to where our village lay, on the flat in-shore among the alder-trees and pollards, a mile or more from the church.
  


  
    The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me upside down, and emptied my pockets. There was nothing in them but a piece of bread. When the church came to itself—for he was so sudden and strong that he made it go head over heels before me, and I saw the steeple under my feet—when the church came to itself, I say, I was seated on a high tombstone, trembling, while he ate the bread ravenously.
  


  
    ‘You young dog,’ said the man, licking his lips, ‘what fat cheeks you ha’ got.’
  


  
    I believe they were fat, though I was at that time undersized, for my years, and not strong.
  


  
    ‘Darn Me if I couldn’t eat ’em,’ said the man, with a threatening shake of his head, ‘and if I han’t half a mind to’t!’
  


  
    I earnestly expressed my hope that he wouldn’t, and held tighter to the tombstone on which he had put me; partly, to keep myself upon it; partly, to keep myself from crying.
  


  
    ‘Now lookee here!’ said the man. ‘Where’s your mother?’
  


  
    ‘There, sir!’ said I.
  


  
    He started, made a short run, and stopped and looked over his shoulder.
  


  
    ‘There, sir!’ I timidly explained. ‘Also Georgiana. That’s my mother.’
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ said he, coming back. ‘And is that your father alonger your mother?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir,’ said I; ‘him too; late of this parish.’
  


  
    ‘Ha!’ he muttered then, considering. ‘Who d’ye live with—supposin’ you’re kindly let to live, which I han’t made up my mind about?’
  


  
    ‘My sister, sir—Mrs. Joe Gargery—wife of Joe Gargery, the blacksmith, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Blacksmith, eh?’ said he. And looked down at his leg.
  


  
    After darkly looking at his leg and at me several times, he came closer to my tombstone, took me by both arms, and tilted me back as far as he could hold me; so that his eyes looked most powerfully down into mine, and mine looked most helplessly up into his.
  


  
    ‘Now lookee here,’ he said, ‘the question being whether you’re to be let to live. You know what a file is?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir.’
  


  
    ‘And you know what wittles is?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir.’
  


  
    After each question he tilted me over a little more, so as to give me a greater sense of helplessness and danger.
  


  
    ‘You get me a file.’ He tilted me again. ‘And you get me wittles.’ He tilted me again. ‘You bring ’em both to me.’ He tilted me again. ‘Or I’ll have your heart and liver out.’ He tilted me again.
  


  
    I was dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with both hands, and said, ‘If you would kindly please to let me keep upright, sir, perhaps I shouldn’t be sick, and perhaps I could attend more.’
  


  
    He gave me a most tremendous dip and roll, so that the church jumped over its own weather-cock. Then, he held me by the arms in an upright position on the top of the stone, and went on in these fearful terms:
  


  
    ‘You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and them wittles. You bring the lot to me, at that old Battery over yonder. You do it, and you never dare to say a word or dare to make a sign concerning your having seen such a person as me, or any person sumever, and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go from my words in any partickler, no matter how small it is, and your heart and your liver shall be tore out, roasted and ate. Now, I ain’t alone, as you may think I am. There’s a young man hid with me, in comparison with which young man I am a Angel. That young man hears the words I speak. That young man has a secret way pecooliar to himself, of getting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. It is in wain for a boy to attempt to hide himself from that young man. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck himself up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think himself comfortable and safe, but that young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open. I am a keeping that young man from harming of you at the present moment, with great difficulty. I find it wery hard to hold that young man off of your inside. Now, what do you say?’
  


  
    I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him what broken bits of food I could, and I would come to him at the Battery, early in the morning.
  


  
    ‘Say, Lord strike you dead if you don’t!’ said the man.
  


  
    I said so, and he took me down.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ he pursued, ‘you remember what you’ve undertook, and you remember that young man, and you get home!’
  


  
    ‘Goo-good night, sir,’ I faltered.
  


  
    ‘Much of that!’ said he, glancing about him over the cold wet flat. ‘I wish I was a frog. Or a eel!’
  


  
    At the same time, he hugged his shuddering body in both his arms—clasping himself, as if to hold himself together—and limped towards the low church wall. As I saw him go, picking his way among the nettles, and among the brambles that bound the green mounds, he looked in my young eyes as if he were eluding the hands of the dead people, stretching up cautiously out of their graves, to get a twist upon his ankle and pull him in.
  


  
    When he came to the low church wall, he got over it, like a man whose legs were numbed and stiff, and then turned round to look for me. When I saw him turning, I set my face towards home, and made the best use of my legs. But presently I looked over my shoulder, and saw him going on again towards the river, still hugging himself in both arms, and picking his way with his sore feet among the great stones dropped into the marshes here and there, for stepping-places when the rains were heavy, or the tide was in.
  


  
    The marshes were just a long black horizontal line then, as I stopped to look after him; and the river was just another horizontal line, not nearly so broad nor yet so black; and the sky was just a row of long angry red lines and dense black lines intermixed. On the edge of the river I could faintly make out the only two black things in all the prospect that seemed to be standing upright; one of these was the beacon by which the sailors steered—like an unhooped cask upon a pole—an ugly thing when you were near it; the other a gibbet, with some chains hanging to it which had once held a pirate. The man was limping on towards this latter, as if he were the pirate come to life, and come down, and going back to hook himself up again. It gave me a terrible turn when I thought so; and as I saw the cattle lifting their heads to gaze after him, I wondered whether they thought so too. I looked all round for the horrible young man, and could see no signs of him. But now I was frightened again, and ran home without stopping.
  


  
    CHAPTER II
  


  
    MY sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older than I, and had established a great reputation with herself and the neighbours because she had brought me up ‘by hand.’ Having at that time to find out for myself what the expression meant, and knowing her to have a hard and heavy hand, and to be much in the habit of laying it upon her husband as well as upon me, I supposed that Joe Gargery and I were both brought up by hand.
  


  
    She was not a good-looking woman, my sister; and I had a general impression that she must have made Joe Gargery marry her by hand. Joe was a fair man, with curls of flaxen hair on each side of his smooth face, and with eyes of such a very undecided blue that they seemed to have somehow got mixed with their own whites. He was a mild, good-natured, sweet-tempered, easy-going, foolish, dear fellow—a sort of Hercules in strength, and also in weakness.
  


  
    My sister, Mrs. Joe, with black hair and eyes, had such a prevailing redness of skin, that I sometimes used to wonder whether it was possible she washed herself with a nutmeg-grater instead of soap. She was tall and bony, and almost always wore a coarse apron, fastened over her figure behind with two loops, and having a square impregnable bib in front, that was stuck full of pins and needles. She made it a powerful merit in herself, and a strong reproach against Joe, that she wore this apron so much. Though I really see no reason why she should have worn it at all: or why, if she did wear it at all, she should not have taken it off every day of her life.
  


  
    Joe’s forge adjoined our house, which was a wooden house, as many of the dwellings in our country were—most of them, at that time. When I ran home from the churchyard, the forge was shut up, and Joe was sitting alone in the kitchen. Joe and I being fellow-sufferers, and having confidences as such, Joe imparted a confidence to me, the moment I raised the latch of the door and peeped in at him opposite to it, sitting in the chimney corner.
  


  
    ‘Mrs. Joe has been out a dozen times, looking for you, Pip. And she’s out now, making it a baker’s dozen.’
  


  
    ‘Is she?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Pip,’ said Joe; ‘and what’s worse, she’s got Tickler with her.’
  


  
    At this dismal intelligence, I twisted the only button on my waistcoat round and round, and looked in great depression at the fire. Tickler was a wax-ended piece of cane, worn smooth by collision with my tickled frame.
  


  
    ‘She sot down,’ said Joe, ‘and she got up, and she made a grab at Tickler, and she Ram-paged out. That’s what she did,’ said Joe, slowly clearing the fire between the lower bars with the poker, and looking at it: ‘she Ram-paged out, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘Has she been gone long, Joe?’ I always treated him as a larger species of child, and as no more than my equal.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Joe, glancing up at the Dutch clock, ‘she’s been on the Ram-page, this last spell, about five minutes, Pip. She’s a-coming! Get behind the door, old chap, and have the jack-towel betwixt you.’
  


  
    I took the advice. My sister, Mrs. Joe, throwing the door wide open, and finding an obstruction behind it, immediately divined the cause, and applied Tickler to its further investigation. She concluded by throwing me—I often served as a connubial missile—at Joe, who, glad to get hold of me on any terms, passed me on into the chimney and quietly fenced me up there with his great leg.
  


  
    ‘Where have you been, you young monkey?’ said Mrs. Joe, stamping her foot. ‘Tell me directly what you’ve been doing to wear me away with fret and fright and worrit, or I’d have you out of that corner if you was fifty Pips, and he was five hundred Gargerys.’
  


  
    ‘I have only been to the churchyard,’ said I, from my stool, crying and rubbing myself.
  


  
    ‘Churchyard!’ repeated my sister. ‘If it warn’t for me you’d have been to the churchyard long ago, and stayed there. Who brought you up by hand?’
  


  
    ‘You did,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘And why did I do it, I should like to know?’ exclaimed my sister.
  


  
    I whimpered, ‘I don’t know.’
  


  
    ‘I don’t!’ said my sister. ‘I’d never do it again! I know that. I may truly say I’ve never had this apron of mine off, since born you were. It’s bad enough to be a blacksmith’s wife (and him a Gargery), without being your mother.’
  


  
    My thoughts strayed from that question as I looked disconsolately at the fire. For, the fugitive out on the marshes with the ironed leg, the mysterious young man, the file, the food, and the dreadful pledge I was under to commit a larceny on those sheltering premises, rose before me in the avenging coals.
  


  
    ‘Hah!’ said Mrs. Joe, restoring Tickler to his station. ‘Churchyard, indeed! You may well say churchyard, you two.’ One of us, by-the-bye, had not said it at all. ‘You’ll drive me to the churchyard betwixt you, one of these days, and oh, a pr-r-recious pair you’d be without me!’
  


  
    As she applied herself to set the tea-things, Joe peeped down at me over his leg, as if he were mentally casting me and himself up, and calculating what kind of pair we practically should make, under the grievous circumstances foreshadowed. After that, he sat feeling his right-side flaxen curls and whisker, and following Mrs. Joe about with his blue eyes, as his manner always was at squally times.
  


  
    My sister had a trenchant way of cutting our bread-and butter for us, that never varied. First, with her left hand she jammed the loaf hard and fast against her bib—where it sometimes got a pin into it, and sometimes a needle, which we afterwards got into our mouths. Then she took some butter (not too much) on a knife and spread it on the loaf, in an apothecary kind of way, as if she were making a plaister—using both sides of the knife with a slapping dexterity, and trimming and moulding the butter off round the crust. Then, she gave the knife a final smart wipe on the edge of the plaister, and then sawed a very thick round off the loaf: which she finally, before separating from the loaf, hewed into two halves, of which Joe got one, and I the other.
  


  
    On the present occasion, though I was hungry, I dared not eat my slice. I felt that I must have something in reserve for my dreadful acquaintance, and his ally the still more dreadful young man. I knew Mrs. Joe’s housekeeping to be of the strictest kind, and that my larcenous researches might find nothing available in the safe. Therefore I resolved to put my hunk of bread-and-butter down the leg of my trousers.
  


  
    The effort of resolution necessary to the achievement of this purpose, I found to be quite awful. It was as if I had to make up my mind to leap from the top of a high house, or plunge into a great depth of water. And it was made the more difficult by the unconscious Joe. In our already-mentioned freemasonry as fellow-sufferers, and in his good-natured companionship with me, it was our evening habit to compare the way we bit through our slices, by silently holding them up to each other’s admiration now and then—which stimulated us to new exertions, To-night, Joe several times invited me, by the display of his fast-diminishing slice, to enter upon our usual friendly competition; but he found me, each time, with my yellow mug of tea on one knee, and my untouched bread-and-butter on the other. At last, I desperately considered that the thing I contemplated must be done, and that it had best be done in the least improbable manner consistent with the circumstances. I took advantage of a moment when Joe had just looked at me, and got my bread-and-butter down my leg.
  


  
    Joe was evidently made uncomfortable by what he supposed to be my loss of appetite, and took a thoughtful bite out of his slice, which he didn’t seem to enjoy. He turned it about in his mouth much longer than usual, pondering over it a good deal, and after all gulped it down like a pill. He was about to take another bite, and had just got his head on one side for a good purchase on it, when his eye fell on me, and he saw that my bread-and-butter was gone.
  


  
    The wonder and consternation with which Joe stopped on the threshold of his bite and stared at me, were too evident to escape my sister’s observation.
  


  
    ‘What’s the matter now?’ said she, smartly, as she put down her cup.
  


  
    ‘I say, you know!’ muttered Joe, shaking his head at me in a very serious remonstrance. ‘Pip, old chap! You’ll do yourself a mischief. It’ll stick somewhere. You can’t have chawed it, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘What’s the matter now?’ repeated my sister, more sharply than before.
  


  
    ‘If you can cough any trifle on it up, Pip, I’d recommend you to do it,’ said Joe, all aghast. ‘Manners is manners, but still your elth’s your elth.’
  


  
    By this time, my sister was quite desperate, so she pounced on Joe, and, taking him by the two whiskers, knocked his head for a little while against the wall behind him: while I sat in the corner, looking guiltily on.
  


  
    ‘Now, perhaps you’ll mention what’s the matter,’ said my sister, out of breath, ‘you staring great stuck pig.’
  


  
    Joe looked at her in a helpless way; then took a helpless bite, and looked at me again.
  


  
    ‘You know, Pip,’ said Joe, solemnly, with his last bite in his cheek, and speaking in a confidential voice, as if we two were quite alone, ‘you and me is always friends, and I’d be the last to tell upon you, any time. But such a’—he moved his chair, arid looked about the floor between us, and then again at me—‘such a most uncommon bolt as that!’
  


  
    ‘Been bolting his food, has he?’ cried my sister.
  


  
    ‘You know, old chap,’ said Joe, looking at me, and not at Mrs. Joe, with his bite still in his cheek, ‘I Bolted, myself, when I was your age—frequent—and as a boy I’ve been among a many Bolters; but I never see your bolting equal yet, Pip, and it’s a mercy you ain’t Bolted dead.’
  


  
    My sister made a dive at me, and fished me up by the hair; saying nothing more than the awful words, ‘You come along and be dosed.’
  


  
    Some medical beast had revived Tar-water in those days as a fine medicine, and Mrs. Joe always kept a supply of it in the cupboard; having a belief in its virtues correspondent to its nastiness. At the best of times, so much of this elixir was administered to me as a choice restorative, that I was conscious of going about, smelling like a new fence. On this particular evening, the urgency of my case demanded a pint of this mixture, which was poured down my throat, for my greater comfort, while Mrs. Joe held my head under her arm, as a boot would be held in a boot-jack. Joe got off with half a pint; but was made to swallow that (much to his disturbance, as he sat slowly munching and meditating before the fire), ‘because he had had a turn.’ Judging from myself, I should say he certainly had a turn afterwards, if he had had none before.
  


  
    Conscience is a dreadful thing when it accuses man or boy; but when, in the case of a boy, that secret burden co-operates with another secret burden down the leg of his trousers, it is (as I can testify) a great punishment. The guilty knowledge that I was going to rob Mrs. Joe—I never thought I was going to rob Joe, for I never thought of any of the housekeeping property as his—united to the necessity of always keeping one hand on my bread-and-butter as I sat, or when I was ordered about the kitchen on any small errand, almost drove me out of my mind. Then, as the marsh winds made the fire glow and flare, I thought I heard the voice outside, of the man with the iron on his leg who had sworn me to secrecy, declaring that he couldn’t and wouldn’t starve until to-morrow, but must be fed now. At other times, I thought, What if the young man who was with so much difficulty restrained from imbruing his hands in me, should yield to a constitutional impatience, or should mistake the time, and should think himself accredited to my heart and liver to-night, instead of to-morrow! If ever anybody’s hair stood on end with terror, mine must have done so then. But, perhaps, nobody’s ever did?
  


  
    It was Christmas Eve, and I had to stir the pudding for next day, with a copper-stick, from seven to eight by the Dutch clock. I tried it with the load upon my leg (and that made me think afresh of the man with the load on his leg), and found the tendency of exercise to bring the bread-and-butter out at my ankle, quite unmanageable. Happily I slipped away, and deposited that part of my conscience in my garret bedroom.
  


  
    ‘Hark!’ said I, when I had done my stirring, and was taking a final warm in the chimney corner before being sent up to bed; ‘was that great guns, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ said Joe. ‘There’s another conwict off.’
  


  
    ‘What does that mean, Joe?’ said I.
  


  
    Mrs. Joe, who always took explanations upon herself, said snappishly, ‘Escaped. Escaped.’ Administering the definition like Tar-water.
  


  
    While Mrs. Joe sat with her head bending over her needlework, I put my mouth into the forms of saying to Joe, ‘What’s a convict?’ Joe put his mouth into the forms of returning such a highly elaborate answer, that I could make out nothing of it but the single word, ‘Pip.’
  


  
    ‘There was a conwict off last night,’ said Joe, aloud, ‘after sunset-gun. And they fired warning of him. And now it appears they’re firing warning of another.’
  


  
    ‘Who’s firing?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Drat that boy,’ interposed my sister, frowning at me over her work, ‘what a questioner he is. Ask no questions, and you’ll be told no lies.’
  


  
    It was not very polite to herself, I thought, to imply that I should be told lies by her, even if I did ask questions. But she never was polite, unless there was company.
  


  
    At this point, Joe greatly augmented my curiosity by taking the utmost pains to open his mouth very wide, and to put it into the form of a word that looked to me like ‘sulks.’ Therefore, I naturally pointed to Mrs. Joe, and put my mouth into the form of saying ‘her?’ But Joe wouldn’t hear of that at all, and again opened his mouth very wide, and shook the form of a most emphatic word out of it. But I could make nothing of the word.
  


  
    ‘Mrs. Joe,’ said I, as a last resort, ‘I should like to know—if you wouldn’t much mind—where the firing comes from?’
  


  
    ‘Lord bless the boy!’ exclaimed my sister, as if she didn’t quite mean that, but rather the contrary. ‘From the Hulks!’
  


  
    ‘Oh-h!’ said I, looking at Joe. ‘Hulks!’
  


  
    Joe gave a reproachful cough, as much as to say, ‘Well, I told you so.’
  


  
    ‘And please what’s Hulks?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘That’s the way with this boy!’ exclaimed my sister, pointing me out with her needle and thread, and shaking her head at me. ‘Answer him one question, and he’ll ask you a dozen directly. Hulks are prison-ships, right ’cross th’ meshes.’ We always used that name for marshes in our country.
  


  
    ‘I wonder who’s put into prison-ships, and why they’re put there?’ said I, in a general way, and with quiet desperation.
  


  
    It was too much for Mrs. Joe, who immediately rose. ‘I tell you what, young fellow,’ said she, ‘I didn’t bring you up by hand to badger people’s lives out. It would be blame to me, and not praise, if I had. People are put in the Hulks because they murder, and because they rob, and forge, and do all sorts of bad; and they always begin by asking questions. Now, you get along to bed!’
  


  
    I was never allowed a candle to light me to bed, and, as I went up-stairs in the dark, with my head tingling—from Mrs. Joe’s thimble having played the tambourine upon it, to accompany her last words—I felt fearfully sensible of the great convenience that the hulks were handy for me. I was clearly on my way there. I had begun by asking questions, and I was going to rob Mrs. Joe.
  


  
    Since that time, which is far enough away now, I have often thought that few people know what secrecy there is in the young, under terror. No matter how unreasonable the terror, so that it be terror. I was in mortal terror of the young man who wanted my heart and liver; I was in mortal terror of my interlocutor with the iron leg; I was in mortal terror of myself, from whom an awful promise had been extracted; I had no hope of deliverance through my all-powerful sister, who repulsed me at every turn; I am afraid to think of what I might have done on requirement, in the secrecy of my terror.
  


  
    If I slept at all that night, it was only to imagine myself drifting down the river on a strong spring-tide, to the Hulks; a ghostly pirate calling out to me through a speaking-trumpet, as I passed the gibbet-station, that I had better come ashore and be hanged there at once, and not put it off. I was afraid to sleep, even if I had been inclined, for I knew that at the first faint dawn of morning I must rob the pantry. There was no doing it in the night, for there was no getting a light by easy friction then; to have got one, I must have struck it out of flint and steel, and have made a noise like the very pirate himself rattling his chains.
  


  
    As soon as the great black velvet pall outside my little window was shot with grey, I got up and went down-stairs; every board upon the way, and every crack in every board, calling after me, ‘Stop thief!’ and ‘Get up, Mrs. Joe!’ In the pantry, which was far more abundantly supplied than usual, owing to the season, I was very much alarmed, by a hare hanging up by the heels, whom I rather thought I caught, when my back was half turned, winking. I had no time for verification, no time for selection, no time for anything, for I had no time to spare. I stole some bread, some rind of cheese, about half a jar of mincemeat (which I tied up in my pocket-handkerchief with my last night’s slice), some brandy from a stone bottle (which I decanted into a glass bottle I had secretly used for making that intoxicating fluid, Spanish-liquorice-water, up in my room; diluting the stone bottle from a jug in the kitchen cupboard), a meat bone with very little on it, and a beautiful round compact pork pie. I was nearly going away without the pie, but I was tempted to mount upon a shelf, to look what it was that was put away so carefully in a covered earthenware dish in a corner, and I found it was the pie, and I took it, in the hope that it was not intended for early use, and would not be missed for some time.
  


  
    There was a door in the kitchen communicating with the forge; I unlocked and unbolted that door, and got a file from among Joe’s tools. Then I put the fastenings as I had found them, opened the door at which I had entered when I ran home last night, shut it, and ran for the misty marshes.
  


  
    CHAPTER III
  


  
    IT was a rimy morning, and very damp. I had seen the damp lying on the outside of my little window, as if some goblin had been crying there all night, and using the window for a pocket-handkerchief. Now I saw the damp lying on the bare hedges and spare grass, like a coarser sort of spiders’ webs; hanging itself from twig to twig and blade to blade. On every rail and gate, wet lay clammy, and the marsh-mist was so thick, that the wooden finger on the post directing people to our village—a direction which they never accepted, for they never came there—was invisible to me until I was quite close under it. Then, as I looked up at it, while it dripped, it seemed to my oppressed conscience like a phantom devoting me to the Hulks.
  


  
    The mist was heavier yet when I got out upon the marshes, so that instead of my running at everything, everything seemed to run at me. This was very disagreeable to a guilty mind. The gates and dykes and banks came bursting at me through the mist, as if they cried as plainly as could be, ‘A boy with Somebody-else’s pork pie! Stop him!’ The cattle came upon me with like suddenness, staring out of their eyes, and steaming out of their nostrils, ‘Halloa, young thief!’ One black ox, with a white cravat on—who even had to my awakened conscience something of a clerical air—fixed me so obstinately with his eyes, and moved his blunt head round in such an accusatory manner as I moved round, that I blubbered out to him, ‘I couldn’t help it, sir! It wasn’t for myself I took it!’ Upon which he put down his head, blew a cloud of smoke out of his nose, and vanished with a kick-up of his hindlegs, and a flourish of his tail.
  


  
    All this time I was getting on towards the river; but however fast I went, I couldn’t warm my feet, to which the damp cold seemed riveted, as the iron was riveted to the leg of the man I was running to meet. I knew my way to the Battery, pretty straight, for I had been down there on a Sunday with Joe, and Joe, sitting on an old gun, had told me that when I was ’prentice to him, regularly bound, we would have such Larks there! However, in the confusion of the mist, I found myself at last too far to the right, and consequently had to try back along the river-side, on the bank of loose stones above the mud and the stakes that staked the tide out. Making my way along here with all despatch, I had just crossed a ditch which I knew to be very near the Battery, and had just scrambled up the mound beyond the ditch, when I saw the man sitting before me. His back was towards me, and he had his arms folded, and was nodding forward, heavy with sleep.
  


  
    I thought he would be more glad if I came upon him with his breakfast, in that unexpected manner, so I went forward softly and touched him on the shoulder. He instantly jumped up, and it was not the same man, but another man!
  


  
    And yet this man was dressed in coarse grey, too, and had a great iron on his leg, and was lame, and hoarse, and cold, and was everything that the other man was; except that he had not the same face, and had a flat, broad-brimmed, low-crowned felt hat on. All this I saw in a moment, for I had only a moment to see it in: he swore an oath at me, made a hit at me—it was a round, weak blow that missed me and almost knocked himself down, for it made him stumble—and then he ran into the mist, stumbling twice as he went, and I lost him.
  


  
    ‘It’s the young man!’ I thought, feeling my heart shoot as I identified him. I dare say I should have felt a pain in my liver, too, if I had known where it was.
  


  
    I was soon at the Battery, after that, and there was the right man—hugging himself and limping to and fro, as if he had never all night left off hugging and limping—waiting for me. He was awfully cold, to be sure. I half expected to see him drop down before my face and die of deadly cold. His eyes looked so awfully hungry, too, that when I handed him the file and he laid it down on the grass, it occurred to me he would have tried to eat it, if he had not seen my bundle. He did not turn me upside down, this time, to get at what I had, but left me right side upwards while I opened the bundle and emptied my pockets.
  


  
    ‘What’s in the bottle, boy?’ said he.
  


  
    ‘Brandy,’ said I.
  


  
    He was already handing mincemeat down his throat in the most curious manner—more like a man who was putting it away somewhere in a violent hurry, than a man who was eating it—but he left off to take some of the liquor. He shivered all the while so violently, that it was quite as much as he could do to keep the neck of the bottle between his teeth, without biting it off.
  


  
    ‘I think you have got the ague,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I’m much of your opinion, boy,’ said he.
  


  
    ‘It’s bad about here,’ I told him. ‘You’ve been lying out on the meshes, and they’re dreadful aguish. Rheumatic too.’
  


  
    ‘I’ll eat my breakfast afore they’re the death of me,’ said he. ‘I’d do that if I was going to be strung up to that there gallows as there is over there, directly arterwards. I’ll beat the shivers so far, I’ll bet you.’
  


  
    He was gobbling mincemeat, meat bone, bread, cheese, and pork pie, all at once: staring distrustfully while he did so at the mist all round us, and often stopping—even stopping his jaws—to listen. Some real or fancied sound, some clink upon the river or breathing of beast upon the marsh, now gave him a start, and he said, suddenly:
  


  
    ‘You’re not a deceiving imp? You brought no one with you?’
  


  
    ‘No, sir! No!’
  


  
    ‘Nor giv’ no one the office to follow you?’
  


  
    ‘No!’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said he, ‘I believe you. You’d be but a fierce young hound indeed, if at your time of life you could help to hunt a wretched warmint, hunted as near death and dunghill as this poor wretched warmint is!’
  


  
    Something clicked in his throat as if he had works in him like a clock, and was going to strike. And he smeared his ragged rough sleeve over his eyes.
  


  
    Pitying his desolation, and watching him as he gradually settled down upon the pie, I made bold to say, ‘I am glad you enjoy it.’
  


  
    ‘Did you speak?’
  


  
    ‘I said, I was glad you enjoyed it.’
  


  
    ‘Thankee, my boy. I do.’
  


  
    I had often watched a large dog of ours eating his food; and I now noticed a decided similarity between the dog’s way of eating, and the man’s. The man took strong sharp sudden bites, just like the dog. He swallowed, or rather snapped up, every mouthful, too soon and too fast; and he looked sideways here and there while he ate, as if he thought there was danger in every direction of somebody’s coming to take the pie away. He was altogether too unsettled in his mind over it, to appreciate it comfortably, I thought, or to have anybody to dine with him, without making a chop with his jaws at the visitor. In all of which particulars he was very like the dog.
  


  
    ‘I am afraid you won’t leave any of it for him,’ said I, timidly; after a silence during which I had hesitated as to the politeness of making the remark. ‘There’s no more to be got where that came from.’ It was the certainty of this fact that impelled me to offer the hint.
  


  
    ‘Leave any for him? Who’s him?’ said my friend, stopping in his crunching of pie-crust.
  


  
    ‘The young man. That you spoke of. That was hid with you.’
  


  
    ‘Oh ah!’ he returned, with something like a gruff laugh. ‘Him? Yes, yes! He don’t want no wittles.’
  


  
    ‘I thought he looked as if he did,’ said I.
  


  
    The man stopped eating, and regarded me with the keenest scrutiny and the greatest surprise.
  


  
    ‘Looked? When?’
  


  
    ‘Just now.’
  


  
    ‘Where?’
  


  
    ‘Yonder,’ said I, pointing; ‘over there, where I found him nodding asleep, and thought it was you.’
  


  
    He held me by the collar and stared at me so, that I began to think his first idea about cutting my throat had revived.
  


  
    ‘Dressed like you, you know, only with a hat,’ I explained, trembling; ‘and—and’—I was very anxious to put this delicately—‘and with—the same reason for wanting to borrow a file. Didn’t you hear the cannon last night?’
  


  
    ‘Then, there was firing!’ he said to himself.
  


  
    ‘I wonder you shouldn’t have been sure of that,’ I returned, ‘for we heard it up at home, and that’s further away, and we were shut in besides.’
  


  
    ‘Why, see now!’ said he. ‘When a man’s alone on these flats, with a light head and a light stomach, perishing of cold and want, he hears nothin’ all night, but guns firing, and voices calling. Hears? He sees the soldiers, with their red coats lighted up by the torches carried afore, closing in round him. Hears his number called, hears himself challenged, hears the rattle of the muskets, hears the orders, “Make ready! Present! Cover him steady, men!” and is laid hands on—and there’s nothin’! Why, if I see one pursuing party last night—coming up in order, Damn ’em, with their tramp, tramp—I see a hundred. And as to firing! Why, I see the mist shake with the cannon, arter it was broad day.—But this man;’ he had said all the rest as if he had forgotten my being there; ‘did you notice anything in him?’
  


  
    ‘He had a badly bruised face,’ said I, recalling what I hardly knew I knew.
  


  
    ‘Not here?’ exclaimed the man, striking his left cheek mercilessly, with the flat of his hand.
  


  
    ‘Yes, there!’
  


  
    ‘Where is he?’ He crammed what little food was left, into the breast of his grey jacket. ‘Show me the way he went. I’ll pull him down, like a blood-hound. Curse this iron on my sore leg! Give us hold of the file, boy.’
  


  
    I indicated in what direction the mist had shrouded the other man, and he looked up at it for an instant. But he was down on the rank wet grass, filing at his iron like a madman, and not minding me or minding his own leg, which had an old chafe upon it and was bloody, but which he handled as roughly as if it had no more feeling in it than the file. I was very much afraid of him again, now that he had worked himself into this fierce hurry, and I was likewise very much afraid of keeping away from home any longer. I told him I must go, but he took no notice, so I thought the best thing I could do was to slip off. The last I saw of him, his head was bent over his knee and he was working hard at his fetter, muttering impatient imprecations at it and his leg. The last I heard of him, I stopped in the mist to listen, and the file was still going.
  


  
    CHAPTER IV
  


  
    I FULLY expected to find a Constable in the kitchen, waiting to take me up. But not only was there no Constable there, but no discovery had yet been made of the robbery. Mrs. Joe was prodigiously busy in getting the house ready for the festivities of the day, and Joe had been put upon the kitchen door-step to keep him out of the dust-pan—an article into which his destiny always led him, sooner or later, when my sister was vigorously reaping the floors of her establishment.
  


  
    ‘And where the deuce ha’ you been?’ was Mrs. Joe’s Christmas salutation, when I and my conscience showed ourselves.
  


  
    I said I had been down to hear the Carols. ‘Ah! well!’ observed Mrs. Joe. ‘You might ha’ done worse.’ Not a doubt of that, I thought.
  


  
    ‘Perhaps if I warn’t a blacksmith’s wife, and (what’s the same thing) a slave with her apron never off, I should have been to hear the Carols,’ said Mrs. Joe. ‘I’m rather partial to Carols myself, and that’s the best of reasons for my never hearing any.’
  


  
    Joe, who had ventured into the kitchen after me as the dustpan had retired before us, drew the back of his hand across his nose with a conciliatory air, when Mrs. Joe darted a look at him, and, when her eyes were withdrawn, secretly crossed his two forefingers, and exhibited them to me, as our token that Mrs. Joe was in a cross temper. This was so much her normal state, that Joe and I would often, for weeks together, be, as to our fingers, like monumental Crusaders as to their legs.
  


  
    We were to have a superb dinner, consisting of a leg of pickled pork and greens, and a pair of roast stuffed fowls. A handsome mince-pie had been made yesterday morning (which accounted for the mincemeat not being missed), and the pudding was already on the boil. These extensive arrangements occasioned us to be cut off unceremoniously in respect of breakfast; ‘for I ain’t,’ said Mrs. Joe, ‘I ain’t a going to have no formal cramming and busting and washing up now, with what I’ve got before me, I promise you!’
  


  
    So, we had our slices served out, as if we were two thousand troops on a forced march instead of a man and boy at home; and we took gulps of milk and water, with apologetic countenances, from a jug on the dresser. In the meantime, Mrs. Joe put clean white curtains up, and tacked a new flowered-flounce across the wide chimney to replace the old one, and uncovered the little state parlour across the passage, which was never uncovered at any other time, but passed the rest of the year in a cool haze of silver paper, which even extended to the four little white crockery poodles on the mantelshelf, each with a black nose and a basket of flowers in his mouth, and each the counterpart of the other. Mrs. Joe was a very clean housekeeper, but had an exquisite art of making her cleanliness more uncomfortable and unacceptable than dirt itself. Cleanliness is next to Godliness, and some people do the same by their religion.
  


  
    My sister having so much to do, was going to church vicariously; that is to say, Joe and I were going. In his working clothes, Joe was a well-knit characteristic-looking blacksmith; in his holiday clothes, he was more like a scarecrow in good circumstances, than anything else. Nothing that he wore then, fitted him or seemed to belong to him; and everything that he wore then, grazed him. On the present festive occasion he emerged from his room, when the blithe bells were going, the picture of misery, in a full suit of Sunday penitentials. As to me, I think my sister must have had some general idea that I was a young offender whom an Accoucheur Policeman had taken up (on my birthday) and delivered over to her, to be dealt with according to the outraged majesty of the law. I was always treated as if I had insisted on being born in opposition to the dictates of reason, religion, and morality, and against the dissuading arguments of my best friends. Even when I was taken to have a new suit of clothes, the tailor had orders to make them like a kind of Reformatory, and on no account to let me have the free use of my limbs.
  


  
    Joe and I going to church, therefore, must have been a moving spectacle for compassionate minds. Yet, what I suffered outside, was nothing to what I underwent within. The terrors that had assailed me whenever Mrs. Joe had gone near the pantry, or out of the room, were only to be equalled by the remorse with which my mind dwelt on what my hands had done. Under the weight of my wicked secret, I pondered whether the Church would be powerful enough to shield me from the vengeance of the terrible young man, if I divulged to that establishment. I conceived the idea that the time when the banns were read and when the clergyman said, ‘Ye are now to declare it!’ would be the time for me to rise and propose a private conference in the vestry. I am far from being sure that I might not have astonished our small congregation by resorting to this extreme measure, but for its being Christmas Day and no Sunday.
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle, the clerk at church, was to dine with us; and Mr. Hubble, the wheelwright, and Mrs. Hubble; and Uncle Pumblechook (Joe’s uncle, but Mrs. Joe appropriated him), who was a well-to-do corn-chandler in the nearest town, and drove his own chaise-cart. The dinner hour was half-past one. When Joe and I got home, we found the table laid, and Mrs. Joe dressed, and the dinner dressing, and the front door unlocked (it never was at any other time) for the company to enter by, and everything most splendid. And still, not a word of the robbery.
  


  
    The time came, without bringing with it any relief to my feelings, and the company came. Mr. Wopsle, united to a Roman nose and a large shining bald forehead, had a deep voice which he was uncommonly proud of; indeed it was understood among his acquaintance that if you could only give him his head, he would read the clergyman into fits; he himself confessed that if the Church was ‘thrown open,’ meaning to competition, he would not despair of making his mark in it. The Church not being ‘thrown open,’ he was, as I have said, our clerk. But he punished the Amens tremendously; and when he gave out the psalm—always giving the whole verse—he looked all round the congregation first, as much as to say, ‘You have heard our friend overhead; oblige me with your opinion of this style!’
  


  
    I opened the door to the company—making believe that it was a habit of ours to open that door—and I opened it first to Mr. Wopsle, next to Mr. and Mrs. Hubble, and last of all to Uncle Pumblechook. N.B. I was not allowed to call him uncle, under the severest penalties.
  


  
    ‘Mrs. Joe,’ said Uncle Pumblechook; a large hard-breathing middle-aged slow man, with a mouth like a fish, dull staring eyes, and sandy hair standing upright on his head, so that he looked as if he had just been all but choked, and had that moment come to; ‘I have brought you as the compliments of the season—I have brought you, Mum, a bottle of sherry wine—and I have brought you, Mum, a bottle of port wine.’
  


  
    Every Christmas Day he presented himself, as a profound novelty, with exactly the same words, and carrying the two bottles like dumb-bells. Every Christmas Day, Mrs. Joe replied, as she now replied, ‘Oh, Un—cle Pum—ble—chook! This is kind!’ Every Christmas Day, he retorted, as he now retorted, ‘It’s no more than your merits. And now are you all bobbish, and how’s Sixpennorth of halfpence?’ meaning me.
  


  
    We dined on these occasions in the kitchen, and adjourned, for the nuts and oranges and apples, to the parlour; which was a change very like Joe’s change from his working clothes to his Sunday dress. My sister was uncommonly lively on the present occasion, and indeed was generally more gracious in the society of Mrs. Hubble than in other company. I remember Mrs. Hubble as a little curly sharp-edged person in sky-blue, who held a conventionally juvenile position, because she had married Mr. Hubble—I don’t know at what remote period—when she was much younger than he. I remember Mr. Hubble as a tough high-shouldered stooping old man, of a sawdusty fragrance, with his legs extraordinarily wide apart: so that in my short days I always saw some miles of open country between them when I met him coming up the lane.
  


  
    Among this good company I should have felt myself, even if I hadn’t robbed the pantry, in a false position. Not because I was squeezed in at an acute angle of the table-cloth, with the table in my chest, and the Pumblechookian elbow in my eye, nor because I was not allowed to speak (I didn’t want to speak), nor because I was regaled with the scaly tips of the drumsticks of the fowls, and with those obscure corners of pork of which the pig, when living, had had the least reason to be vain. No; I should not have minded that if they would only have left me alone. But they wouldn’t leave me alone. They seemed to think the opportunity lost, if they failed to point the conversation at me, every now and then, and stick the point into me. I might have been an unfortunate little bull in a Spanish arena, I got so smartingly touched up by these moral goads.
  


  
    It began the moment we sat down to dinner. Mr. Wopsle said grace with theatrical declamation—as it now appears to me, something like a religious cross of the Ghost in Hamlet with Richard the Third—and ended with the very proper aspiration that we might be truly grateful. Upon which my sister fixed me with her eye, and said, in a low reproachful voice, ‘Do you hear that? Be grateful.’
  


  
    ‘Especially,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, ‘be grateful, boy, to them which brought you up by hand.’
  


  
    Mrs. Hubble shook her head, and contemplating me with a mournful presentiment that I should come to no good, asked, ‘Why is it that the young are never grateful?’ This moral mystery seemed too much for the company until Mr. Hubble tersely solved it by saying, ‘Naterally wicious.’ Everybody then murmured ‘True!’ and looked at me in a particularly unpleasant and personal manner.
  


  
    Joe’s station and influence were something feebler (if possible) when there was company, than when there was none. But he always aided and comforted me when he could, in some way of his own, and he always did so at dinner-time by giving me gravy, if there were any. There being plenty of gravy to-day, Joe spooned into my plate, at this point, about half a pint.
  


  
    A little later on in the dinner, Mr. Wopsle reviewed the sermon with some severity, and intimated—in the usual hypothetical case of the Church being ‘thrown open’—what kind of a sermon he would have given them. After favouring them with some heads of that discourse, he remarked that he considered the subject of the day’s homily, ill-chosen; which was the less excusable, he added, when there were so many subjects ‘going about.’
  


  
    ‘True again,’ said Uncle Pumblechook. ‘You’ve hit it, sir! Plenty of subjects going about, for them that know how to put salt upon their tails. That’s what’s wanted. A man needn’t go far to find a subject, if he’s ready with his salt-box.’ Mr. Pumblechook added, after a short interval of reflection, ‘Look at Pork alone. There’s a subject! If you want a subject, look at Pork!’
  


  
    ‘True, sir. Many a moral for the young,’ returned Mr. Wopsle; and I knew he was going to lug me in, before he said it; ‘might be deduced from that text.’
  


  
    (‘You listen to this,’ said my sister to me, in a severe parenthesis.)
  


  
    Joe gave me some more gravy.
  


  
    ‘Swine,’ pursued Mr. Wopsle, in his deepest voice, and pointing his fork at my blushes, as if he were mentioning my Christian name; ‘Swine were the companions of the prodigal. The gluttony of Swine is put before us, as an example to the young.’ (I thought this pretty well in him who had been praising up the pork for being so plump and juicy.) ‘What is detestable in a pig, is more detestable in a boy.’
  


  
    ‘Or girl,’ suggested Mr. Hubble.
  


  
    ‘Of course, or girl, Mr. Hubble,’ assented Mr. Wopsle, rather irritably, ‘but there is no girl present.’
  


  
    ‘Besides,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, turning sharp on me, ‘think what you’ve got to be grateful for. If you’d been born a Squeaker——’
  


  
    ‘He was, if ever a child was,’ said my sister, most emphatically.
  


  
    Joe gave me some more gravy.
  


  
    ‘Well, but I mean a four-footed Squeaker,’ said Mr. Pumblechook. ‘If you had been born such, would you have been here now? Not you——’
  


  
    ‘Unless in that form,’ said Mr. Wopsle, nodding towards the dish.
  


  
    ‘But I don’t mean in that form, sir,’ returned Mr. Pumblechook, who had an objection to being interrupted; ‘I mean, enjoying himself with his elders and betters, and improving himself with their conversation, and rolling in the lap of luxury. Would he have been doing that? No, he wouldn’t. And what would have been your destination?’ turning on me again. ‘You would have been disposed of for so many shillings according to the market price of the article, and Dunstable the butcher would have come up to you as you lay in your straw, and he would have whipped you under his left arm, and with his right he would have tucked up his frock to get a penknife from out of his waistcoat-pocket, and he would have shed your blood and had your life. No bringing up by hand then. Not a bit of it!’
  


  
    Joe offered me more gravy, which I was afraid to take.
  


  
    ‘He was a world of trouble to you, ma’am,’ said Mrs. Hubble, commiserating my sister.
  


  
    ‘Trouble?’ echoed my sister, ‘trouble?’ And then entered on a fearful catalogue of all the illnesses I had been guilty of, and all the acts of sleeplessness I had committed, and all the high places I had tumbled from, and all the low places I had tumbled into, and all the injuries I had done myself, and all the times she had wished me in my grave, and I had contumaciously refused to go there.
  


  
    I think the Romans must have aggravated one another very much, with their noses. Perhaps, they became the restless people they were, in consequence. Anyhow Mr. Wopsle’s Roman nose so aggravated me, during the recital of my misdemeanours, that I should have liked to pull it until he howled. But all I had endured up to this time, was nothing in comparison with the awful feelings that took possession of me when the pause was broken which ensued upon my sister’s recital, and in which pause everybody had looked at me (as I felt painfully conscious) with indignation and abhorrence.
  


  
    ‘Yet,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, leading the company gently back to the theme from which they had strayed, ‘Pork—regarded as biled—is rich, too; ain’t it?’
  


  
    ‘Have a little brandy, uncle,’ said my sister.
  


  
    O Heavens, it had come at last! He would find it was weak, he would say it was weak, and I was lost! I held tight to the leg of the table, under the cloth, with both hands, and awaited my fate.
  


  
    My sister went for the stone bottle, came back with the stone bottle, and poured his brandy out: no one else taking any. The wretched man trifled with his glass—took it up, looked at it through the light, put it down—prolonged my misery. All this time Mrs. Joe and Joe were briskly clearing the table for the pie and pudding.
  


  
    I couldn’t keep my eyes off him. Always holding tight by the leg of the table with my hands and feet, I saw the miserable creature finger his glass playfully, take it up, smile, throw his head back, and drink the brandy off. Instantly afterwards, the company were seized with unspeakable consternation, owing to his springing to his feet, turning round several times in an appalling spasmodic whooping-cough dance, and rushing out at the door; he then became visible through the window, violently plunging and expectorating, making the most hideous faces, and apparently out of his mind.
  


  
    I held on tight, while Mrs. Joe and Joe ran to him. I didn’t know how I had done it, but I had no doubt I had murdered him somehow. In my dreadful situation, it was a relief when he was brought back, and, surveying the company all round as if they had disagreed with him, sank down into his chair with the one significant gasp, ‘Tar!’
  


  
    I had filled up the bottle from the tar-water jug. I knew he would be worse by-and-by. I moved the table, like a Medium of the present day, by the vigour of my unseen hold upon it.
  


  
    ‘Tar!’ cried my sister, in amazement. ‘Why, how ever could Tar come there?’
  


  
    But Uncle Pumblechook, who was omnipotent in that kitchen, wouldn’t hear the word, wouldn’t hear of the subject, imperiously waved it all away with his hand, and asked for hot gin-and-water. My sister, who had begun to be alarmingly meditative, had to employ herself actively in getting the gin, the hot water, the sugar, and the lemon-peel, and mixing them. For the time at least, I was saved. I still held on to the leg of the table, but clutched it now with the fervour of gratitude.
  


  
    By degrees, I became calm enough to release my grasp, and partake of pudding. Mr. Pumblechook partook of pudding. All partook of pudding. The course terminated, and Mr. Pumblechook had begun to beam under the genial influence of gin-and-water. I began to think I should get over the day, when my sister said to Joe, ‘Clean plates—cold.’
  


  
    I clutched the leg of the table again immediately, and pressed it to my bosom as if it had been the companion of my youth and friend of my soul. I foresaw what was coming, and I felt that this time I really was gone.
  


  
    ‘You must taste,’ said my sister, addressing the guests with her best grace, ‘you must taste, to finish with, such a delightful and delicious present of Uncle Pumblechook’s!’
  


  
    Must they! Let them not hope to taste it!
  


  
    ‘You must know,’ said my sister, rising, ‘it’s a pie: a savoury pork pie.’
  


  
    The company murmured their compliments. Uncle Pumblechook, sensible of having deserved well of his fellow-creatures, said—quite vivaciously, all things considered—‘Well, Mrs. Joe, we’ll do our best endeavours; let us have a cut at this same pie.’
  


  
    My sister went out to get it. I heard her steps proceed to the pantry. I saw Mr. Pumblechook balance his knife. I saw reawakening appetite in the Roman nostrils of Mr. Wopsle. I heard Mr. Hubble remark that ‘a bit of savoury pork pie would lay atop of anything you could mention, and do no harm,’ and I heard Joe say, ‘You shall have some, Pip.’ I have never been absolutely certain whether I uttered a shrill yell of terror, merely in spirit, or in the bodily hearing of the company. I felt that I could bear no more, and that I must run away. I released the leg of the table, and ran for my life.
  


  
    But I ran no further than the house door, for there I ran head foremost into a party of soldiers with their muskets: one of whom held out a pair of handcuffs to me, saying, ‘Here you are, look sharp, come on!’
  


  
    CHAPTER V
  


  
    THE apparition of a file of soldiers ringing down the butt-ends of their loaded muskets on our door-step, caused the dinner-party to rise from table in confusion, and caused Mrs. Joe, re-entering the kitchen empty-handed, to stop short and stare, in her wondering lament of ‘Gracious goodness gracious me, what’s gone—with the—pie!’
  


  
    The sergeant and I were in the kitchen when Mrs. Joe stood staring; at which crisis I partially recovered the use of my senses. It was the sergeant who had spoken to me, and he was now looking round at the company, with his handcuffs invitingly extended towards them in his right hand, and his left on my shoulder.
  


  
    ‘Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen,’ said the sergeant, ‘but as I have mentioned at the door to this smart young shaver’ (which he hadn’t), ‘I am on a chase in the name of the king, and I want the blacksmith.’
  


  
    ‘And pray what might you want with him?’ retorted my sister, quick to resent his being wanted at all.
  


  
    ‘Missis,’ returned the gallant sergeant, ‘speaking for myself, I should reply, the honour and pleasure of his fine wife’s acquaintance; speaking for the king, I answer, a little job done.’
  


  
    This was received as rather neat in the sergeant; insomuch that Mr. Pumblechook cried audibly, ‘Good again!’
  


  
    ‘You see, blacksmith,’ said the sergeant, who had by this time picked out Joe with his eye, ‘we have had an accident with these, and I find the lock of one of ’em goes wrong, and the coupling don’t act pretty. As they are wanted for immediate service, will you throw your eye over them?’
  


  
    Joe threw his eye over them, and pronounced that the job would necessitate the lighting of his forge fire, and would take nearer two hours than one. ‘Will it? Then will you set about it at once, blacksmith?’ said the off-hand sergeant, ‘as it’s on his Majesty’s service. And if my men can bear a hand anywhere, they’ll make themselves useful.’ With that he called to his men, who came trooping into the kitchen one after another, and piled their arms in a corner. And then they stood about, as soldiers do; now, with their hands loosely clasped before them; now, resting a knee or a shoulder; now, easing a belt or a pouch; now, opening the door to spit stiffly over their high stocks, out into the yard.
  


  
    All these things I saw without then knowing that I saw them, for I was in an agony of apprehension. But, beginning to perceive that the handcuffs were not for me, and that the military had so far got the better of the pie as to put it in the background, I collected a little more of my scattered wits.
  


  
    ‘Would you give me the Time?’ said the sergeant, addressing himself to Mr. Pumblechook, as to a man whose appreciative powers justified the inference that he was equal to the time.
  


  
    ‘It’s just gone half-past two.’
  


  
    ‘That’s not so bad,’ said the sergeant, reflecting; ‘even if I was forced to halt here nigh two hours, that’ll do. How far might you call yourselves from the marshes, hereabouts? Not above a mile, I reckon?’
  


  
    ‘Just a mile,’ said Mrs. Joe.
  


  
    ‘That’ll do. We begin to close in upon ’em about dusk. A little before dusk, my orders are. That’ll do.’
  


  
    ‘Convicts, sergeant?’ asked Mr. Wopsle, in a matter-of-course way.
  


  
    ‘Ay!’ returned the sergeant, ‘two. They’re pretty well known to be out on the marshes still, and they won’t try to get clear of ’em before dusk. Anybody here seen anything of any such game?’
  


  
    Everybody, myself excepted, said no, with confidence. Nobody thought of me.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said the sergeant, ‘they’ll find themselves trapped in a circle, I expect, sooner than they count on. Now, blacksmith! If you’re ready, his Majesty the King is.’
  


  
    Joe had got his coat and waistcoat and cravat off, and his leather apron on, and passed into the forge. One of the soldiers opened its wooden windows, another lighted the fire, another turned to at the bellows, the rest stood round the blaze, which was soon roaring. Then Joe began to hammer and clink, hammer and clink, and we all looked on.
  


  
    The interest of the impending pursuit not only absorbed the general attention, but even made my sister liberal. She drew a pitcher of beer from the cask, for the soldiers, and invited the sergeant to take a glass of brandy. But Mr. Pumblechook said sharply, ‘Give him wine, Mum. I’ll engage there’s no Tar in that:’ so, the sergeant thanked him and said that, as he preferred his drink without tar, he would take wine, if it was equally convenient. When it was given him, he drank his Majesty’s health and compliments of the season, and took it all at a mouthful and smacked his lips.
  


  
    ‘Good stuff, eh, sergeant?’ said Mr. Pumblechook.
  


  
    ‘I’ll tell you something,’ returned the sergeant; ‘I suspect that stuff’s of your providing.’
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook, with a fat sort of laugh, said, ‘Ay, ay? Why?’
  


  
    ‘Because,’ returned the sergeant, clapping him on the shoulder, ‘you’re a man that knows what’s what.’
  


  
    ‘D’ye think so?’ said Mr. Pumblechook, with his former laugh. ‘Have another glass!’
  


  
    ‘With you. Hob and nob,’ returned the sergeant. ‘The top of mine to the foot of yours—the foot of yours to the top of mine—Ring once, ring twice—the best tune on the Musical Glasses! Your health. May you live a thousand years, and never be a worse judge of the right sort than you are at the present moment of your life!’
  


  
    The sergeant tossed off his glass again and seemed quite ready for another glass. I noticed that Mr. Pumblechook in his hospitality appeared to forget that he had made a present of the wine, but took the bottle from Mrs. Joe and had all the credit of handing it about in a gush of joviality. Even I got some. And he was so very free of the wine that he even called for the other bottle, and handed that about with the same liberality, when the first was gone.
  


  
    As I watched them while they all stood clustering about the forge, enjoying themselves so much, I thought what terrible good sauce for a dinner my fugitive friend on the marshes was. They had not enjoyed themselves a quarter so much, before the entertainment was brightened with the excitement he furnished. And now, when they were all in lively anticipation of ‘the two villains’ being taken, and when the bellows seemed to roar for the fugitives, the fire to flare for them, the smoke to hurry away in pursuit of them, Joe to hammer and clink for them, and all the murky shadows on the wall to shake at them in menace as the blaze rose and sank and the red-hot sparks dropped and died, the pale afternoon outside almost seemed in my pitying young fancy to have turned pale on their account, poor wretches.
  


  
    At last, Joe’s job was done, and the ringing and roaring stopped. As Joe got on his coat, he mustered courage to propose that some of us should go down with the soldiers and see what came of the hunt. Mr. Pumblechook and Mr. Hubble declined, on the plea of a pipe and ladies’ society; but Mr. Wopsle said he would go, if Joe would. Joe said he was agreeable, and would take me, if Mrs. Joe approved. We never should have got leave to go, I am sure, but for Mrs. Joe’s curiosity to know all about it and how it ended. As it was, she merely stipulated, ‘If you bring the boy back with his head blown to bits by a musket, don’t look to me to put it together again.’
  


  
    The sergeant took a polite leave of the ladies, and parted from Mr. Pumblechook as from a comrade; though I doubt if he were quite as fully sensible of that gentleman’s merits under arid conditions, as when something moist was going. His men resumed their muskets and fell in. Mr. Wopsle, Joe, and I, received strict charge to keep in the rear, and to speak no word after we reached the marshes. When we were all out in the raw air and were steadily moving towards our business, I treasonably whispered to Joe, ‘I hope, Joe, we shan’t find them.’ And Joe whispered to me, ‘I’d give a shilling if they had cut and run, Pip.’
  


  
    We were joined by no stragglers from the village, for the weather was cold and threatening, the way dreary, the footing bad, darkness coming on, and the people had good fires indoors and were keeping the day. A few faces hurried to glowing windows and looked after us, but none came out. We passed the finger-post, and held straight on to the churchyard. There, we were stopped a few minutes by a signal from the sergeant’s hand, while two or three of his men dispersed themselves among the graves, and also examined the porch. They came in again without finding anything, and then we struck out on the open marshes, through the gate at the side of the churchyard. A bitter sleet came rattling against us here on the east wind, and Joe took me on his back.
  


  
    Now that we were out upon the dismal wilderness where they little thought I had been within eight or nine hours, and had seen both men hiding, I considered for the first time, with great dread, if we should come upon them, would my particular convict suppose that it was I who had brought the soldiers there? He had asked me if I was a deceiving imp, and he said I should be a fierce young hound if I joined the hunt against him. Would be believe that I was both imp and hound in treacherous earnest, and had betrayed him?
  


  
    It was of no use asking myself this question now. There I was, on Joe’s back, and there was Joe beneath me, charging at the ditches like a hunter, and stimulating Mr. Wopsle not to tumble on his Roman nose, and to keep up with us. The soldiers were in front of us, extending into a pretty wide line with an interval between man and man. We were taking the course I had begun with, and from which I had diverged into the mist. Either the mist was not out again yet, or the wind had dispelled it. Under the low red glare of sunset, the beacon, and the gibbet, and the mound of the Battery, and the opposite shore of the river, were plain, though all of a watery lead colour.
  


  
    With my heart thumping like a blacksmith at Joe’s broad shoulder, I looked all about for any sign of the convicts. I could see none, I could hear none. Mr. Wopsle had greatly alarmed me more than once, by his blowing and hard breathing; but I knew the sounds by this time, and could dissociate them from the object of pursuit. I got a dreadful start, when I thought I heard the file still going; but it was only a sheep bell. The sheep stopped in their eating and looked timidly at us; and the cattle, their heads turned from the wind and sleet, stared angrily as if they held us responsible for both annoyances; but, except these things, and the shudder of the dying day in every blade of grass, there was no break in the bleak stillness of the marshes.
  


  
    The soldiers were moving on in the direction of the old Battery, and we were moving on a little way behind them, when, all of a sudden, we all stopped. For, there had reached us, on the wings of the wind and rain, a long shout. It was repeated. It was at a distance towards the east, but it was long and loud. Nay, there seemed to be two or more shouts raised together—if one might judge from a confusion in the sound.
  


  
    To this effect the sergeant and the nearest men were speaking under their breath, when Joe and I came up. After another moment’s listening, Joe (who was a good judge) agreed, and Mr. Wopsle (who was a bad judge) agreed. The sergeant, a decisive man, ordered that the sound should not be answered, but that the course should be changed, and that his men should make towards it ‘at the double.’ So we started to the right (where the East was), and Joe pounded away so wonderfully, that I had to hold on tight to keep my seat.
  


  
    It was a run indeed now, and what Joe called, in the only two words he spoke all the time, ‘a Winder.’ Down banks and up banks, and over gates, and splashing into dykes, and breaking among coarse rushes: no man cared where he went. As we came nearer to the shouting, it became more and more apparent that it was made by more than one voice. Sometimes, it seemed to stop altogether, and then the soldiers stopped. When it broke out again, the soldiers made for it at a greater rate than ever, and we after them. After a while, we had so run it down, that we could hear one voice calling ‘Murder!’ and another voice, ‘Convicts! Runaways! Guard! This way for the runaway convicts!’ Then both voices would seem to be stifled in a struggle, and then would break out again. And when it had come to this, the soldiers ran like deer, and Joe too.
  


  
    The sergeant ran in first, when we had run the noise quite down, and two of his men ran in close upon him. Their pieces were cocked and levelled when we all ran in.
  


  
    ‘Here are both men!’ panted the sergeant, struggling at the bottom of a ditch. ‘Surrender, you two! and confound you for two wild beasts! Come asunder!’
  


  
    Water was splashing, and mud was flying, and oaths were being sworn, and blows were being struck, when some more men went down into the ditch to help the sergeant, and dragged out, separately, my convict and the other one. Both were bleeding and panting and execrating and struggling; but of course I knew them both directly.
  


  
    ‘Mind!’ said my convict, wiping blood from his face with his ragged sleeves, and shaking torn hair from his fingers; ‘I took him! I give him up to you! Mind that!’
  


  
    ‘It’s not much to be particular about,’ said the sergeant; ‘it’ll do you small good, my man, being in the same plight yourself. Handcuffs there!’
  


  
    ‘I don’t expect it to do me any good. I don’t want it to do me more good than it does now,’ said my convict, with a greedy laugh. ‘I took him. He knows it. That’s enough for me.’
  


  
    The other convict was livid to look at, and, in addition to the old bruised left side of his face, seemed to be bruised and torn all over. He could not so much as get his breath to speak, until they were both separately handcuffed, but leaned upon a soldier to keep himself from falling.
  


  
    ‘Take notice, guard—he tried to murder me,’ were his first words.
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    ‘Tried to murder him?’ said my convict, disdainfully. ‘Try, and not do it? I took him, and giv’ him up; that’s what I done. I not only prevented him getting off the marshes, but I dragged him here—dragged him this far on his way back. He’s a gentleman, if you please, this villain. Now, the Hulks has got its gentleman again, through me. Murder him? Worth my while, too, to murder him, when I could do worse and drag him back!’
  


  
    The other one still gasped, ‘He tried—he tried—to—murder me. Bear—bear witness.’
  


  
    ‘Lookee here!’ said my convict to the sergeant. ‘Single-handed I got clear of the prison-ship; I made a dash and I done it. I could ha’ got clear of these death-cold flats likewise—look at my leg: you won’t find much iron on it—if I hadn’t made discovery that he was here. Let him go free? Let him profit by the means as I found out? Let him make a tool of me afresh and again? Once more? No, no, no. If I had died at the bottom there;’ and he made an emphatic swing at the ditch with his manacled hands; ‘I’d have held to him with that grip, that you should have been safe to find him in my hold.’
  


  
    The other fugitive, who was evidently in extreme horror of his companion, repeated, ‘He tried to murder me. I should have been a dead man if you had not come up.’
  


  
    ‘He lies!’ said my convict, with fierce energy. ‘He’s a liar born, and he’ll die a liar. Look at his face; ain’t it written there? Let him turn those eyes of his on me. I defy him to do it.’
  


  
    The other, with an effort at a scornful smile—which could not, however, collect the nervous working of his mouth into any set expression, looked at the soldiers, and looked about at the marshes and at the sky, but certainly did not look at the speaker.
  


  
    ‘Do you see him?’ pursued my convict. ‘Do you see what a villain he is? Do you see those grovelling and wandering eyes? That’s how he looked when we were tried together. He never looked at me.’
  


  
    The other, always working and working his dry lips and turning his eyes restlessly about him far and near, did at last turn them for a moment on the speaker, with the words, ‘You are not much to look at,’ and with a half-taunting glance at the bound hands. At that point, my convict became so frantically exasperated, that he would have rushed upon him but for the interposition of the soldiers. ‘Didn’t I tell you,’ said the other convict then, ‘that he would murder me, if he could?’ And any one could see that he shook with fear, and that there broke out upon his lips curious white flakes, like thin snow.
  


  
    ‘Enough of this parley,’ said the sergeant. ‘Light those torches.’
  


  
    As one of the soldiers, who carried a basket in lieu of a gun, went down on his knee to open it, my convict looked round him for the first time, and saw me. I had alighted from Joe’s back on the brink of the ditch when we came up, and had not moved since. I looked at him eagerly when he looked at me, and slightly moved my hands and shook my head. I had been waiting for him to see me, that I might try to assure him of my innocence. It was not at all expressed to me that he even comprehended my intention, for he gave me a look that I did not understand, and it all passed in a moment. But if he had looked at me for an hour or for a day, I could not have remembered his face ever afterwards, as having been more attentive.
  


  
    The soldier with the basket soon got a light, and lighted three or four torches, and took one himself and distributed the others. It had been almost dark before, but now it seemed quite dark, and soon afterwards very dark. Before we departed from that spot, four soldiers standing in a ring, fired twice into the air. Presently we saw other torches kindled at some distance behind us, and others on the marshes on the opposite bank of the river. ‘All right,’ said the sergeant. ‘March.’
  


  
    We had not gone far when three cannon were fired ahead of us with a sound that seemed to burst something inside my ear. ‘You are expected on board,’ said the sergeant to my convict; ‘they know you are coming. Don’t straggle, my man. Close up here.’
  


  
    The two were kept apart, and each walked surrounded by a separate guard. I had hold of Joe’s hand now, and Joe carried one of the torches. Mr. Wopsle had been for going back, but Joe was resolved to see it out, so we went on with the party. There was a reasonably good path now, mostly on the edge of the river, with a divergence here and there where a dyke came, with a miniature windmill on it and a muddy sluice-gate. When I looked round, I could see the other lights coming in after us. The torches we carried, dropped great blotches of fire upon the track, and I could see those, too, lying smoking and flaring. I could see nothing else but black darkness. Our lights warmed the air about us with their pitchy blaze, and the two prisoners seemed rather to like that, as they limped along in the midst of the muskets. We could not go fast, because of their lameness; and they were so spent, that two or three times we had to halt while they rested.
  


  
    After an hour or so of this travelling, we came to a rough wooden hut and a landing-place. There was a guard in the hut, and they challenged, and the sergeant answered. Then, we went into the hut, where there was a smell of tobacco and whitewash, and a bright fire, and a lamp, and a stand of muskets, and a drum, and a low wooden bedstead, like an overgrown mangle without the machinery, capable of holding about a dozen soldiers all at once. Three or four soldiers who lay upon it in their great-coats, were not much interested in us, but just lifted their heads and took a sleepy stare, and then lay down again. The sergeant made some kind of report, and some entry in a book, and then the convict whom I call the other convict was drafted off with his guard, to go on board first.
  


  
    My convict never looked at me, except that once. While we stood in the hut, he stood before the fire looking thoughtfully at it, or putting up his feet by turns upon the hob, and looking thoughtfully at them as if he pitied them for their recent adventures. Suddenly, he turned to the sergeant, and remarked:
  


  
    ‘I wish to say something respecting this escape. It may prevent some persons laying under suspicion alonger me.’
  


  
    ‘You can say what you like,’ returned the sergeant, standing coolly looking at him with his arms folded, ‘but you have no call to say it here. You’ll have opportunity enough to say about it, and hear about it, before it’s done with, you know.’
  


  
    ‘I know, but this is another pint, a separate matter. A man can’t starve; at least I can’t. I took some wittles, up at the willage over yonder—where the church stands a’most out on the marshes.’
  


  
    ‘You mean stole,’ said the sergeant.
  


  
    ‘And I’ll tell you where from. From the blacksmith’s.’
  


  
    ‘Halloa!’ said the sergeant, staring at Joe.
  


  
    ‘Halloa, Pip!’ said Joe, staring at me.
  


  
    ‘It was some broken wittles—that’s what it was—and a dram of liquor, and a pie.’
  


  
    ‘Have you happened to miss such an article as a pie, blacksmith?’ asked the sergeant, confidentially.
  


  
    ‘My wife did, at the very moment when you came in. Don’t you know, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘So,’ said my convict, turning his eyes on Joe in a moody manner, and without the least glance at me; ‘so you’re the blacksmith, are you? Then I’m sorry to say, I’ve eat your pie.’
  


  
    ‘God knows you’re welcome to it—so far as it was ever mine,’ returned Joe, with a saving remembrance of Mrs. Joe. ‘We don’t know what you have done, but we wouldn’t have you starved to death for it, poor miserable fellow-creatur.—Would us, Pip?’
  


  
    The something that I had noticed before, clicked in the man’s throat again, and he turned his back. The boat had returned, and his guard were ready, so we followed him to the landing-place made of rough stakes and stones, and saw him put into the boat, which was rowed by a crew of convicts like himself. No one seemed surprised to see him, or interested in seeing him, or glad to see him, or sorry to see him, or spoke a word, except that somebody in the boat growled as if to dogs, ‘Give way, you!’ which was the signal for the dip of the oars. By the light of the torches, we saw the black Hulk lying out a little way from the mud of the shore, like a wicked Noah’s ark. Cribbed and barred and moored by massive rusty chains, the prison-ship seemed in my young eyes to be ironed like the prisoners. We saw the boat go alongside, and we saw him taken up the side and disappear. Then, the ends of the torches were flung hissing into the water, and went out, as if it were all over with him.
  


  
    CHAPTER VI
  


  
    MY state of mind regarding the pilfering from which I had been so unexpectedly exonerated, did not impel me to frank disclosure; but I hope it had some dregs of good at the bottom of it.
  


  
    I do not recall that I felt any tenderness of conscience in reference to Mrs. Joe, when the fear of being found out was lifted off me. But I loved Joe—perhaps for no better reason in those early days than because the dear fellow let me love him—and, as to him, my inner self was not so easily composed. It was much upon my mind (particularly when I first saw him looking about for his file) that I ought to tell Joe the whole truth. Yet I did not, and for the reason that I mistrusted that if I did, he would think me worse than I was. The fear of losing Joe’s confidence, and of thenceforth sitting in the chimney-corner at night staring drearily at my for ever lost companion and friend, tied up my tongue. I morbidly represented to myself that if Joe knew it, I never afterwards could see him at the fireside feeling his fair whisker, without thinking that he was meditating on it. That, if Joe knew it, I never afterwards could see him glance, however casually, at yesterday’s meat or pudding when it came on to-day’s table, without thinking that he was debating whether I had been in the pantry. That, if Joe knew it, and at any subsequent period of our joint domestic life remarked that his beer was flat or thick, the conviction that he suspected Tar in it, would bring a rush of blood to my face. In a word, I was too cowardly to do what I knew to be right, as I had been too cowardly to avoid doing what I knew to be wrong. I had had no intercourse with the world at that time, and I imitated none of its many inhabitants who act in this manner. Quite an untaught genius, I made the discovery of the line of action for myself.
  


  
    As I was sleepy before we were far away from the prison-ship, Joe took me on his back again and carried me home. He must have had a tiresome journey of it, for Mr. Wopsle, being knocked up, was in such a very bad temper that if the Church had been thrown open, he would probably have excommunicated the whole expedition, beginning with Joe and myself. In his lay capacity, he persisted in sitting down in the damp to such an insane extent, that when his coat was taken off to be dried at the kitchen fire, the circumstantial evidence on his trousers would have hanged him if it had been a capital offence.
  


  
    By that time, I was staggering on the kitchen floor like a little drunkard, through having been newly set upon my feet, and through having been fast asleep, and through waking in the heat and lights and noise of tongues. As I came to myself (with the aid of a heavy thump between the shoulders, and the restorative exclamation ‘Yah! Was there ever such a boy as this!’ from my sister), I found Joe telling them about the convict’s confession, and all the visitors suggesting different ways by which he had got into the pantry. Mr. Pumblechook made out, after carefully surveying the premises, that he had first got upon the roof of the forge, and had then got upon the roof of the house, and had then let himself down the kitchen chimney by a rope made of his bedding cut into strips; and as Mr. Pumblechook was very positive and drove his own chaise-cart—over everybody—it was agreed that it must be so. Mr. Wopsle, indeed, wildly cried out ‘No!’ with the feeble malice of a tired man; but, as he had no theory, and no coat on, he was unanimously set at nought—not to mention his smoking hard behind, as he stood with his back to the kitchen fire to draw the damp out: which was not calculated to inspire confidence.
  


  
    This was all I heard that night before my sister clutched me, as a slumberous offence to the company’s eyesight, and assisted me up to bed with such a strong hand that I seemed to have fifty boots on, and to be dangling them all against the edges of the stairs. My state of mind, as I have described it, began before I was up in the morning, and lasted long after the subject had died out, and had ceased to be mentioned saving on exceptional occasions.
  


  
    CHAPTER VII
  


  
    AT the time when I stood in the churchyard, reading the family tombstones, I had just enough learning to be able to spell them out. My construction even of their simple meaning was not very correct, for I read ‘wife of the Above’ as a complimentary reference to my father’s exaltation to a better world; and if any one of my deceased relations had been referred to as ‘Below,’ I have no doubt I should have formed the worst opinions of that member of the family. Neither were my notions of the theological positions to which my Catechism bound me, at all accurate; for I have a lively remembrance that I supposed my declaration that I was to ‘walk in the same all the days of my life,’ laid me under an obligation always to go through the village from our house in one particular direction, and never to vary it by turning down by the wheelwright’s or up by the mill.
  


  
    When I was old enough, I was to be apprenticed to Joe, and until I could assume that dignity I was not to be what Mrs. Joe called ‘Pompeyed’ or (as I render it) pampered. Therefore, I was not only odd-boy about the forge, but if any neighbour happened to want an extra boy to frighten birds, or pick up stones, or do any such job, I was favoured with the employment. In order, however, that our superior position might not be compromised thereby, a money-box was kept on the kitchen mantelshelf, into which it was publicly made known that all my earnings were dropped. I have an impression that they were to be contributed eventually towards the liquidation of the National Debt, but I know I had no hope of any personal participation in the treasure.
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt kept an evening school in the village; that is to say, she was a ridiculous old woman of limited means and unlimited infirmity, who used to go to sleep from six to seven every evening, in the society of youth who paid twopence per week each, for the improving opportunity of seeing her do it. She rented a small cottage, and Mr. Wopsle had the room up-stairs, where we students used to overhear him reading aloud in a most dignified and terrific manner, and occasionally bumping on the ceiling. There was a fiction that Mr. Wopsle ‘examined’ the scholars, once a quarter. What he did on those occasions was to turn up his cuffs, stick up his hair, and give us Mark Antony’s oration over the body of Cæsar. This was always followed by Collins’s Ode on the Passions, wherein I particularly venerated Mr. Wopsle as Revenge, throwing his blood-stained sword in thunder down, and taking the War-denouncing trumpet with a withering look. It was not with me then, as it was in later life, when I fell into the society of the Passions, and compared them with Collins and Wopsle, rather to the disadvantage of both gentlemen.
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt, besides keeping this Educational Institution, kept in the same room—a little general shop. She had no idea what stock she had, or what the price of anything in it was; but there was a little greasy memorandum-book kept in a drawer, which served as a Catalogue of Prices, and by this oracle Biddy arranged all the shop transactions. Biddy was Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt’s grand-daughter; I confess myself quite unequal to the working out of the problem, what relation she was to Mr. Wopsle. She was an orphan like myself; like me, too, had been brought up by hand. She was most noticeable, I thought, in respect of her extremities; for her hair always wanted brushing, her hands always wanted washing, and her shoes always wanted mending and pulling up at heel. This description must be received with a week-day limitation. On Sundays she went to church elaborated.
  


  
    Much of my unassisted self, and more by the help of Biddy than of Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt, I struggled through the alphabet as if it had been a bramble-bush; getting considerably worried and scratched by every letter. After that, I fell among those thieves, the nine figures, who seemed every evening to do something new to disguise themselves and baffle recognition. But, at last I began, in a purblind groping way, to read, write, and cipher, on the very smallest scale.
  


  
    One night, I was sitting in the chimney-corner with my slate, expending great efforts on the production of a letter to Joe. I think it must have been a full year after our hunt upon the marshes, for it was a long time after, and it was winter and a hard frost. With an alphabet on the hearth at my feet for reference, I contrived in an hour or two to print and smear this epistle:
  


  
    ‘MI DEER JO i OPE U R KRWITE WELL i OPE i SHAL SON B HABELL 4 2 TEEDGE U JO AN THEN WE SHORL B sO GLODD AN WEN i M PRENGTD 2 U JO WOT LARX AN BLEVE ME inF XN PIP.’
  


  
    There was no indispensable necessity for my communicating with Joe by letter, inasmuch as he sat beside me and we were alone. But, I delivered this written communication (slate and all) with my own hand, and Joe received it, as a miracle of erudition.
  


  
    ‘I say, Pip, old chap!’ cried Joe, opening his blue eyes wide, ‘what a scholar you are! Ain’t you?’
  


  
    ‘I should like to be,’ said I, glancing at the slate as he held it: with a misgiving that the writing was rather hilly.
  


  
    ‘Why, here’s a J,’ said Joe, ‘and a O equal to anythink! Here’s a J and a O, Pip, and a J-O, Joe.’
  


  
    I had never heard Joe read aloud to any greater extent than this monosyllable, and I had observed at church last Sunday, when I accidentally held our Prayer-book upside down, that it seemed to suit his convenience quite as well as if it had been all right. Wishing to embrace the present occasion of finding out whether in teaching Joe, I should have to begin quite at the beginning, I said, ‘Ah! But read the rest, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘The rest, eh, Pip?’ said Joe, looking at it with a slowly searching eye. ‘One, two, three. Why, here’s three Js, and three Os, and three J-O, Joes, in it, Pip!’
  


  
    I leaned over Joe, and, with the aid of my forefinger, read him the whole letter.
  


  
    ‘Astonishing!’ said Joe, when I had finished. ‘You ARE a scholar.’
  


  
    ‘How do you spell Gargery, Joe?’ I asked him, with a modest patronage.
  


  
    ‘I don’t spell it at all,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘But supposing you did?’
  


  
    ‘It can’t be supposed,’ said Joe. ‘Tho’ I’m oncommon fond of reading, too.’
  


  
    ‘Are you, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘On-common. Give me,’ said Joe, ‘a good book, or a good newspaper, and sit me down afore a good fire, and I ask no better. Lord!’ he continued, after rubbing his knees a little, ‘when you do come to a J and a O, and says you, “Here, at last, is a J-O, Joe,” how interesting reading is!’
  


  
    I derived from this last, that Joe’s education, like Steam, was yet in its infancy. Pursuing the subject, I inquired:
  


  
    ‘Didn’t you ever go to school, Joe, when you were as little as me?’
  


  
    ‘No, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘Why didn’t you ever go to school, Joe, when you were as little as me?’
  


  
    ‘Well, Pip,’ said Joe, taking up the poker, and settling himself to his usual occupation when he was thoughtful, of slowly raking the fire between the lower bars: ‘I’ll tell you. My father, Pip, he were given to drink, and when he were overtook with drink, he hammered away at my mother most onmerciful. It were a’most the only hammering he did, indeed, ’xcepting at myself. And he hammered at me with a wigour only to be equalled by the wigour with which he didn’t hammer at his anwil.—You’re a-listening and understanding, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘’Consequence, my mother and me we ran away from my father several times; and then my mother she’d go out to work, and she’d say, “Joe,” she’d say, “now, please God, you shall have some schooling, child,” and she’d put me to school. But my father were that good in his hart that he couldn’t abear to be without us. So, he’d come with a most tremenjous crowd and make such a row at the doors of the houses where we was, that they used to be obligated to have no more to do with us and to give us up to him. And then he took us home and hammered us. Which, you see, Pip,’ said Joe, pausing in his meditative raking of the fire, and looking at me, ‘were a drawback on my learning.’
  


  
    ‘Certainly, poor Joe!’
  


  
    ‘Though mind you, Pip,’ said Joe, with a judicial touch or two of the poker on the top bar, ‘rendering unto all their doo, and maintaining equal justice betwixt man and man, my father were that good in his hart, don’t you see?’
  


  
    I didn’t see; but I didn’t say so.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ Joe pursued, ‘somebody must keep the pot a-biling, Pip, or the pot won’t bile, don’t you know?’
  


  
    I saw that, and said so.
  


  
    ‘’Consequence, my father didn’t make objections to my going to work; so I went to work at my present calling, which were his too, if he would have followed it, and I worked tolerable hard, I assure you, Pip. In time I were able to keep him, and I kep him till he went off in a purple leptic fit. And it were my intentions to have had put upon his tombstone that What-sume’er the failings on his part, Remember reader he were that good in his hart.’
  


  
    Joe recited this couplet with such manifest pride and careful perspicuity, that I asked him if he had made it himself.
  


  
    ‘I made it,’ said Joe, ‘my own self. I made it in a moment. It was like striking out a horseshoe complete, in a single blow. I never was so much surprised in all my life—couldn’t credit my own ed—to tell you the truth, hardly believed it were my own ed. As I was saying, Pip, it were my intentions to have had it cut over him; but poetry costs money, cut it how you will, small or large, and it were not done. Not to mention bearers, all the money that could be spared were wanted for my mother. She were in poor elth, and quite broke. She waren’t long of following, poor soul, and her share of peace come round at last.’
  


  
    Joe’s blue eyes turned a little watery; he rubbed, first one of them, and then the other, in a most uncongenial and uncomfortable manner, with the round knob on the top of the poker.
  


  
    ‘It were but lonesome then,’ said Joe, ‘living here alone, and I got acquainted with your sister. Now, Pip;’ Joe looked firmly at me, as if he knew I was not going to agree with him; ‘your sister is a fine figure of a woman.’
  


  
    I could not help looking at the fire, in an obvious state of doubt.
  


  
    ‘Whatever family opinions, or whatever the world’s opinions, on that subject may be, Pip, your sister is,’ Joe tapped the top bar with the poker after every word following, ‘a—fine—figure—of—a—woman!’
  


  
    I could think of nothing better to say than ‘I am glad you think so, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘So am I,’ returned Joe, catching me up. ‘I am glad I think so, Pip. A little redness, or a little matter of Bone, here or there, what does it signify to Me?’
  


  
    I sagaciously observed, if it didn’t signify to him, to whom did it signify?
  


  
    ‘Certainly!’ assented Joe. ‘That’s it. You’re right, old chap! When I got acquainted with your sister, it were the talk how she was bringing you up by hand. Very kind of her too, all the folks said, and I said, along with all the folks. As to you,’ Joe pursued, with a countenance expressive of seeing something very nasty indeed: ‘if you could have been aware how small and flabby and mean you was, dear me, you’d have formed the most contemptible opinions of yourself!’
  


  
    Not exactly relishing this, I said, ‘Never mind me, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘But I did mind you, Pip,’ he returned, with tender simplicity. ‘When I offered to your sister to keep company, and to be asked in church, at such times as she was willing and ready to come to the forge, I said to her, “And bring the poor little child. God bless the poor little child,” I said to your sister, “there’s room for him at the forge!”’
  


  
    I broke out crying and begging pardon, and hugged Joe round the neck: who dropped the poker to hug me, and to say, ‘Ever the best of friends; ain’t us, Pip? Don’t cry, old chap!’
  


  
    When this little interruption was over, Joe resumed:
  


  
    ‘Well, you see, Pip, and here we are! That’s about where it lights; here we are! Now, when you take me in hand in my learning, Pip (and I tell you beforehand I am awful dull, most awful dull), Mrs. Joe mustn’t see too much of what we’re up to. It must be done, as I may say, on the sly. And why on the sly? I’ll tell you why, Pip.’
  


  
    He had taken up the poker again; without which, I doubt if he could have proceeded in his demonstration.
  


  
    ‘Your sister is given to government.’
  


  
    ‘Given to government, Joe?’ I was startled, for I had some shadowy idea (and I am afraid I must add, hope) that Joe had divorced her in favour of the Lords of the Admiralty, or Treasury.
  


  
    ‘Given to government,’ said Joe. ‘Which I meanter say the government of you and myself.’
  


  
    ‘Oh!’
  


  
    ‘And she ain’t over partial to having scholars on the premises,’ Joe continued, ‘and in partickler would not be over partial to my being a scholar, for fear as I might rise. Like a sort of rebel, don’t you see?’
  


  
    I was going to retort with an inquiry, and had got as far as
  


  
    ‘Why——’ when Joe stopped me.
  


  
    ‘Stay a bit. I know what you’re a-going to say, Pip; stay a bit! I don’t deny that your sister comes the Mo-gul over us, now and again. I don’t deny that she do throw us back-falls, and that she do drop down upon us heavy. At such times as when your sister is on the Ram-page, Pip,’ Joe sank his voice to a whisper and glanced at the door, ‘candour compels fur to admit that she is a Buster.’
  


  
    Joe pronounced this word as if it began with at least twelve capital Bs.
  


  
    ‘Why don’t I rise? That were your observation when I broke it off, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Joe, passing the poker into his left hand, that he might feel his whisker; and I had no hope of him whenever he took to that placid occupation; ‘your sister’s a master-mind. A master-mind.’
  


  
    ‘What’s that?’ I asked, in some hope of bringing him to a stand. But Joe was readier with his definition than I had expected, and completely stopped me by arguing circularly, and answering with a fixed look, ‘Her.’
  


  
    ‘And I ain’t a master-mind,’ Joe resumed, when he had unfixed his look, and got back to his whisker. ‘And last of all, Pip—and this I want to say very serous to you, old chap—I see so much in my poor mother, of a woman drudging and slaving and breaking her honest hart and never getting no peace in her mortal days, that I’m dead afeerd of going wrong in the way of not doing what’s right by a woman, and I’d fur rather of the two go wrong the t’other way, and be a little ill-conwenienced myself. I wish it was only me that got put out, Pip; I wish there warn’t no Tickler for you, old chap; I wish I could take it all on myself; but this is the up-and-down-and-straight on it, Pip, and I hope you’ll overlook shortcomings.’
  


  
    Young as I was, I believe that I dated a new admiration of Joe from that night. We were equals afterwards, as we had been before; but, afterwards at quiet times when I sat looking at Joe and thinking about him, I had a new sensation of feeling conscious that I was looking up to Joe in my heart.
  


  
    ‘However,’ said Joe, rising to replenish the fire; ‘here’s the Dutch-clock a-working himself up to being equal to strike Eight of ’em, and she’s not come home yet! I hope Uncle Pumblechook’s mare mayn’t have set a fore-foot on a piece o’ ice, and gone down.’
  


  
    Mrs. Joe made occasional trips with Uncle Pumblechook on market-days, to assist him in buying such household stuffs and goods as required a woman’s judgment; Uncle Pumblechook being a bachelor and reposing no confidences in his domestic servant. This was market-day, and Mrs. Joe was out on one of these expeditions.
  


  
    Joe made the fire and swept the hearth, and then we went to the door to listen for the chaise-cart. It was a dry cold night, and the wind blew keenly, and the frost was white and hard. A man would die to-night of lying out on the marshes, I thought. And then I looked at the stars, and considered how awful it would be for a man to turn his face up to them as he froze to death, and see no help or pity in all the glittering multitude.
  


  
    ‘Here comes the mare,’ said Joe, ‘ringing like a peal of bells!’
  


  
    The sound of her iron shoes upon the hard road was quite musical, as she came along at a much brisker trot than usual. We got a chair out, ready for Mrs. Joe’s alighting, and stirred up the fire that they might see a bright window, and took a final survey of the kitchen that nothing might be out of its place. When we had completed these preparations, they drove up, wrapped to the eyes. Mrs. Joe was soon landed, and Uncle Pumblechook was soon down too, covering the mare with a cloth, and we were soon all in the kitchen, carrying so much cold air with us that it seemed to drive all the heat out of the fire.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ said Mrs. Joe, unwrapping herself with haste and excitement, and throwing her bonnet back on her shoulders where it hung by the strings: ‘if this boy ain’t grateful this night, he never will be!’
  


  
    I looked as grateful as any boy possibly could, who was wholly uninformed why he ought to assume that expression.
  


  
    ‘It’s only to be hoped,’ said my sister, ‘that he won’t be Pompeyed. But I have my fears.’
  


  
    ‘She ain’t in that line, Mum,’ said Mr. Pumblechook. ‘She knows better.’
  


  
    She? I looked at Joe, making the motion with my lips and eyebrows, ‘She?’ Joe looked at me, making the motion with his lips and eyebrows, ‘She?’ My sister catching him in the act, he drew the back of his hand across his nose with his usual conciliatory air on such occasions, and looked at her.
  


  
    ‘Well?’ said my sister, in her snappish way. ‘What are you staring at? Is the house a-fire?’
  


  
    ‘—Which some individual,’ Joe politely hinted, ‘mentioned she.’
  


  
    ‘And she is a she, I suppose?’ said my sister. ‘Unless you call Miss Havisham a he. And I doubt if even you’ll go so far as that.’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham up town?’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘Is there any Miss Havisham down town?’ returned my sister. ‘She wants this boy to go and play there. And of course he’s going. And he had better play there,’ said my sister, shaking her head at me as an encouragement to be extremely light and sportive, ‘or I’ll work him.’
  


  
    I had heard of Miss Havisham up town—everybody for miles round, had heard of Miss Havisham up town—as an immensely rich and grim lady who lived in a large and dismal house barricaded against robbers, and who led a life of seclusion.
  


  
    ‘Well, to be sure!’ said Joe, astounded. ‘I wonder how she comes to know Pip!’
  


  
    ‘Noodle!’ cried my sister. ‘Who said she knew him?’
  


  
    ‘—Which some individual,’ Joe again politely hinted, ‘mentioned that she wanted him to go and play there.’
  


  
    ‘And couldn’t she ask Uncle Pumblechook if he knew of a boy to go and play there? Isn’t it just barely possible that Uncle Pumblechook may be a tenant of hers, and that he may sometimes—we won’t say quarterly or half-yearly, for that would be requiring too much of you—but sometimes—go there to pay his rent? And couldn’t she then ask Uncle Pumblechook if he knew of a boy to go and play there? And couldn’t Uncle Pumblechook, being always considerate and thoughtful for us—though you may not think it, Joseph,’ in a tone of the deepest reproach, as if he were the most callous of nephews, ‘then mention this boy, standing Prancing here’—which I solemnly declare I was not doing—‘that I have for ever been a willing slave to?’
  


  
    ‘Good again!’ cried Uncle Pumblechook. ‘Well put! Prettily pointed! Good indeed! Now, Joseph, you know the case.’
  


  
    ‘No, Joseph,’ said my sister, still in a reproachful manner, while Joe apologetically drew the back of his hand across and across his nose, ‘you do not yet—though you may not think it—know the case. You may consider that you do, but you do not, Joseph. For you do not know that Uncle Pumblechook, being sensible that for anything we can tell, this boy’s fortune may be made by his going to Miss Havisham’s, has offered to take him into town to-night in his own chaise-cart, and to keep him to-night, and to take him with his own hands to Miss Havisham’s to-morrow morning. And Lor-a-mussy-me!’ cried my sister, casting off her bonnet in sudden desperation, ‘here I stand talking to mere Mooncalfs, with Uncle Pumblechook waiting, and the mare catching cold at the door, and the boy grimed with crock and dirt from the hair of his head to the sole of his foot!’
  


  
    With that, she pounced on me like an eagle on a lamb, and my face was squeezed into wooden bowls in sinks, and my head was put under taps of water-butts, and I was soaped, and kneaded, and towelled, and thumped, and harrowed, and rasped, until I really was quite beside myself. (I may here remark that I suppose myself to be better acquainted than any living authority, with the ridgy effect of a wedding-ring, passing unsympathetically over the human countenance.)
  


  
    When my ablutions were completed, I was put into clean linen of the stiffest character, like a young penitent into sackcloth, and was trussed up in my tightest and fearfullest suit. I was then delivered over to Mr. Pumblechook, who formally received me as if he were the Sheriff, and who let off upon me the speech that I knew he had been dying to make all along: ‘Boy, be for ever grateful to all friends, but especially unto them which brought you up by hand!’
  


  
    ‘Good-bye, Joe!’
  


  
    ‘God bless you, Pip, old chap!’
  


  
    I had never parted from him before, and what with my feelings and what with soap-suds, I could at first see no stars from the chaise-cart. But they twinkled out one by one, without throwing any light on the questions why on earth I was going to play at Miss Havisham’s, and what on earth I was expected to play at.
  


  
    CHAPTER VIII
  


  
    MR. PUMBLECHOOK’S premises in the High-street of the market town, were of a peppercorny and farinaceous character, as the premises of a corn-chandler and seedsman should be. It appeared to me that he must be a very happy man indeed, to have so many little drawers in his shop: and I wondered when I peeped into one or two on the lower tiers, and saw the tied-up brown paper packets inside, whether the flower-seeds and bulbs ever wanted of a fine day to break out of those jails, and bloom.
  


  
    It was in the early morning after my arrival that I entertained this speculation. On the previous night, I had been sent straight to bed in an attic with a sloping roof, which was so low in the corner where the bedstead was, that I calculated the tiles as being within a foot of my eyebrows. In the same early morning, I discovered a singular affinity between seeds and corduroys. Mr. Pumblechook wore corduroys, and so did his shopman; and somehow, there was a general air and flavour about the corduroys, so much in the nature of seeds, and a general air and flavour about the seeds, so much in the nature of corduroys, that I hardly knew which was which. The same opportunity served me for noticing that Mr. Pumblechook appeared to conduct his business by looking across the street at the saddler, who appeared to transact his business by keeping his eye on the coachmaker, who appeared to get on in life by putting his hands in his pockets and contemplating the baker, who in his turn folded his arms and stared at the grocer, who stood at his door and yawned at the chemist. The watchmaker, always poring over a little desk with a magnifying glass at his eye, and always inspected by a group in smock-frocks poring over him through the glass of his shop-window, seemed to be about the only person in the High-street whose trade engaged his attention.
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook and I breakfasted at eight o’clock in the parlour behind the shop, while the shopman took his mug of tea and hunch of bread-and-butter on a sack of peas in the front premises. I considered Mr. Pumblechook wretched company. Besides being possessed by my sister’s idea that a mortifying and penitential character ought to be imparted to my diet—besides giving me as much crumb as possible in combination with as little butter, and putting such a quantity of warm water into my milk that it would have been more candid to have left the milk out altogether—his conversation consisted of nothing but arithmetic. On my politely bidding him Good morning, he said, pompously, ‘Seven times nine, boy?’ And how should I be able to answer, dodged in that way, in a strange place, on an empty stomach! I was hungry, but before I had swallowed a morsel, he began a running sum that lasted all through the breakfast. ‘Seven?’ ‘And four?’ ‘And eight?’ ‘And six?’ ‘And two?’ ‘And ten?’ And so on. And after each figure was disposed of, it was as much as I could do to get a bite or a sup, before the next came; while he sat at his ease guessing nothing, and eating bacon and hot roll, in (if I may be allowed the expression) a gorging and gormandising manner.
  


  
    For such reasons I was very glad when ten o’clock came and we started for Miss Havisham’s; though I was not at all at my ease regarding the manner in which I should acquit myself under that lady’s roof. Within a quarter of an hour we came to Miss Havisham’s house, which was of old brick, and dismal, and had a great many iron bars to it. Some of the windows had been walled up; of those that remained, all the lower were rustily barred. There was a court-yard in front, and that was barred; so, we had to wait, after ringing the bell, until some one should come to open it. While we waited at the gate, I peeped in (even then Mr. Pumblechook said, ‘And fourteen?’ but I pretended not to hear him), and saw that at the side of the house there was a large brewery. No brewing was going on in it, and none seemed to have gone on for a long time.
  


  
    A window was raised, and a clear voice demanded ‘What name?’ To which my conductor replied, ‘Pumblechook.’ The voice returned, ‘Quite right,’ and the window was shut again, and a young lady came across the court-yard, with keys in her hand.
  


  
    ‘This,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, ‘is Pip.’
  


  
    ‘This is Pip, is it?’ returned the young lady, who was very pretty and seemed very proud; ‘come in, Pip.’
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook was coming in also, when she stopped him with the gate.
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ she said, ‘Did you wish to see Miss Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘If Miss Havisham wished to see me,’ returned Mr. Pumblechook, discomfited.
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ said the girl; ‘but you see she don’t.’
  


  
    She said it so finally, and in such an undiscussible way, that Mr. Pumblechook, though in a condition of ruffled dignity, could not protest. But he eyed me severely—as if I had done anything to him!—and departed with the words reproachfully delivered: ‘Boy! Let your behaviour here be a credit unto them which brought you up by hand!’ I was not free from apprehension that he would come back to propound through the gate, ‘And sixteen?’ But he didn’t.
  


  
    My young conductress locked the gate, and we went across the court-yard. It was paved and clean, but grass was growing in every crevice. The brewery buildings had a little lane of communication with it; and the wooden gates of that lane stood open, and all the brewery beyond stood open, away to the high enclosing wall; and all was empty and disused. The cold wind seemed to blow colder there, than outside the gate; and it made a shrill noise in howling in and out at the open sides of the brewery, like the noise of wind in the rigging of a ship at sea.
  


  
    She saw me looking at it, and she said, ‘You could drink without hurt all the strong beer that’s brewed there now, boy.’
  


  
    ‘I should think I could, miss,’ said I, in a shy way.
  


  
    ‘Better not try to brew beer there now, or it would turn out sour, boy; don’t you think so?’
  


  
    ‘It looks like it, miss.’
  


  
    ‘Not that anybody means to try,’ she added, ‘for that’s all done with, and the place will stand as idle as it is, till it falls. As to strong beer, there’s enough of it in the cellars already, to drown the Manor House.’
  


  
    ‘Is that the name of this house, miss?’
  


  
    ‘One of its names, boy.’
  


  
    ‘It has more than one, then, miss?’
  


  
    ‘One more. Its other name was Satis; which is Greek, or Latin, or Hebrew, or all three—or all one to me—for enough.’
  


  
    ‘Enough House!’ said I: ‘that’s a curious name, miss.’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ she replied; ‘but it meant more than it said. It meant, when it was given, that whoever had this house, could want nothing else. They must have been easily satisfied in those days, I should think. But don’t loiter, boy.’
  


  
    Though she called me ‘boy’ so often, and with a carelessness that was far from complimentary, she was of about my own age. She seemed much older than I, of course, being a girl, and beautiful and self-possessed; and she was as scornful of me as if she had been one-and-twenty, and a queen.
  


  
    We went into the house by a side door—the great front entrance had two chains across it outside—and the first thing I noticed was, that the passages were all dark, and that she had left a candle burning there. She took it up, and we went through more passages and up a staircase, and still it was all dark, and only the candle lighted us.
  


  
    At last we came to the door of a room, and she said, ‘Go in.’
  


  
    I answered, more in shyness than politeness, ‘After you, miss.’
  


  
    To this, she returned: ‘Don’t be ridiculous, boy; I am not going in.’ And scornfully walked away, and—what was worse—took the candle with her.
  


  
    This was very uncomfortable, and I was half afraid. However, the only thing to be done being to knock at the door, I knocked, and was told from within to enter. I entered, therefore, and found myself in a pretty large room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of daylight was to be seen in it. It was a dressing-room, as I supposed from the furniture, though much of it was of forms and uses then quite unknown to me. But prominent in it was a draped table with a gilded looking-glass, and that I made out at first sight to be a fine lady’s dressing-table.
  


  
    Whether I should have made out this object so soon, if there had been no fine lady sitting at it, I cannot say. In an armchair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on that hand, sat the strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see.
  


  
    She was dressed in rich materials—satins, and lace, and silks—all of white. Her shoes were white. And she had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal flowers in her hair, but her hair was white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some other jewels lay sparkling on the table. Dresses, less splendid than the dress she wore, and half-packed trunks, were scattered about. She had not quite finished dressing, for she had but one shoe on—the other was on the table near her hand—her veil was but half arranged, her watch and chain were not put on, and some lace for her bosom lay with those trinkets, and with her handkerchief, and gloves, and some flowers, and a Prayer-book, all confusedly heaped about the looking-glass.
  


  
    It was not in the first few moments that I saw all these things, though I saw more of them in the first moments than might be supposed. But, I saw that everything within my view which ought to be white, had been white long ago, and had lost its lustre, and was faded and yellow. I saw that the bride within the bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the flowers, and had no brightness left but the brightness of her sunken eyes. I saw that the dress had been put upon the rounded figure of a young woman, and that the figure upon which it now hung loose, had shrunk to skin and bone. Once, I had been taken to see some ghastly waxwork at the Fair, representing I know not what impossible personage lying in state. Once, I had been taken to one of our old marsh churches to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich dress, that had been dug out of a vault under the church pavement. Now, waxwork and skeleton seemed to have dark eyes that moved and looked at me. I should have cried out, if I could.
  


  
    ‘Who is it?’ said the lady at the table.
  


  
    ‘Pip, ma’am.’
  


  
    ‘Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come—to play.’
  


  
    ‘Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.’
  


  
    It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding objects in detail, and saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that a clock in the room had stopped at twenty minutes to nine.
  


  
    ‘Look at me,’ said Miss Havisham. ‘You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since you were born?’
  


  
    I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended in the answer ‘No.’
  


  
    ‘Do you know what I touch here?’ she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her left side.
  


  
    ‘Yes, ma’am.’ (It made me think of the young man.)
  


  
    ‘What do I touch?’
  


  
    ‘Your heart.’
  


  
    ‘Broken!’
  


  
    She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile that had a kind of boast in it. Afterwards, she kept her hands there for a little while, and slowly took them away as if they were heavy.
  


  
    ‘I am tired,’ said Miss Havisham. ‘I want diversion, and I have done with men and women. Play.’
  


  
    I think it will be conceded by my most disputatious reader, that she could hardly have directed an unfortunate boy to do anything in the wide world more difficult to be done under the circumstances.
  


  
    ‘I sometimes have sick fancies,’ she went on, ‘and I have a sick fancy that I want to see some play. There, there!’ with an impatient movement of the fingers of her right hand; ‘play, play, play!’
  


  
    For a moment, with the fear of my sister’s working me before my eyes, I had a desperate idea of starting round the room in the assumed character of Mr. Pumblechook’s chaise-cart. But, I felt myself so unequal to the performance that I gave it up, and stood looking at Miss Havisham in what I suppose she took for a dogged manner, inasmuch as she said, when we had taken a good look at each other:
  


  
    ‘Are you sullen and obstinate?’
  


  
    ‘No, ma’am, I am very sorry for you, and very sorry I can’t play just now. If you complain of me I shall get into trouble with my sister, so I would do it if I could; but it’s so new here, and so strange, and so fine—and melancholy——’ I stopped, fearing I might say too much, or had already said it, and we took another look at each other.
  


  
    Before she spoke again, she turned her eyes from me, and looked at the dress she wore, and at the dressing-table, and finally at herself in the looking-glass.
  


  
    ‘So new to him,’ she muttered, ‘so old to me; so strange to him, so familiar to me; so melancholy to both of us! Call Estella.’
  


  
    As she was still looking at the reflection of herself, I thought she was still talking to herself, and kept quiet.
  


  
    ‘Call Estella,’ she repeated, flashing a look at me. ‘You can do that. Call Estella. At the door.’
  


  
    To stand in the dark in a mysterious passage of an unknown house, bawling Estella to a scornful young lady neither visible nor responsive, and feeling it a dreadful liberty so to roar out her name, was almost as bad as playing to order. But, she answered at last, and her light came along the dark passage like a star.
  


  
    Miss Havisham beckoned her to come close, and took up a jewel from the table, and tried its effect upon her fair young bosom and against her pretty brown hair. ‘Your own, one day, my dear, and you will use it well. Let me see you play cards with this boy.’
  


  
    ‘With this boy! Why, he is a common labouring-boy!’
  


  
    I thought I overheard Miss Havisham answer—only it seemed so unlikely—‘Well? You can break his heart.’
  


  
    ‘What do you play, boy?’ asked Estella of myself, with the greatest disdain.
  


  
    ‘Nothing but beggar my neighbour, Miss.’
  


  
    ‘Beggar him,’ said Miss Havisham to Estella. So we sat down to cards.
  


  
    It was then I began to understand that everything in the room had stopped, like the watch and the clock, a long time ago. I noticed that Miss Havisham put down the jewel exactly on the spot from which she had taken it up. As Estella dealt the cards, I glanced at the dressing-table again, and saw that the shoe upon it, once white, now yellow, had never been worn. I glanced down at the foot from which the shoe was absent, and saw that the silk stocking on it, once white, now yellow, had been trodden ragged. Without this arrest of everything, this standing still of all the pale decayed objects, not even the withered bridal dress on the collapsed form could have looked so like grave-clothes, or the long veil so like a shroud.
  


  
    So she sat, corpse-like, as we played at cards; the frillings and trimmings on her bridal dress, looking like earthy paper. I knew nothing then of the discoveries that are occasionally made of bodies buried in ancient times, which fall to powder in the moment of being distinctly seen; but, I have often thought since, that she must have looked as if the admission of the natural light of day would have struck her to dust.
  


  
    ‘He calls the knaves, Jacks, this boy!’ said Estella with disdain, before our first game was out. ‘And what coarse hands he has! And what thick boots!’
  


  
    I had never thought of being ashamed of my hands before; but I began to consider them a very indifferent pair. Her contempt for me was so strong, that it became infectious, and I caught it.
  


  
    She won the game, and I dealt. I misdealt, as was only natural, when I knew she was lying in wait for me to do wrong; and she denounced me for a stupid, clumsy labouring-boy.
  


  
    ‘You say nothing of her,’ remarked Miss Havisham to me, as she looked on. ‘She says many hard things of you, yet you say nothing of her. What do you think of her?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t like to say,’ I stammered.
  


  
    ‘Tell me in my ear,’ said Miss Havisham, bending down.
  


  
    ‘I think she is very proud,’ I replied, in a whisper.
  


  
    ‘Anything else?’
  


  
    ‘I think she is very pretty.’
  


  
    ‘Anything else?’
  


  
    ‘I think she is very insulting.’ (She was looking at me then with a look of supreme aversion.)
  


  
    ‘Anything else?’
  


  
    ‘I think I should like to go home.’
  


  
    ‘And never see her again, though she is so pretty?’
  


  
    ‘I am not sure that I shouldn’t like to see her again, but I should like to go home now.’
  


  
    ‘You shall go soon,’ said Miss Havisham aloud. ‘Play the game out.’
  


  
    Saving for the one weird smile at first, I should have felt almost sure that Miss Havisham’s face could not smile. It had dropped into a watchful and brooding expression—most likely when all the things about her had become transfixed—and it looked as if nothing could ever lift it up again. Her chest had dropped, so that she stooped, and her voice had dropped, so that she spoke low, and with a dead lull upon her; altogether, she had the appearance of having dropped, body and soul, within and without, under the weight of a crushing blow.
  


  
    I played the game to an end with Estella, and she beggared me. She threw the cards down on the table when she had won them all, as if she despised them for having been won of me.
  


  
    ‘When shall I have you here again?’ said Miss Havisham. ‘Let me think.’
  


  
    I was beginning to remind her that to-day was Wednesday, when she checked me with her former impatient movement of the fingers of her right hand.
  


  
    ‘There! there! I know nothing of days of the week; I know nothing of weeks of the year. Come again after six days. You hear?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, ma’am.’
  


  
    ‘Estella, take him down. Let him have something to eat, and let him roam and look about him while he eats. Go, Pip.’
  


  
    I followed the candle down, as I had followed the candle up, and she stood it in the place where we had found it. Until she opened the side entrance, I had fancied, without thinking about it, that it must necessarily be night-time. The rush of the daylight quite confounded me, and made me feel as if I had been in the candlelight of the strange room many hours.
  


  
    ‘You are to wait here, you boy,’ said Estella; and disappeared and closed the door.
  


  
    I took the opportunity of being alone in the court-yard, to look at my coarse hands and my common boots. My opinion of those accessories was not favourable. They had never troubled me before, but they troubled me now, as vulgar appendages. I determined to ask Joe why he had ever taught me to call those picture-cards, Jacks, which ought to be called knaves. I wished Joe had been rather more genteelly brought up, and then I should have been so too.
  


  
    She came back, with some bread and meat and a little mug of beer. She put the mug down on the stones of the yard, and gave me the bread and meat without looking at me, as insolently as if I were a dog in disgrace. I was so humiliated, hurt, spurned, offended, angry, sorry—I cannot hit upon the right name for the smart—God knows what its name was—that tears started to my eyes. The moment they sprang there, the girl looked at me with a quick delight in having been the cause of them. This gave me power to keep them back and to look at her: so, she gave a contemptuous toss—but with a sense, I thought, of having made too sure that I was so wounded—and left me.
  


  
    But, when she was gone, I looked about me for a place to hide my face in, and got behind one of the gates in the brewery-lane, and leaned my sleeve against the wall there, and leaned my forehead on it and cried. As I cried, I kicked the wall, and took a hard twist at my hair; so bitter were my feelings, and so sharp was the smart without a name, that needed counteraction.
  


  
    My sister’s bringing up had made me sensitive. In the little world in which children have their existence, whosoever brings them up, there is nothing so finely perceived and so finely felt, as injustice. It may be only small injustice that the child can be exposed to; but the child is small, and its world is small, and its rocking-horse stands as many hands high, according to scale, as a big-boned Irish hunter. Within myself, I had sustained, from my babyhood, a perpetual conflict with injustice. I had known, from the time when I could speak, that my sister, in her capricious and violent coercion, was unjust to me. I had cherished a profound conviction that her bringing me up by hand, gave her no right to bring me up by jerks. Through all my punishments, disgraces, fasts and vigils, and other penitential performances, I had nursed this assurance; and to my communing so much with it, in a solitary and unprotected way, I in great part refer the fact that I was morally timid and very sensitive.
  


  
    I got rid of my injured feelings for the time, by kicking them into the brewery-wall, and twisting them out of my hair, and then I smoothed my face with my sleeve, and came from behind the gate. The bread and meat were acceptable, and the beer was warming and tingling, and I was soon in spirits to look about me.
  


  
    To be sure, it was a deserted place, down to the pigeon-house in the brewery-yard, which had been blown crooked on its pole by some high wind, and would have made the pigeons think themselves at sea, if there had been any pigeons there to be rocked by it. But, there were no pigeons in the dove-cot, no horses in the stable, no pigs in the sty, no malt in the storehouse, no smells of grains and beer in the copper or the vat. All the uses and scents of the brewery might have evaporated with its last reek of smoke. In a by-yard, there was a wilderness of empty casks, which had a certain sour remembrance of better days lingering about them; but it was too sour to be accepted as a sample of the beer that was gone—and in this respect I remember those recluses as being like most others.
  


  
    Behind the furthest end of the brewery, was a rank garden with an old wall: not so high but that I could struggle up and hold on long enough to look over it, and see that the rank garden was the garden of the house, and that it was overgrown with tangled weeds, but that there was a track upon the green and yellow paths, as if some one sometimes walked there, and that Estella was walking away from me even then. But she seemed to be everywhere. For, when I yielded to the temptation presented by the casks, and began to walk on them, I saw her walking on them at the end of the yard of casks. She had her back towards me, and held her pretty brown hair spread out in her two hands, and never looked round, and passed out of my view directly. So, in the brewery itself—by which I mean the large paved lofty place in which they used to make the beer, and where the brewing utensils still were. When I first went into it, and, rather oppressed by its gloom, stood near the door looking about me, I saw her pass among the extinguished fires, and ascend some light iron stairs, and go out by a gallery high overhead, as if she were going out into the sky.
  


  
    It was in this place, and at this moment, that a strange thing happened to my fancy. I thought it a strange thing then, and I thought it a stranger thing long afterwards. I turned my eyes—a little dimmed by looking up at the frosty light—towards a great wooden beam in a low nook of the building near me on my right hand, and I saw a figure hanging there by the neck. A figure all in yellow white, with but one shoe to the feet; and it hung so, that I could see that the faded trimmings of the dress were like earthy paper, and that the face was Miss Havisham’s, with a movement going over the whole countenance as if she were trying to call to me. In the terror of seeing the figure, and in the terror of being certain that it had not been there a moment before, I at first ran from it, and then ran towards it. And my terror was greatest of all when I found no figure there.
  


  
    Nothing less than the frosty light of the cheerful sky, the sight of people passing beyond the bars of the court-yard gate, and the reviving influence of the rest of the bread and meat and beer, could have brought me round. Even with those aids, I might not have come to myself as soon as I did, but that I saw Estella approaching with the keys, to let me out. She would have some fair reason for looking down upon me, I thought, if she saw me frightened; and she should have no fair reason.
  


  
    She gave me a triumphant glance in passing me, as if she rejoiced that my hands were so coarse and my boots were so thick, and she opened the gate, and stood holding it. I was passing out without looking at her, when she touched me with a taunting hand.
  


  
    ‘Why don’t you cry?’
  


  
    ‘Because I don’t want to.’
  


  
    ‘You do,’ said she. ‘You have been crying till you are half blind, and you are near crying again now.’
  


  
    She laughed contemptuously, pushed me out, and locked the gate upon me. I went straight to Mr. Pumblechook’s, and was immensely relieved to find him not at home. So, leaving word with the shopman on what day I was wanted at Miss Havisham’s again, I set off on the four-mile walk to our forge; pondering, as I went along, on all I had seen, and deeply revolving that I was a common labouring-boy; that my hands were coarse; that my boots were thick; that I had fallen into a despicable habit of calling knaves Jacks; that I was much more ignorant than I had considered myself last night, and generally that I was in a low-lived bad way.
  


  
    CHAPTER IX
  


  
    WHEN I reached home, my sister was very curious to know all about Miss Havisham’s, and asked a number of questions. And I soon found myself getting heavily bumped from behind in the nape of the neck and the small of the back, and having my face ignominiously shoved against the kitchen wall, because I did not answer those questions at sufficient length.
  


  
    If a dread of not being understood be hidden in the breasts of other young people to anything like the extent to which it used to be hidden in mine—which I consider probable, as I have no particular reason to suspect myself of having been a monstrosity—it is the key to many reservations. I felt convinced that if I described Miss Havisham’s as my eyes had seen it, I should not be understood. Not only that, but I felt convinced that Miss Havisham too would not be understood; and although she was perfectly incomprehensible to me, I entertained an impression that there would be something coarse and treacherous in my dragging her as she really was (to say nothing of Miss Estella) before the contemplation of Mrs. Joe. Consequently, I said as little as I could, and had my face shoved against the kitchen wall.
  


  
    The worst of it was that that bullying old Pumblechook, preyed upon by a devouring curiosity to be informed of all I had seen and heard, came gaping over in his chaise-cart at tea-time, to have the details divulged to him. And the mere sight of the torment, with his fishy eyes and mouth open, his sandy hair inquisitively on end, and his waistcoat heaving with windy arithmetic, made me vicious in my reticence.
  


  
    ‘Well, boy,’ Uncle Pumblechook began, as soon as he was seated in the chair of honour by the fire. ‘How did you get on up town?’
  


  
    I answered, ‘Pretty well, sir,’ and my sister shook her fist at me.
  


  
    ‘Pretty well?’ Mr. Pumblechook repeated. ‘Pretty well is no answer. Tell us what you mean by pretty well, boy?’
  


  
    Whitewash on the forehead hardens the brain into a state of obstinacy perhaps. Anyhow, with whitewash from the wall on my forehead, my obstinacy was adamantine. I reflected for some time, and then answered as if I had discovered a new idea, ‘I mean pretty well.’
  


  
    My sister with an exclamation of impatience was going to fly at me—I had no shadow of defence, for Joe was busy in the forge—when Mr. Pumblechook interposed with ‘No! Don’t lose your temper. Leave this lad to me, ma’am; leave this lad to me.’ Mr. Pumblechook then turned me towards him, as if he were going to cut my hair, and said:
  


  
    ‘First (to get our thoughts in order): Forty-three pence?’
  


  
    I calculated the consequences of replying ‘Four Hundred Pound,’ and finding them against me, went as near the answer as I could—which was somewhere about eightpence off. Mr. Pumblechook then put me through my pence-table from ‘twelve pence make one shilling,’ up to ‘forty pence make three and fourpence,’ and then triumphantly demanded, as if he had done for me, ‘Now! How much is forty-three pence?’ To which I replied, after a long interval of reflection, ‘I don’t know.’ And I was so aggravated that I almost doubt if I did know.
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook worked his head like a screw to screw it out of me, and said, ‘Is forty-three pence seven and sixpence three fardens, for instance?’
  


  
    ‘Yes!’ said I. And although my sister instantly boxed my ears, it was highly gratifying to me to see that the answer spoilt his joke, and brought him to a dead stop.
  


  
    ‘Boy! What like is Miss Havisham?’ Mr. Pumblechook began again when he had recovered; folding his arms tight on his chest and applying the screw.
  


  
    ‘Very tall and dark,’ I told him.
  


  
    ‘Is she, uncle?’ asked my sister.
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook winked assent; from which I at once inferred that he had never seen Miss Havisham, for she was nothing of the kind.
  


  
    ‘Good!’ said Mr. Pumblechook, conceitedly. (‘This is the way to have him! We are beginning to hold our own, I think, Mum?’)
  


  
    ‘I am sure, uncle,’ returned Mrs. Joe, ‘I wish you had him always: you know so well how to deal with him.’
  


  
    ‘Now, boy! What was she a doing of, when you went in to-day?’ asked Mr. Pumblechook.
  


  
    ‘She was sitting,’ I answered, ‘in a black velvet coach.’
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook and Mrs. Joe stared at one another—as they well might—and both repeated, ‘In a black velvet coach?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said I. ‘And Miss Estella—that’s her niece, I think—handed her in cake and wine at the coach-window, on a gold plate. And we all had cake and wine on gold plates. And I got up behind the coach to eat mine, because she told me to.’
  


  
    ‘Was anybody else there?’ asked Mr. Pumblechook.
  


  
    ‘Four dogs,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Large or small?’
  


  
    ‘Immense,’ said I. ‘And they fought for veal-cutlets out of a silver basket.’
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook and Mrs. Joe stared at one another again, in utter amazement. I was perfectly frantic—a reckless witness under the torture—and would have told them anything.
  


  
    ‘Where was this coach, in the name of gracious?’ asked my sister.
  


  
    ‘In Miss Havisham’s room.’ They stared again. ‘But there weren’t any horses to it.’ I added this saving clause, in the moment of rejecting four richly caparisoned coursers, which I had had wild thoughts of harnessing.
  


  
    ‘Can this be possible, uncle?’ asked Mrs. Joe. ‘What can the boy mean?’
  


  
    ‘I’ll tell you, Mum,’ said Mr. Pumblechook. ‘My opinion is, it’s a sedan-chair. She’s flighty, you know—very flighty—quite flighty enough to pass her days in a sedan-chair.’
  


  
    ‘Did you ever see her in it, uncle?’ asked Mrs. Joe.
  


  
    ‘How could I,’ he returned, forced to the admission, ‘when I never see her in my life? Never clapped eyes upon her!’
  


  
    ‘Goodness, uncle! And yet you have spoken to her?’
  


  
    ‘Why, don’t you know,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, testily, ‘that when I have been there, I have been took up to the outside of her door, and the door has stood ajar, and she has spoken to me that way, Don’t say you don’t know that, Mum. Howsever, the boy went there to play. What did you play at, boy?’
  


  
    ‘We played with flags,’ I said. (I beg to observe that I think of myself with amazement, when I recall the lies I told on this occasion.)
  


  
    ‘Flags!’ echoed my sister.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said I. ‘Estella waved a blue flag, and I waved a red one, and Miss Havisham waved one sprinkled all over with little gold stars, out at the coach-window. And then we all waved our swords and hurrahed.’
  


  
    ‘Swords!’ repeated my sister. ‘Where did you get swords from?’
  


  
    ‘Out of a cupboard,’ said I. ‘And I saw pistols in it—and jam—and pills. And there was no daylight in the room, but it was all lighted up with candles.’
  


  
    ‘That’s true, Mum,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, with a grave nod. ‘That’s the state of the case, for that much I’ve seen myself.’ And then they both stared at me, and I, with an obtrusive show of artlessness on my countenance, stared at them, and plaited the right leg of my trousers with my right hand.
  


  
    If they had asked me any more questions I should undoubtedly have betrayed myself, for I was even then on the point of mentioning that there was a balloon in the yard, and should have hazarded the statement but for my invention being divided between that phenomenon and a bear in the brewery. They were so much occupied, however, in discussing the marvels I had already presented for their consideration, that I escaped. The subject still held them when Joe came in from his work to have a cup of tea. To whom my sister, more for the relief of her own mind than for the gratification of his, related my pretended experiences.
  


  
    Now, when I saw Joe open his blue eyes and roll them all round the kitchen in helpless amazement, I was overtaken by penitence; but only as regarded him—not in the least as regarded the other two. Towards Joe, and Joe only, I considered myself a young monster, while they sat debating what results would come to me from Miss Havisham’s acquaintance and favour. They had no doubt that Miss Havisham would ‘do something’ for me; their doubts related to the form that something would take. My sister stood out for ‘property.’ Mr. Pumblechook was in favour of a handsome premium for binding me apprentice to some genteel trade—say, the corn and seed trade, for instance. Joe fell into the deepest disgrace with both, for offering the bright suggestion that I might only be presented with one of the dogs who had fought for the veal-cutlets. ‘If a fool’s head can’t express better opinions than that,’ said my sister, ‘and you have got any work to do, you had better go and do it.’ So he went.
  


  
    After Mr. Pumblechook had driven off, and when my sister was washing up, I stole into the forge to Joe, and remained by him until he had done for the night. Then I said, ‘Before the fire goes out, Joe, I should like to tell you something.’
  


  
    ‘Should you, Pip?’ said Joe, drawing his shoeing-stool near the forge. ‘Then tell us. What is it, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Joe,’ said I, taking hold of his rolled-up shirt sleeve, and twisting it between my finger and thumb, ‘you remember all that about Miss Havisham’s?’
  


  
    ‘Remember?’ said Joe. ‘I believe you! Wonderful!’
  


  
    ‘It’s a terrible thing, Joe; it ain’t true.’
  


  
    ‘What are you telling of, Pip?’ cried Joe, falling back in the greatest amazement. ‘You don’t mean to say it’s——’
  


  
    ‘Yes, I do; it’s lies, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘But not all of it? Why sure you don’t mean to say, Pip, that there was no black welwet co——ch?’ For I stood shaking my head. ‘But at least there was dogs, Pip? Come, Pip,’ said Joe, persuasively, ‘if there warn’t no weal-cutlets, at least there was dogs?’
  


  
    ‘No, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘A dog?’ said Joe. ‘A puppy? Come!’
  


  
    ‘No, Joe, there was nothing at all of the kind.’
  


  
    As I fixed my eyes hopelessly on Joe, Joe contemplated me in dismay. ‘Pip, old chap! This won’t do, old fellow! I say! Where do you expect to go to?’
  


  
    ‘It’s terrible, Joe; ain’t it?’
  


  
    ‘Terrible?’ cried Joe. ‘Awful! What possessed you?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t know what possessed me, Joe,’ I replied, letting his shirt sleeve go, and sitting down in the ashes at his feet, hanging my head; ‘but I wish you hadn’t taught me to call Knaves at cards, Jacks; and I wish my boots weren’t so thick nor my hands so coarse.’
  


  
    And then I told Joe that I felt very miserable, and that I hadn’t been able to explain myself to Mrs. Joe and Pumblechook, who were so rude to me, and that there had been a beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham’s who was dreadfully proud, and that she had said I was common, and that I knew I was common, and that I wished I was not common, and that the lies had come of it somehow, though I didn’t know how.
  


  
    This was a case of metaphysics, at least as difficult for Joe to deal with, as for me. But Joe took the case altogether out of the region of metaphysics, and by that means vanquished it.
  


  
    ‘There’s one thing you may be sure of, Pip,’ said Joe, after some rumination, ‘namely, that lies is lies. Howsever they come, they didn’t ought to come, and they come from the father of lies, and work round to the same. Don’t you tell no more of ’em, Pip. That ain’t the way to get out of being common, old chap. And as to being common, I don’t make it out at all clear. You are oncommon in some things. You’re oncommon small. Likewise you’re a oncommon scholar.’
  


  
    ‘No, I am ignorant and backward, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Why, see what a letter you wrote last night! Wrote in print even! I’ve seen letters—Ah! and from gentlefolks!—that I’ll swear weren’t wrote in print,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘I have learnt next to nothing, Joe. You think much of me. It’s only that.’
  


  
    ‘Well, Pip,’ said Joe, ‘be it so, or be it son’t, you must be a common scholar afore you can be a oncommon one, I should hope! The king upon his throne, with his crown upon his ’ed, can’t sit and write his acts of Parliament in print, without having begun, when he were a unpromoted Prince, with the alphabet—Ah!’ added Joe, with a shake of the head that was full of meaning, ‘and begun at A too, and worked his way to Z. And I know what that is to do, though I can’t say I’ve exactly done it.’
  


  
    There was some hope in this piece of wisdom, and it rather encouraged me.
  


  
    ‘Whether common ones as to callings and earnings,’ pursued Joe, reflectively, ‘mightn’t be the better of continuing for to keep company with common ones, instead of going out to play with oncommon ones—which reminds me to hope that there were a flag, perhaps?’
  


  
    ‘No, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘(I’m sorry there weren’t a flag, Pip.) Whether that might be, or mightn’t be, is a thing as can’t be looked into now, without putting your sister on the Rampage; and that’s a thing not to be thought of, as being done intentional. Lookee here, Pip, at what is said to you by a true friend. Which this to you the true friend say. If you can’t get to be oncommon through going straight, you’ll never get to do it through going crooked. So don’t tell no more on ’em, Pip, and live well and die happy.’
  


  
    ‘You are not angry with me, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘No, old chap. But bearing in mind that them were which I meantersay of a stunning and outdacious sort—alluding to them which bordered on weal-cutlets and dog-fighting—a sincere well-wisher would adwise, Pip, their being dropped into your meditations, when you go up-stairs to bed. That’s all, old chap, and don’t never do it no more.’
  


  
    When I got up to my little room and said my prayers, I did not forget Joe’s recommendation, and yet my young mind was in that disturbed and unthankful state, that I thought long after I laid me down, how common Estella would consider Joe, a mere blacksmith: how thick his boots, and how coarse his hands. I thought how Joe and my sister were then sitting in the kitchen, and how I had come up to bed from the kitchen, and how Miss Havisham and Estella never sat in a kitchen, but were far above the level of such common doings. I fell asleep recalling what I ‘used to do’ when I was at Miss Havisham’s; as though I had been there weeks or months, instead of hours: and as though it were quite an old subject of remembrance, instead of one that had risen only that day.
  


  
    That was a memorable day to me, for it made great changes in me. But it is the same with any life. Imagine one selected day struck out of it, and think how different its course would have been. Pause you who read this, and think for a moment of the long chain of iron or gold, of thorns or flowers, that would never have bound you, but for the formation of the first link on one memorable day.
  


  
    CHAPTER X
  


  
    THE felicitous idea occurred to me a morning or two later when I woke, that the best step I could take towards making myself uncommon was to get out of Biddy everything she knew. In pursuance of this luminous conception, I mentioned to Biddy when I went to Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt’s at night, that I had a particular reason for wishing to get on in life, and that I should feel very much obliged to her if she would impart all her learning to me. Biddy, who was the most obliging of girls, immediately said she would, and indeed began to carry out her promise within five minutes.
  


  
    The Educational scheme or Course established by Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt may be resolved into the following synopsis. The pupils ate apples and put straws down one another’s backs, until Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt collected her energies, and made an indiscriminate totter at them with a birch-rod. After receiving the charge with every mark of derision, the pupils formed in line and buzzingly passed a ragged book from hand to hand. The book had an alphabet in it, some figures and tables, and a little spelling—that is to say, it had had once. As soon as this volume began to circulate, Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt fell into a state of coma; arising either from sleep or a rheumatic paroxysm. The pupils then entered among themselves upon a competitive examination on the subject of Boots, with the view of ascertaining who could tread the hardest upon whose toes. This mental exercise lasted until Biddy made a rush at them and distributed three defaced Bibles (shaped as if they had been unskilfully cut off the chump-end of something), more illegibly printed at the best than any curiosities of literature I have since met with, speckled all over with iron-mould, and having various specimens of the insect world smashed between their leaves. This part of the Course was usually lightened by several single combats between Biddy and refractory students. When the fights were over, Biddy gave out the number of a page, and then we all read aloud what we could—or what we couldn’t—in a frightful chorus; Biddy leading with a high shrill monotonous voice, and none of us having the least notion of, or reverence for, what we were reading about. When this horrible din had lasted a certain time, it mechanically awoke Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt, who staggered at a boy fortuitously, and pulled his ears. This was understood to terminate the Course for the evening, and we emerged into the air with shrieks of intellectual victory. It is fair to remark that there was no prohibition against any pupil’s entertaining himself with a slate or even with the ink (when there was any), but that it was not easy to pursue that branch of study in the winter season, on account of the little general shop in which the classes were holden—and which was also Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt’s sitting-room and bed-chamber—being but faintly illuminated through the agency of one low-spirited dip-candle and no snuffers.
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    A Stranger at the Three Jolly Bargemen (p. 85)
  


  


  
    It appeared to me that it would take time to become uncommon under these circumstances: nevertheless, I resolved to try it, and that very evening Biddy entered on our special agreement, by imparting some information from her little catalogue of Prices, under the head of moist sugar, and lending me, to copy at home, a large old English D which she had imitated from the heading of some newspaper, and which I supposed, until she told me what it was, to be a design for a buckle.
  


  
    Of course there was a public-house in the village, and of course Joe liked sometimes to smoke his pipe there. I had received strict orders from my sister to call for him at the Three Jolly Bargemen, that evening, on my way from school, and bring him home at my peril. To the Three Jolly Bargemen, therefore, I directed my steps.
  


  
    There was a bar at the Jolly Bargemen, with some alarmingly long chalk scores in it on the wall at the side of the door, which seemed to me to be never paid off. They had been there ever since I could remember, and had grown more than I had. But there was a quantity of chalk about our country, and perhaps the people neglected no opportunity of turning it to account.
  


  
    It being Saturday night, I found the landlord looking rather grimly at these records, but as my business was with Joe and not with him, I merely wished him good evening, and passed into the common room at the end of the passage, where there was a bright large kitchen fire, and where Joe was smoking his pipe in company with Mr. Wopsle and a stranger. Joe greeted me as usual with ‘Halloa, Pip, old chap!’ and the moment he said that, the stranger turned his head and looked at me.
  


  
    He was a secret-looking man whom I had never seen before. His head was all on one side, and one of his eyes was half shut up, as if he were taking aim at something with an invisible gun. He had a pipe in his mouth, and he took it out, and, after slowly blowing all his smoke away and looking hard at me all the time, nodded. So I nodded, and then he nodded again, and made room on the settle beside him that I might sit down there.
  


  
    But, as I was used to sit beside Joe whenever I entered that place of resort, I said, ‘No, thank you, sir,’ and fell into the space Joe made for me on the opposite settle. The strange man, after glancing at Joe, and seeing that his attention was other-wide engaged, nodded to me again when I had taken my seat, and then rubbed his leg—in a very odd way, as it struck me.
  


  
    ‘You was saying,’ said the strange man, turning to Joe, ‘that you was a blacksmith.’
  


  
    ‘Yes. I said it, you know,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘What’ll you drink, Mr. ——? You didn’t mention your name, by-the-bye.’
  


  
    Joe mentioned it now, and the strange man called him by it.
  


  
    ‘What’ll you drink, Mr. Gargery? At my expense? To top up with?’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Joe, ‘to tell you the truth, I ain’t much in the habit of drinking at anybody’s expense but my own.’
  


  
    ‘Habit? No,’ returned the stranger, ‘but once and away, and on a Saturday night too. Come! Put a name to it, Mr. Gargery.’
  


  
    ‘I wouldn’t wish to be stiff company,’ said Joe. ‘Rum.’
  


  
    ‘Rum,’ repeated the stranger. ‘And will the other gentleman originate a sentiment?’
  


  
    ‘Rum,’ said Mr. Wopsle.
  


  
    ‘Three Rums!’ cried the stranger, calling to the landlord. ‘Glasses round!’
  


  
    ‘This other gentleman,’ observed Joe, by way of introducing Mr. Wopsle, ‘is a gentleman that you would like to hear give it out. Our clerk at church.’
  


  
    ‘Aha!’ said the stranger, quickly, and cocking his eye at me. ‘The lonely church, right out on the marshes, with the graves round it!’
  


  
    ‘That’s it,’ said Joe.
  


  
    The stranger, with a comfortable kind of grunt over his pipe, put his legs up on the settle that he had to himself. He wore a flapping broad-brimmed traveller’s hat, and under it a handkerchief tied over his head in the manner of a cap: so that he showed no hair. As he looked at the fire, I thought I saw a cunning expression, followed by a half-laugh, come into his face.
  


  
    ‘I am not acquainted with this country, gentlemen, but it seems a solitary country towards the river.’
  


  
    ‘Most marshes is solitary,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘No doubt, no doubt. Do you find any gipsies, now, or tramps, or vagrants of any sort, out there?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said Joe; ‘none but a runaway convict now and then. And we don’t find them, easy. Eh, Mr. Wopsle?’
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle, with a majestic remembrance of old discomfiture, assented; but not warmly.
  


  
    ‘Seems you have been out after such?’ asked the stranger.
  


  
    ‘Once,’ returned Joe. ‘Not that we wanted to take them, you understand; we went out as lookers on; me and Mr. Wopsle, and Pip. Didn’t us, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe.’
  


  
    The stranger looked at me again—still cocking his eye, as if he were expressly taking aim at me with his invisible gun—and said, ‘He’s a likely young parcel of bones that. What is it you call him?’
  


  
    ‘Pip,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘Christened Pip?’
  


  
    ‘No, not christened Pip.’
  


  
    ‘Surname Pip?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said Joe; ‘it’s a kind of a family name what he gave himself when a infant, and is called by.’
  


  
    ‘Son of yours?’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Joe, meditatively—not, of course, that it could be in anywise necessary to consider about it, but because it was the way at the Jolly Bargemen to seem to consider deeply about everything that was discussed over pipes; ‘well—no. No, he ain’t.’
  


  
    ‘Nevvy?’ said the strange man.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Joe, with the same appearance of profound cogitation, ‘he is not—no, not to deceive you, he is not—my nevvy.’
  


  
    ‘What the Blue Blazes is he?’ asked the stranger. Which appeared to me to be an inquiry of unnecessary strength.
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle struck in upon that; as one who knew all about relationships, having professional occasion to bear in mind what female relations a man might not marry; and expounded the ties between me and Joe. Having his hand in, Mr. Wopsle finished off with a most terrifically snarling passage from Richard the Third, and seemed to think he had done quite enough to account for it when he added,—‘as the poet says.’
  


  
    And here I may remark that when Mr. Wopsle referred to me, he considered it a necessary part of such reference to rumple my hair and poke it into my eyes. I cannot conceive why everybody of his standing who visited at our house should always have put me through the same inflammatory process under similar circumstances. Yet I do not call to mind that I was ever in my earlier youth the subject of remark in our social family circle, but some large-handed person took some such ophthalmic steps to patronise me.
  


  
    All this while, the strange man looked at nobody but me, and looked at me as if he were determined to have a shot at me at last, and bring me down. But he said nothing after offering his Blue Blazes observation, until the glasses of rum-and-water were brought: and then he made his shot, and a most extraordinary shot it was.
  


  
    It was not a verbal remark, but a proceeding in dumb show, and was pointedly addressed to me. He stirred his rum-and-water pointedly at me, and he tasted his rum-and-water pointedly at me. And he stirred it and he tasted it: not with a spoon that was brought to him, but with a file.
  


  
    He did this so that nobody but I saw the file; and when he had done it, he wiped the file and put it in a breast-pocket. I knew it to be Joe’s file, and I knew that he knew my convict, the moment I saw the instrument. I sat gazing at him, spellbound. But he now reclined on his settle, taking very little notice of me, and talking principally about turnips.
  


  
    There was a delicious sense of cleaning-up and making a quiet pause before going on in life afresh, in our village on Saturday nights, which stimulated Joe to dare to stay out half an hour longer on Saturdays than at other times. The half hour and the rum-and-water running out together, Joe got up to go, and took me by the hand.
  


  
    ‘Stop half a moment, Mr. Gargery,’ said the strange man. ‘I think I’ve got a bright new shilling somewhere in my pocket, and if I have, the boy shall have it.’
  


  
    He looked it out from a handful of small change, folded it in some crumpled paper, and gave it to me. ‘Yours!’ said he. ‘Mind! Your own.’
  


  
    I thanked him, staring at him far beyond the bounds of good manners, and holding tight to Joe. He gave Joe goodnight, and he gave Mr. Wopsle good-night (who went out with us), and he gave me only a look with his aiming eye—no, not a look, for he shut it up, but wonders may be done with an eye by hiding it.
  


  
    On the way home, if I had been in a humour for talking, the talk must have been all on my side, for Mr. Wopsle parted from us at the door of the Jolly Bargemen, and Joe went all the way home with his mouth wide open, to rinse the rum out with as much air as possible. But I was in a manner stupefied by this turning up of my old misdeed and old acquaintance, and could think of nothing else.
  


  
    My sister was not in a very bad temper when we presented ourselves in the kitchen, and Joe was encouraged by that unusual circumstance to tell her about the bright shilling. ‘A bad un, I’ll be bound,’ said Mrs. Joe, triumphantly, ‘or he wouldn’t have given it to the boy! Let’s look at it.’
  


  
    I took it out of the paper, and it proved to be a good one. ‘But what’s this?’ said Mrs. Joe, throwing down the shilling and catching up the paper. ‘Two One-Pound notes?’
  


  
    Nothing less than two fat sweltering one-pound notes that seemed to have been on terms of the warmest intimacy with all the cattle markets in the county. Joe caught up his hat again, and ran with them to the Jolly Bargemen to restore them to their owner. While he was gone I sat down on my usual stool and looked vacantly at my sister, feeling pretty sure that the man would not be there.
  


  
    Presently Joe came back, saying that the man was gone, but that he, Joe, had left word at the Three Jolly Bargemen concerning the notes. Then my sister sealed them up in a piece of paper, and put them under some dried rose-leaves in an ornamental tea-pot on the top of a press in the state parlour. There they remained a nightmare to me many and many a night and day.
  


  
    I had sadly broken sleep when I got to bed, through thinking of the strange man taking aim at me with his invisible gun, and of the guiltily coarse and common thing it was, to be on secret terms of conspiracy with convicts—a feature in my low career that I had previously forgotten. I was haunted by the file too. A dread possessed me that when I least expected it, the file would reappear. I coaxed myself to sleep by thinking of Miss Havisham’s next Wednesday; and in my sleep I saw the file coming at me out of a door, without seeing who held it, and I screamed myself awake.
  


  
    CHAPTER XI
  


  
    AT the appointed time I returned to Miss Havisham’s, and my hesitating ring at the gate brought out Estella. She locked it after admitting me, as she had done before, and again preceded me into the dark passage where her candle stood. She took no notice of me until she had the candle in her hand, when she looked over her shoulder, superciliously saying, ‘You are to come this way to-day,’ and took me to quite another part of the house.
  


  
    The passage was a long one, and seemed to pervade the whole square basement of the Manor House. We traversed but one side of the square, however, and at the end of it she stopped and put her candle down and opened a door. Here, the daylight reappeared, and I found myself in a small paved courtyard, the opposite side of which was formed by a detached dwelling-house, that looked as if it had once belonged to the manager or head clerk of the extinct brewery. There was a clock in the outer wall of this house. Like the clock in Miss Havisham’s room, and like Miss Havisham’s watch, it had stopped at twenty minutes to nine.
  


  
    We went in at the door, which stood open, and into a gloomy room with a low ceiling, on the ground floor at the back. There was some company in the room, and Estella said to me as she joined it, ‘You are to go and stand there, boy, till you are wanted.’ ‘There’ being the window, I crossed to it, and stood ‘there,’ in a very uncomfortable state of mind, looking out.
  


  
    It opened to the ground, and looked into a most miserable corner of the neglected garden; upon a rank ruin of cabbage-stalks, and one box-tree that had been clipped round long ago, like a pudding, and had a new growth at the top of it, out of shape and of a different colour, as if that part of the pudding had stuck to the saucepan and got burnt. This was my homely thought, as I contemplated the box-tree. There had been some light snow, overnight, and it lay nowhere else to my knowledge; but it had not quite melted from the cold shadow of this bit of garden, and the wind caught it up in little eddies and threw it at the window, as if it pelted me for coming there.
  


  
    I divined that my coming had stopped conversation in the room, and that its other occupants were looking at me. I could see nothing of the room except the shining of the fire in the window glass, but I stiffened in all my joints with the consciousness that I was under close inspection.
  


  
    There were three ladies in the room and one gentleman. Before I had been standing at the window five minutes, they somehow conveyed to me that they were all toadies and humbugs, but that each of them pretended not to know that the others were toadies and humbugs: because the admission that he or she did know it, would have made him or her out to be a toady and humbug.
  


  
    They all had a listless and dreary air of waiting somebody’s pleasure, and the most talkative of the ladies had to speak quite rigidly to suppress a yawn. This lady, whose name was Camilla, very much reminded me of my sister, with the difference that she was older, and (as I found when I caught sight of her) of a blunter cast of features. Indeed, when I knew her better I began to think it was a Mercy she had any features at all, so very blank and high was the dead wall of her face.
  


  
    ‘Poor dear soul!’ said this lady, with an abruptness of manner quite my sister’s. ‘Nobody’s enemy but his own!’
  


  
    ‘It would be much more commendable to be somebody else’s enemy,’ said the gentleman; ‘far more natural.’
  


  
    ‘Cousin Raymond,’ observed another lady, ‘we are to love our neighbour.’
  


  
    ‘Sarah Pocket,’ returned Cousin Raymond, ‘if a man is not his own neighbour, who is?’
  


  
    Miss Pocket laughed, and Camilla laughed and said (checking a yawn), ‘The idea!’ But I thought they seemed to think it rather a good idea too. The other lady, who had not spoken yet, said gravely and emphatically, ‘Very true!’
  


  
    ‘Poor soul!’ Camilla presently went on (I knew they had all been looking at me in the mean time), ‘he is so very strange! Would any one believe that when Tom’s wife died, he actually could not be induced to see the importance of the children’s having the deepest of trimmings to their mourning? “Good Lord!” says he, “Camilla, what can it signify so long as the poor bereaved little things are in black?” So like Matthew! The idea!’
  


  
    ‘Good points in him, good points in him,’ said Cousin Raymond; ‘Heaven forbid I should deny good points in him; but he never had and he never will have, any sense of the proprieties.’
  


  
    ‘You know I was obliged,’ said Camilla, ‘I was obliged to be firm. I said, “It WILL NOT DO, for the credit of the family.” I told him that, without deep trimmings, the family was disgraced. I cried about it from breakfast till dinner. I injured my digestion. And at last he flung out in his violent way, and said, with a D, “Then do as you like.” Thank Goodness it will always be a consolation to me to know that I instantly went out in a pouring rain and bought the things.’
  


  
    ‘He paid for them, did he not?’ asked Estella.
  


  
    ‘It’s not the question, my dear child, who paid for them,’ returned Camilla. ‘I bought them. And I shall often think of that with peace, when I wake up in the night.’
  


  
    The ringing of a distant bell, combined with the echoing of some cry or call along the passage by which I had come, interrupted the conversation and caused Estella to say to me, ‘Now, boy!’ On my turning round, they all looked at me with the utmost contempt, and, as I went out, I heard Sarah Pocket say, ‘Well, I am sure! What next!’ and Camilla add, with indignation, ‘Was there ever such a fancy! The i-de-a!’
  


  
    As we were going with our candle along the dark passage, Estella stopped all of a sudden, and, facing round, said in her taunting manner, with her face quite close to mine:
  


  
    ‘Well?’
  


  
    ‘Well, miss,’ I answered, almost falling over her and checking myself.
  


  
    She stood looking at me, and of course I stood looking at her.
  


  
    ‘Am I pretty?’
  


  
    ‘Yes; I think you are very pretty.’
  


  
    ‘Am I insulting?’
  


  
    ‘Not so much so as you were last time,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Not so much so?’
  


  
    ‘No.’
  


  
    She fired when she asked the last question, and she slapped my face with such force as she had, when I answered it.
  


  
    ‘Now?’ said she. ‘You little coarse monster, what do you think of me now?’
  


  
    ‘I shall not tell you.’
  


  
    ‘Because you are going to tell up-stairs. Is that it?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I, ‘that’s not it.’
  


  
    ‘Why don’t you cry again, you little wretch?’
  


  
    ‘Because I’ll never cry for you again,’ said I. Which was, I suppose, as false a declaration as ever was made; for I was inwardly crying for her then, and I know what I know of the pain she cost me afterwards.
  


  
    We went on our way up-stairs after this episode; and, as we were going up, we met a gentleman groping his way down.
  


  
    ‘Whom have we here?’ asked the gentleman, stopping and looking at me.
  


  
    ‘A boy,’ said Estella.
  


  
    He was a burly man of an exceedingly dark complexion, with an exceedingly large head and a corresponding large hand. He took my chin in his large hand and turned up my face to have a look at me by the light of the candle. He was prematurely bald on the top of his head, and had bushy black eyebrows that wouldn’t lie down, but stood up bristling. His eyes were set very deep in his head, and were disagreeably sharp and suspicious. He had a large watch-chain, and strong black dots where his beard and whiskers would have been if he had let them. He was nothing to me, and I could have had no foresight then, that he ever would be anything to me, but it happened that I had this opportunity of observing him well.
  


  
    ‘Boy of the neighbourhood? Hey?’ said he.
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘How do you come here?’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham sent for me, sir,’ I explained.
  


  
    ‘Well! Behave yourself. I have a pretty large experience of boys, and you’re a bad set of fellows. Now mind!’ said he, biting the side of his great forefinger as he frowned at me, ‘you behave yourself!’
  


  
    With these words he released me—which I was glad of, for his hand smelt of scented soap—and went his way down-stairs. I wondered whether he could be a doctor; but no, I thought; he couldn’t be a doctor, or he would have a quieter and more persuasive manner. There was not much time to consider the subject, for we were soon in Miss Havisham’s room, where she and everything else were just as I had left them. Estella left me standing near the door, and I stood there until Miss Havisham cast her eyes upon me from the dressing-table.
  


  
    ‘So!’ she said, without being startled or surprised; ‘the days have worn away, have they?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, ma’am. To-day is——’
  


  
    ‘There, there, there!’ with the impatient movement of her fingers. ‘I don’t want to know. Are you ready to play?’
  


  
    I was obliged to answer in some confusion, ‘I don’t think I am, ma’am.’
  


  
    ‘Not at cards again?’ she demanded with a searching look.
  


  
    ‘Yes, ma’am; I could do that, if I was wanted.’
  


  
    ‘Since this house strikes you old and grave, boy,’ said Miss Havisham, impatiently, ‘and you are unwilling to play, are you willing to work?’
  


  
    I could answer this inquiry with a better heart than I had been able to find for the other question, and I said I was quite willing.
  


  
    ‘Then go into that opposite room,’ said she, pointing at the door behind me with her withered hand, ‘and wait there till I come.’
  


  
    I crossed the staircase landing, and entered the room she indicated. From that room, too, the daylight was completely excluded, and it had an airless smell that was oppressive. A fire had been lately kindled in the damp old-fashioned grate, and it was more disposed to go out than to burn up, and the reluctant smoke which hung in the room seemed colder than the clearer air—like our own marsh mist. Certain wintry branches of candles on the high chimney-piece faintly lighted the chamber; or, it would be more expressive to say, faintly troubled its darkness. It was spacious, and I dare say had once been handsome, but every discernible thing in it was covered with dust and mould, and dropping to pieces. The most prominent object was a long table with a table-cloth spread on it, as if a feast had been in preparation when the house and the clocks all stopped together. An épergne or centre-piece of some kind was in the middle of this cloth; it was so heavily overhung with cobwebs that its form was quite undistinguishable; and, as I looked along the yellow expanse out of which I remember its seeming to grow, like a black fungus, I saw speckled-legged spiders with blotchy bodies running home to it, and running out from it, as if some circumstance of the greatest public importance had just transpired in the spider community.
  


  
    I heard the mice too, rattling behind the panels, as if the same occurrence were important to their interests. But the blackbeetles took no notice of the agitation, and groped about the hearth in a ponderous elderly way, as if they were short-sighted and hard of hearing, and not on terms with one another.
  


  
    These crawling things had fascinated my attention, and I was watching them from a distance, when Miss Havisham laid a hand upon my shoulder. In her other hand she had a crutch-headed stick on which she leaned, and she looked like the Witch of the place.
  


  
    ‘This,’ said she, pointing to the long table with her stick, ‘is where I will be laid when I am dead. They shall come and look at me here.’
  


  
    With some vague misgiving that she might get upon the table then and there and die at once, the complete realisation of the ghastly waxwork at the Fair, I shrank under her touch.
  


  
    ‘What do you think that is?’ she asked me, again pointing with her stick; ‘that, where those cobwebs are?’
  


  
    ‘I can’t guess what it is, ma’am.’
  


  
    ‘It’s a great cake. A bride-cake. Mine!’
  


  
    She looked all round the room in a glaring manner, and then said, leaning on me while her hand twitched my shoulder, ‘Come, come, come! Walk me, walk me!’
  


  
    I made out from this, that the work I had to do, was to walk Miss Havisham round and round the room. Accordingly, I started at once, and she leaned upon my shoulder, and we went away at a pace that might have been an imitation (founded on my first impulse under that roof) of Mr. Pumblechook’s chaise-cart.
  


  
    She was not physically strong, and after a little time said, ‘Slower!’ Still, we went at an impatient fitful speed, and as we went, she twitched the hand upon my shoulder, and worked her mouth, and led me to believe that we were going fast because her thoughts went fast. After a while she said, ‘Call Estella!’ so I went out on the landing and roared that name as I had done on the previous occasion. When her light appeared, I returned to Miss Havisham, and we started away again round and round the room.
  


  
    If only Estella had come to be a spectator of our proceedings, I should have felt sufficiently discontented; but, as she brought with her the three ladies and the gentleman whom I had seen below, I didn’t know what to do. In my politeness I would have stopped; but, Miss Havisham twitched my shoulder, and we posted on—with a shame-faced consciousness on my part that they would think it was all my doing.
  


  
    ‘Dear Miss Havisham,’ said Miss Sarah Pocket. ‘How well you look!’
  


  
    ‘I do not,’ returned Miss Havisham. ‘I am yellow skin and bone.’
  


  
    Camilla brightened when Miss Pocket met with this rebuff; and she murmured, as she plaintively contemplated Miss Havisham, ‘Poor dear soul! Certainly not to be expected to look well, poor thing. The idea!’
  


  
    ‘And how are you?’ said Miss Havisham to Camilla. As we were close to Camilla then, I would have stopped as a matter of course, only Miss Havisham wouldn’t stop. We swept on, and I felt that I was highly obnoxious to Camilla.
  


  
    ‘Thank you, Miss Havisham,’ she returned, ‘I am as well as can be expected.’
  


  
    ‘Why, what’s the matter with you?’ asked Miss Havisham, with exceeding sharpness.
  


  
    ‘Nothing worth mentioning,’ replied Camilla. ‘I don’t wish to make a display of my feelings, but I have habitually thought of you more in the night than I am quite equal to.’
  


  
    ‘Then don’t think of me,’ retorted Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘Very easily said!’ remarked Camilla, amiably repressing a sob, while a hitch came into her upper lip, and her tears overflowed. ‘Raymond is a witness what ginger and sal volatile I am obliged to take in the night. Raymond is a witness what nervous jerkings I have in my legs. Chokings and nervous jerkings, however, are nothing new to me when I think with anxiety of those I love. If I could be less affectionate and sensitive, I should have a better digestion and an iron set of nerves. I am sure I wish it could be so. But as to not thinking of you in the night—the idea!’ Here, a burst of tears.
  


  
    The Raymond referred to, I understood to be the gentleman present, and him I understood to be Mr. Camilla. He came to the rescue at this point, and said in a consolatory and complimentary voice, ‘Camilla, my dear, it is well known that your family feelings are gradually undermining you to the extent of making one of your legs shorter than the other.’
  


  
    ‘I am not aware,’ observed the grave lady whose voice I had heard but once, ‘that to think of any person is to make a great claim upon that person, my dear.’
  


  
    Miss Sarah Pocket, whom I now saw to be a little dry brown corrugated old woman, with a small face that might have been made of walnut shells, and a large mouth like a cat’s without the whiskers, supported this position by saying, ‘No, indeed, my dear. Hem!’
  


  
    ‘Thinking is easy enough,’ said the grave lady.
  


  
    ‘What is easier, you know?’ assented Miss Sarah Pocket.
  


  
    ‘Oh, yes, yes!’ cried Camilla, whose fermenting feelings appeared to rise from her legs to her bosom. ‘It’s all very true! It’s a weakness to be so affectionate, but I can’t help it. No doubt my health would be much better if it was otherwise, still I wouldn’t change my disposition if I could. It’s the cause of much suffering, but it’s a consolation to know I possess it, when I wake up in the night.’ Here another burst of feeling.
  


  
    Miss Havisham and I had never stopped all this time, but kept going round and round the room: now, brushing against the skirts of the visitors: now, giving them the whole length of the dismal chambers.
  


  
    ‘There’s Matthew!’ said Camilla. ‘Never mixing with any natural ties, never coming here to see how Miss Havisham is! I have taken to the sofa with my stay-lace cut, and have lain there hours, insensible, with my head over the side, and my hair all down, and my feet I don’t know where——’
  


  
    (‘Much higher than your head, my love,’ said Mr. Camilla.)
  


  
    ‘I have gone off into that state, hours and hours, on account of Matthew’s strange and inexplicable conduct, and nobody has thanked me.’
  


  
    ‘Really I must say I should think not!’ interposed the grave lady.
  


  
    ‘You see, my dear,’ added Miss Sarah Pocket (a blandly vicious personage), ‘the question to put to yourself is, who did you expect to thank you, my love?’
  


  
    ‘Without expecting any thanks, or anything of the sort,’ resumed Camilla, ‘I have remained in that state hours and hours, and Raymond is a witness of the extent to which I have choked, and what the total inefficacy of ginger has been, and I have been heard at the pianoforte-tuner’s across the street, where the poor mistaken children have even supposed it to be pigeons cooing at a distance—and now to be told——’ Here Camilla put her hand to her throat, and began to be quite chemical as to the formation of new combinations there.
  


  
    When this same Matthew was mentioned, Miss Havisham stopped me and herself, and stood looking at the speaker. This change had a great influence in bringing Camilla’s chemistry to a sudden end.
  


  
    ‘Matthew will come and see me at last,’ said Miss Havisham, sternly, ‘when I am laid on that table. That will be his place—there,’ striking the table with her stick, ‘at my head! And yours will be there! And your husband’s there! And Sarah Pocket’s there! And Georgiana’s there! Now you all know where to take your stations when you come to feast upon me. And now go!’
  


  
    At the mention of each name, she had struck the table with her stick in a new place. She now said, ‘Walk me, walk me!’ and we went on again.
  


  
    ‘I suppose there’s nothing to be done,’ exclaimed Camilla, ‘but comply and depart. It’s something to have seen the object of one’s love and duty, even for so short a time. I shall think of it with a melancholy satisfaction when I wake up in the night. I wish Matthew could have that comfort, but he sets it at defiance. I am determined not to make a display of my feelings, but it’s very hard to be told one wants to feast on one’s relations—as if one was a Giant—and to be told to go. The bare idea!’
  


  
    Mr. Camilla interposing, as Mrs. Camilla laid her hand upon her heaving bosom, that lady assumed an unnatural fortitude of manner which I supposed to be expressive of an intention to drop and choke when out of view, and kissing her hand to Miss Havisham, was escorted forth. Sarah Pocket and Georgiana contended who should remain last; but, Sarah was too knowing to be outdone, and ambled round Georgiana with that artful slipperiness, that the latter was obliged to take precedence. Sarah Pocket then made her separate effect of departing with ‘Bless you, Miss Havisham dear!’ and with a smile of forgiving pity on her walnut-shell countenance for the weaknesses of the rest.
  


  
    While Estella was away lighting them down, Miss Havisham still walked with her hand on my shoulder, but more and more slowly. At last she stopped before the fire, and said, after muttering and looking at it some seconds:
  


  
    ‘This is my birthday, Pip.’
  


  
    I was going to wish her many happy returns, when she lifted her stick.
  


  
    ‘I don’t suffer it to be spoken of. I don’t suffer those who were here just now, or any one, to speak of it. They come here on the day, but they dare not refer to it.’
  


  
    Of course I made no further effort to refer to it.
  


  
    ‘On this day of the year, long before you were born, this heap of decay,’ stabbing with her crutched stick at the pile of cobwebs on the table but not touching it, ‘was brought here. It and I have worn away together. The mice have gnawed at it, and sharper teeth than teeth of mice have gnawed at me.’
  


  
    She held the head of her stick against her heart as she stood looking at the table; she in her once white dress, all yellow and withered; the once white cloth all yellow and withered; everything around, in a state to crumble under a touch.
  


  
    ‘When the ruin is complete,’ said she, with a ghastly look, ‘and when they lay me dead, in my bride’s dress on the bride’s table—which shall be done, and which will be the finished curse upon him—so much the better if it is done on this day!’
  


  
    She stood looking at the table as if she stood looking at her own figure lying there. I remained quiet. Estella returned, and she too remained quiet. It seemed to me that we continued thus a long time. In the heavy air of the room, and the heavy darkness that brooded in its remoter corners, I even had an alarming fancy that Estella and I might presently begin to decay.
  


  
    At length, not coming out of her distraught state by degrees, but in an instant, Miss Havisham said, ‘Let me see you two play at cards; why have you not begun?’ With that, we returned to her room, and sat down as before; I was beggared, as before; and again, as before, Miss Havisham watched us all the time, directed my attention to Estella’s beauty, and made me notice it the more by trying her jewels on Estella’s breast and hair.
  


  
    Estella, for her part, likewise treated me as before; except that she did not condescend to speak. When we had played some half-dozen games, a day was appointed for my return, and I was taken down into the yard to be fed in the former dog-like manner. There, too, I was again left to wander about as I liked.
  


  
    It is not much to the purpose whether a gate in that garden wall which I had scrambled up to peep over on the last occasion was, on that last occasion, open or shut. Enough that I saw no gate then, and that I saw one now. As it stood open, and as I knew that Estella had let the visitors out—for, she had returned with the keys in her hand—I strolled into the garden, and strolled all over it. It was quite a wilderness, and there were old melon-frames and cucumber-frames in it, which seemed in their decline to have produced a spontaneous growth of weak attempts at pieces of old hats and boots, with now and then a weedy offshoot into the likeness of a battered saucepan.
  


  
    When I had exhausted the garden and a greenhouse with nothing in it but a fallen-down grape-vine and some bottles, I found myself in the dismal corner upon which I had looked out of window. Never questioning for a moment that the house was now empty, I looked in at another window, and found myself, to my great surprise, exchanging a broad stare with a pale young gentleman with red eyelids and light hair.
  


  
    This pale young gentleman quickly disappeared, and reappeared beside me. He had been at his books when I had found myself staring at him, and I now saw that he was inky.
  


  
    ‘Halloa!’ said he, ‘young fellow!’
  


  
    ‘Halloa’ being a general observation which I had usually observed to be best answered by itself, I said ‘Halloa!’ politely omitting young fellow.
  


  
    ‘Who let you in?’ said he.
  


  
    ‘Miss Estella.’
  


  
    ‘Who gave you leave to prowl about?’
  


  
    ‘Miss Estella.’
  


  
    ‘Come and fight,’ said the pale young gentleman.
  


  
    What could I do but follow him? I have often asked myself the question since: but what else could I do? His manner was so final and I was so astonished, that I followed where he led, as if I had been under a spell.
  


  
    ‘Stop a minute, though,’ he said, wheeling round before we had gone many paces. ‘I ought to give you a reason for fighting, too. There it is!’ In a most irritating manner he instantly slapped his hands against one another, daintily flung one of his legs up behind him, pulled my hair, slapped his hands again, dipped his head, and butted it into my stomach.
  


  
    The bull-like proceeding last mentioned, besides that it was unquestionably to be regarded in the light of a liberty, was particularly disagreeable just after bread and meat. I therefore hit out at him, and was going to hit out again, when he said, ‘Aha! Would you?’ and began dancing backwards and forwards in a manner quite unparalleled within my limited experience.
  


  
    ‘Laws of the game!’ said he. Here, he skipped from his left leg on to his right. ‘Regular rules!’ Here, he skipped from his right leg on to his left. ‘Come to the ground, and go through the preliminaries!’ Here, he dodged backwards and forwards, and did all sorts of things while I looked helplessly at him.
  


  
    I was secretly afraid of him when I saw him so dexterous; but I felt morally and physically convinced that his light head of hair could have had no business in the pit of my stomach, and that I had a right to consider it irrelevant when so obtruded on my attention. Therefore, I followed him without a word, to a retired nook of the garden, formed by the junction of two walls and screened by some rubbish. On his asking me if I was satisfied with the ground, and on my replying Yes, he begged my leave to absent himself for a moment, and quickly returned with a bottle of water and a sponge dipped in vinegar. ‘Available for both,’ he said, placing these against the wall. And then fell to pulling off, not only his jacket and waistcoat, but his shirt too, in a manner at once light-hearted, businesslike, and bloodthirsty.
  


  
    Although he did not look very healthy—having pimples on his face, and a breaking out on his mouth—these dreadful preparations quite appalled me. I judged him to be about my own age, but he was much taller, and he had a way of spinning himself about that was full of appearance. For the rest, he was a young gentleman in a grey suit (when not denuded for battle), with his elbows, knees, wrists, and heels considerably in advance of the rest of him as to development.
  


  
    My heart failed me when I saw him squaring at me with every demonstration of mechanical nicety, and eyeing my anatomy as if he were minutely choosing his bone. I never have been so surprised in my life, as I was when I let out the first blow, and saw him lying on his back, looking up at me with a bloody nose and his face exceedingly fore-shortened.
  


  
    But he was on his feet directly, and after sponging himself with a great show of dexterity began squaring again. The second greatest surprise I have ever had in my life was seeing him on his back again, looking up at me out of a black eye.
  


  
    His spirit inspired me with great respect. He seemed to have no strength, and he never once hit me hard, and he was always knocked down; but he would be up again in a moment, sponging himself or drinking out of the water-bottle, with the greatest satisfaction in seconding himself according to form, and then came at me with an air and a show that made me believe he really was going to do for me at last. He got heavily bruised, for I am sorry to record that the more I hit him, the harder I hit him; but he came up again and again and again, until at last he got a bad fall with the back of his head against the wall. Even after that crisis in our affairs, he got up and turned round and round confusedly a few times, not knowing where I was; but finally went on his knees to his sponge and threw it up: at the same time panting out, ‘That means you have won.’
  


  
    He seemed so brave and innocent, that although I had not proposed the contest, I felt but a gloomy satisfaction in my victory. Indeed, I go so far as to hope that I regarded myself while dressing, as a species of savage young wolf, or other wild beast. However, I got dressed, darkly wiping my sanguinary face at intervals, and I said, ‘Can I help you?’ and he said, ‘No thankee,’ and I said, ‘Good afternoon,’ and he said, ‘Same to you.’
  


  
    When I got into the court-yard, I found Estella waiting with the keys. But she neither asked me where I had been, nor why I had kept her waiting; and there was a bright flush upon her face, as though something had happened to delight her. Instead of going straight to the gate, too, she stepped back into the passage, and beckoned me.
  


  
    ‘Come here! You may kiss me if you like.’
  


  
    I kissed her cheek as she turned it to me. I think I would have gone through a great deal to kiss her cheek. But I felt that the kiss was given to the coarse common boy as a piece of money might have been, and that it was worth nothing.
  


  
    What with the birthday visitors, and what with the cards, and what with the fight, my stay had lasted so long, that when I neared home the light on the spit of sand off the point on the marshes was gleaming against a black night-sky, and Joe’s furnace was flinging a path of fire across the road.
  


  
    CHAPTER XII
  


  
    MY mind grew very uneasy on the subject of the pale young gentleman. The more I thought of the fight, and recalled the pale young gentleman on his back in various stages of puffy and incrimsoned countenance, the more certain it appeared that something would be done to me. I felt that the pale young gentleman’s blood was on my head, and that the Law would avenge it. Without having any definite idea of the penalties I had incurred, it was clear to me that village boys could not go stalking about the country, ravaging the houses of gentlefolks and pitching into the studious youth of England, without laying themselves open to severe punishment. For some days, I even kept close at home, and looked out at the kitchen door with the greatest caution and trepidation before going on an errand, lest the officers of the County Jail should pounce upon me. The pale young gentleman’s nose had stained my trousers, and I tried to wash out that evidence of my guilt in the dead of night. I had cut my knuckles against the pale young gentleman’s teeth, and I twisted my imagination into a thousand tangles, as I devised incredible ways of accounting for that damnatory circumstance when I should be haled before the Judges.
  


  
    When the day came round for my return to the scene of the deed of violence, my terrors reached their height. Whether myrmidons of Justice, specially sent down from London, would be lying in ambush behind the gate? Whether Miss Havisham, preferring to take personal vengeance for an outrage done to her house, might rise in those grave-clothes of hers, draw a pistol, and shoot me dead? Whether suborned boys—a numerous band of mercenaries—might be engaged to fall upon me in the brewery, and cuff me until I was no more? It was high testimony to my confidence in the spirit of the pale young gentleman, that I never imagined him accessory to these retaliations; they always came into my mind as the acts of injudicious relatives of his, goaded on by the state of his visage and an indignant sympathy with the family features.
  


  
    However, go to Miss Havisham’s I must, and go I did. And behold! nothing came of the late struggle. It was not alluded to in any way, and no pale young gentleman was to be discovered on the premises. I found the same gate open, and I explored the garden, and even looked in at the windows of the detached house; but, my view was suddenly stopped by the closed shutters within, and all was lifeless. Only in the corner where the combat had taken place, could I detect any evidence of the young gentleman’s existence. There were traces of his gore in that spot, and I covered them with garden-mould from the eye of man.
  


  
    On the broad landing between Miss Havisham’s own room and that other room in which the long table was laid out, I saw a garden-chair—a light chair on wheels, that you pushed from behind. It had been placed there since my last visit, and I entered, that same day, on a regular occupation of pushing Miss Havisham in this chair (when she was tired of walking with her hand upon my shoulder) round her own room, and across the landing, and round the other room. Over and over and over again, we would make these journeys, and sometimes they would last as long as three hours at a stretch. I insensibly fall into a general mention of these journeys as numerous, because it was at once settled that I should return every alternate day at noon for these purposes, and because I am now going to sum up a period of at least eight or ten months.
  


  
    As we began to be more used to one another, Miss Havisham talked more to me, and asked me such questions as what had I learnt and what was I going to be? I told her I was going to be apprenticed to Joe, I believed; and I enlarged upon my knowing nothing and wanting to know everything, in the hope that she might offer some help towards that desirable end. But she did not; on the contrary, she seemed to prefer my being ignorant. Neither did she ever give me any money or anything but my daily dinner—nor even stipulate that I should be paid for my services.
  


  
    Estella was always about, and always let me in and out, but never told me I might kiss her again. Sometimes, she would coldly tolerate me; sometimes, she would condescend to me; sometimes, she would be quite familiar with me; sometimes, she would tell me energetically that she hated me. Miss Havisham would often ask me in a whisper, or when we were alone, ‘Does she grow prettier and prettier, Pip?’ And when I said Yes (for indeed she did), would seem to enjoy it greedily. Also, when we played at cards Miss Havisham would look on, with a miserly relish of Estella’s moods, whatever they were. And sometimes, when her moods were so many and so contradictory of one another that I was puzzled what to say or do, Miss Havisham would embrace her with lavish fondness, murmuring something in her ear that sounded like ‘Break their hearts, my pride and hope, break their hearts and have no mercy!’
  


  
    There was a song Joe used to hum fragments of at the forge, of which the burden was Old Clem. This was not a very ceremonious way of rendering homage to a patron saint; but I believe Old Clem stood in that relation towards smiths. It was a song that imitated the measure of beating upon iron, and was a mere lyrical excuse for the introduction of Old Clem’s respected name. Thus, you were to hammer boys round—Old Clem! With a thump and a sound—Old Clem! Beat it out, beat it out—Old Clem! With a clink for the stout—Old Clem! Blow the fire, blow the fire—Old Clem! Roaring dryer, soaring higher—Old Clem! One day soon after the appearance of the chair, Miss Havisham suddenly saying to me, with the impatient movement of her fingers, ‘There, there, there! Sing!’, I was surprised into crooning this ditty as I pushed her over the floor. It happened so to catch her fancy that she took it up in a low brooding voice as if she were singing in her sleep. After that, it became customary with us to have it as we moved about, and Estella would often join in; though the whole strain was so subdued, even when there were three of us, that it made less noise in the grim old house than the lightest breath of wind.
  


  
    What could I become with these surroundings? How could my character fail to be influenced by them? Is it to be wondered at if my thoughts were dazed, as my eyes were, when I came out into the natural light from the misty yellow rooms?
  


  
    Perhaps I might have told Joe about the pale young gentleman, if I had not previously been betrayed into those enormous inventions to which I had confessed. Under the circumstances, I felt that Joe could hardly fail to discern in the pale young gentleman, an appropriate passenger to be put into the black velvet coach; therefore I said nothing of him. Besides: that shrinking from having Miss Havisham and Estella discussed, which had come upon me in the beginning, grew much more potent as time went on. I reposed complete confidence in no one but Biddy; but I told poor Biddy everything. Why it came natural for me to do so, and why Biddy had a deep concern in everything I told her, I did not know then, though I think I know now.
  


  
    Meanwhile, councils went on in the kitchen at home, fraught with almost insupportable aggravation to my exasperated spirit. That ass, Pumblechook, used often to come over of a night for the purpose of discussing my prospects with my sister; and I really do believe (to this hour with less penitence than I ought to feel), that if these hands could have taken a linchpin out of his chaise-cart, they would have done it. The miserable man was a man of that confined stolidity of mind, that he could not discuss my prospects without having me before him—as it were, to operate upon—and he would drag me up from my stool (usually by the collar) where I was quiet in a corner, and, putting me before the fire as if I were going to be cooked, would begin by saying, ‘Now, Mum, here is this boy! Here is this boy which you brought up by hand. Hold up your head, boy, and be for ever grateful unto them which so did do. Now, Mum, with respections to this boy!’ And then he would rumple my hair the wrong way—which from my earliest remembrance, as already hinted, I have in my soul denied the right of any fellow-creature to do—and would hold me before him by the sleeve: a spectacle of imbecility only to be equalled by himself.
  


  
    Then he and my sister would pair off in such nonsensical speculations about Miss Havisham, and about what she would do with me and for me, that I used to want—quite painfully—to burst into spiteful tears, fly at Pumblechook, and pummel him all over. In these dialogues, my sister spoke to me as if she were morally wrenching one of my teeth out at every reference; while Pumblechook himself, self-constituted my patron, would sit supervising me with a depreciatory eye, like the architect of my fortunes who thought himself engaged in a very unremunerative job.
  


  
    In these discussions, Joe bore no part. But he was often talked at, while they were in progress, by reason of Mrs. Joe’s perceiving that he was not favourable to my being taken from the forge. I was fully old enough now, to be apprenticed to Joe; and when Joe sat with the poker on his knees thoughtfully raking out the ashes between the lower bars, my sister would so distinctly construe that innocent action into opposition on his part, that she would dive at him, take the poker out of his hands, shake him, and put it away. There was a most irritating end to every one of these debates. All in a moment, with nothing to lead up to it, my sister would stop herself in a yawn, and catching sight of me as it were incidentally, would swoop upon me with ‘Come! there’s enough of you! You get along to bed; you’ve given trouble enough for one night, I hope!’ As if I had besought them as a favour to bother my life out.
  


  
    We went on in this way for a long time, and it seemed likely that we should continue to go on in this way for a long time, when, one day, Miss Havisham stopped short as she and I were walking, she leaning on my shoulder; and said with some displeasure:
  


  
    ‘You are growing tall, Pip!’
  


  
    I thought it best to hint, through the medium of a meditative look, that this might be occasioned by circumstances over which I had no control.
  


  
    She said no more at the time; but, she presently stopped and looked at me again; and presently again; and after that, looked frowning and moody. On the next day of my attendance, when our usual exercise was over, and I had landed her at her dressing-table, she stayed me with a movement of her impatient fingers:
  


  
    ‘Tell me the name again of that blacksmith of yours.’
  


  
    ‘Joe Gargery, ma’am.’
  


  
    ‘Meaning the master you were to be apprenticed to?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘You had better be apprenticed at once. Would Gargery come here with you, and bring your indentures, do you think?’
  


  
    I signified that I had no doubt he would take it as an honour to be asked.
  


  
    ‘Then let him come.’
  


  
    ‘At any particular time, Miss Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘There, there! I know nothing about times. Let him come soon, and come along with you.’
  


  
    When I got home at night, and delivered this message for Joe, my sister ‘went on the Rampage,’ in a more alarming degree than at any previous period. She asked me and Joe whether we supposed she was door-mats under our feet, and how we dared to use her so, and what company we graciously thought she was fit for? When she had exhausted a torrent of such inquiries, she threw a candlestick at Joe, burst into a loud sobbing, got out the dustpan—which was always a very bad sign—put on her coarse apron, and began cleaning up to a terrible extent. Not satisfied with a dry cleaning, she took to a pail and scrubbing-brush, and cleaned us out of house and home, so that we stood shivering in the back-yard. It was ten o’clock at night before we ventured to creep in again, and then she asked Joe why he had not married a Negress Slave at once? Joe offered no answer, poor fellow, but stood feeling his whiskers and looking dejectedly at me, as if he thought it really might have been a better speculation.
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    I present Joe to Miss Havisham (p. 110)
  


  
    CHAPTER XIII
  


  
    IT was a trial to my feelings, on the next day but one, to see Joe arraying himself in his Sunday clothes to accompany me to Miss Havisham’s. However, as he thought his court-suit necessary to the occasion, it was not for me to tell him that he looked far better in his working dress; the rather, because I knew he made himself so dreadfully uncomfortable, entirely on my account, and that it was for me he pulled up his shirt-collar so very high behind, that it made the hair on the crown of his head stand up like a tuft of feathers.
  


  
    At breakfast-time, my sister declared her intention of going to town with us, and being left at Uncle Pumblechook’s, and called for ‘when we had done with our fine ladies’—a way of putting the case, from which Joe appeared inclined to augur the worst. The forge was shut up for the day, and Joe inscribed in chalk upon the door (as it was his custom to do on the very rare occasions when he was not at work) the monosyllable HOUT, accompanied by a sketch of an arrow supposed to be flying in the direction he had taken.
  


  
    We walked to town, my sister leading the way in a very large beaver bonnet, and carrying a basket like the Great Seal of England in plaited straw, a pair of pattens, a spare shawl, and an umbrella, though it was a fine bright day. I am not quite clear whether these articles were carried penitentially or ostentatiously; but I rather think they were displayed as articles of property—much as Cleopatra or any other sovereign lady on the Rampage might exhibit her wealth in a pageant or procession.
  


  
    When we came to Pumblechook’s, my sister bounced in and left us. As it was almost noon, Joe and I held straight on to Miss Havisham’s house. Estella opened the gate as usual, and, the moment she appeared, Joe took his hat off and stood weighing it by the brim in both his hands: as if he had some urgent reason in his mind for being particular to half a quarter of an ounce.
  


  
    Estella took no notice of either of us, but led us the way that I knew so well. I followed next to her, and Joe came last. When I looked back at Joe in the long passage, he was still weighing his hat with the greatest care, and was coming after us in long strides on the tips of his toes.
  


  
    Estella told me we were both to go in, so I took Joe by the coat-cuff and conducted him into Miss Havisham’s presence. She was seated at her dressing-table, and looked round at us immediately.
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ said she to Joe. ‘You are the husband of the sister of this boy?’
  


  
    I could hardly have imagined dear old Joe looking so unlike himself or so like some extraordinary bird; standing, as he did, speechless, with his tuft of feathers ruffled, and his mouth open as if he wanted a worm.
  


  
    ‘You are the husband,’ repeated Miss Havisham, ‘of the sister of this boy?’
  


  
    It was very aggravating; but, throughout the interview, Joe persisted in addressing Me instead of Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘Which I meantersay, Pip,’ Joe now observed, in a manner that was at once expressive of forcible argumentation, strict confidence, and great politeness, ‘as I hup and married your sister, and I were at the time what you might call (if you was any ways inclined) a single man.’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said Miss Havisham. ‘And you have reared the boy, with the intention of taking him for your apprentice; is that so, Mr. Gargery?’
  


  
    ‘You know, Pip,’ replied Joe, ‘as you and me were ever friends, and it were looked for’ard to betwixt us, as being calc’lated to lead to larks. Not but what, Pip, if you had ever made objections to the business—such as its being open to black and sut, or such-like—not but what they would have been attended to, don’t you see?’
  


  
    ‘Has the boy,’ said Miss Havisham, ‘ever made any objection? Does he like the trade?’
  


  
    ‘Which it is well beknown to yourself, Pip,’ returned Joe, strengthening his former mixture of argumentation, confidence, and politeness, ‘that it were the wish of your own hart.’ (I saw the idea suddenly break upon him that he would adapt his epitaph to the occasion, before he went on to say) ‘And there weren’t no objection on your part, and Pip it were the great wish of your hart!’
  


  
    It was quite in vain for me to endeavour to make him sensible that he ought to speak to Miss Havisham. The more I made faces and gestures to him to do it, the more confidential, argumentative, and polite, he persisted in being to Me.
  


  
    ‘Have you brought his indentures with you?’ asked Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘Well, Pip, you know,’ replied Joe, as if that were a little unreasonable, ‘you yourself see me put ’em in my ’at, and therefore you know as they are here.’ With which he took them out, and gave them, not to Miss Havisham, but to me. I am afraid I was ashamed of the dear good fellow—I know I was ashamed of him—when I saw that Estella stood at the back of Miss Havisham’s chair, and that her eyes laughed mischievously. I took the indentures out of his hand and gave them to Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘You expected,’ said Miss Havisham, as she looked them over, ‘no premium with the boy?’
  


  
    ‘Joe!’ I remonstrated; for he made no reply at all. ‘Why don’t you answer——’
  


  
    ‘Pip,’ returned Joe, cutting me short as if he were hurt, ‘which I meantersay that were not a question requiring a answer betwixt yourself and me, and which you know the answer to be full well No. You know it to be No, Pip, and wherefore should I say it?’
  


  
    Miss Havisham glanced at him as if she understood what he really was, better than I had thought possible, seeing what he was there; and took up a little bag from the table beside her.
  


  
    ‘Pip has earned a premium here,’ she said, ‘and here it is. There are five-and-twenty guineas in this bag. Give it to your master, Pip!’
  


  
    As if he were absolutely out of his mind with the wonder awakened in him by her strange figure and the strange room, Joe, even at this pass, persisted in addressing me.
  


  
    ‘This is very liberal on your part, Pip,’ said Joe, ‘and it is as such received and grateful welcome, though never looked for, far nor near nor nowheres. And now, old chap,’ said Joe, conveying to me a sensation, first of burning and then of freezing, for I felt as if that familiar expression were applied to Miss Havisham; ‘and now, old chap, may we do our duty! May you and me do our duty, both on us by one and another, and by them which your liberal present—have—conweyed—to be—for the satisfaction of mind—of—them as never—’ here Joe showed that he felt he had fallen into frightful difficulties, until he triumphantly rescued himself with the words, ‘and from myself far be it!’ These words had such a round and convincing sound for him that he said them twice.
  


  
    ‘Good-bye, Pip!’ said Miss Havisham. ‘Let them out, Estella.
  


  
    ‘Am I to come again, Miss Havisham?’ I asked.
  


  
    ‘No. Gargery is your master now. Gargery! One word!’
  


  
    Thus calling him back as I went out of the door, I heard her say to Joe, in a distinct emphatic voice, ‘The boy has been a good boy here, and that is his reward. Of course, as an honest man, you will expect no other and no more.’
  


  
    How Joe got out of the room, I have never been able to determine; but I know that when he did get out he was steadily proceeding up-stairs instead of coming down, and was deaf to all remonstrances until I went after him and laid hold of him. In another minute we were outside the gate, and it was locked, and Estella was gone. When we stood in the daylight alone again, Joe backed up against a wall, and said to me, ‘Astonishing!’ And there he remained so long, saying ‘Astonishing’ at intervals, so often, that I began to think his senses were never coming back. At length, he prolonged his remark into ‘Pip, I do assure you this is as-TON-ishing!’ and so, by degrees, became conversational and able to walk away.
  


  
    I have reason to think that Joe’s intellects were brightened by the encounter they had passed through, and that on our way to Pumblechook’s, he invented a subtle and deep design. My reason is to be found in what took place in Mr. Pumblechook’s parlour: where, on our presenting ourselves, my sister sat in conference with that detested seedsman.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ cried my sister, addressing us both at once. ‘And what’s happened to you? I wonder you condescend to come back to such poor society as this, I am sure I do!’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham,’ said Joe, with a fixed look at me, like an effort of remembrance, ‘made it wery partick’ler that we should give her—were it compliments or respects, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Compliments,’ I said.
  


  
    ‘Which that were my own belief,’ answered Joe—‘her compliments to Mrs. J. Gargery——’
  


  
    ‘Much good they’ll do me!’ observed my sister: but rather gratified too.
  


  
    ‘And wishing,’ pursued Joe, with another fixed look at me, like another effort of remembrance, ‘that the state of Miss Havisham’s elth were sitch as would have—allowed, were it, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Of her having the pleasure,’ I added.
  


  
    ‘Of ladies’ company,’ said Joe. And drew a long breath.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ cried my sister, with a mollified glance at Mr. Pumblechook. ‘She might have had the politeness to send that message at first, but it’s better late than never. And what did she give young Rantipole here?’
  


  
    ‘She giv’ him,’ said Joe, ‘nothing.’
  


  
    Mrs. Joe was going to break out, but Joe went on.
  


  
    ‘What she giv’,’ said Joe, ‘she giv’ to his friends. “And by his friends,” were her explanation, “I mean into the hands of his sister, Mrs. J. Gargery.” Them were her words; “Mrs. J. Gargery.” She mayn’t have know’d,’ added Joe, with an appearance of reflection, ‘whether it were Joe or Jorge.’
  


  
    My sister looked at Pumblechook: who smoothed the elbows of his wooden armchair, and nodded at her and at the fire, as if he had known all about if beforehand.
  


  
    ‘And how much have you got?’ asked my sister, laughing. Positively, laughing!
  


  
    ‘What would present company say to ten pound?’ demanded Joe.
  


  
    ‘They’d say,’ returned my sister curtly, ‘pretty well. Not too much, but pretty well.’
  


  
    ‘It’s more than that, then,’ said Joe.
  


  
    That fearful impostor, Pumblechook, immediately nodded, and said, as he rubbed the arms of his chair: ‘It’s more than that, Mum.’
  


  
    ‘Why, you don’t mean to say——’ began my sister.
  


  
    ‘Yes, I do, Mum,’ said Pumblechook; ‘but wait a bit. Go on, Joseph. Good in you! Go on!’
  


  
    ‘What would present company say,’ proceeded Joe, ‘to twenty pound?’
  


  
    ‘Handsome would be the word,’ returned my sister.
  


  
    ‘Well then,’ said Joe, ‘it’s more than twenty pound.’
  


  
    That abject hypocrite, Pumblechook, nodded again, and said with a patronising laugh, ‘It’s more than that, Mum. Good again! Follow her up, Joseph!’
  


  
    ‘Then to make an end of it,’ said Joe, delightedly, handing the bag to my sister; ‘it’s five-and-twenty pound.’
  


  
    ‘It’s five-and-twenty pound, Mum,’ echoed that basest of swindlers, Pumblechook, rising to shake hands with her: ‘and it’s no more than your merits (as I said when my opinion was asked), and I wish you joy of the money!’
  


  
    If the villain had stopped here, his case would have been sufficiently awful, but he blackened his guilt by proceeding to take me into custody, with a right of patronage that left all his former criminality far behind.
  


  
    ‘Now you see, Joseph and wife,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, as he took me by the arm above the elbow, ‘I am one of them that always go right through with what they’ve begun. This boy must be bound out of hand. That’s my way. Bound out of hand.’
  


  
    ‘Goodness knows, Uncle Pumblechook,’ said my sister (grasping the money), ‘we’re deeply beholden to you.’
  


  
    ‘Never mind me, Mum,’ returned that diabolical corn-chandler. ‘A pleasure’s a pleasure all the world over. But this boy, you know; we must have him bound. I said I’d see to it—to tell you the truth.’
  


  
    The Justices were sitting in the Town Hall near at hand, and we at once went over to have me bound apprentice to Joe in the Magisterial presence. I say, we went over, but I was pushed over by Pumblechook, exactly as if I had that moment picked a pocket or fired a rick; indeed, it was the general impression in Court that I had been taken red-handed; for, as Pumblechook shoved me before him through the crowd, I heard some people say, ‘What’s he done?’ and others, ‘He’s a young ’un, too, but looks bad, don’t he?’ One person of mild and benevolent aspect even gave me a tract ornamented with a woodcut of a malevolent young man fitted up with a perfect sausage-shop of fetters, and entitled, TO BE READ IN MY CELL.
  


  
    The Hall was a queer place, I thought, with higher pews in it than a church—and with people hanging over the pews looking on—and with mighty Justices (one with a powdered head) leaning back in chairs, with folded arms, or taking snuff, or going to sleep, or writing, or reading the newspapers—and with some shining black portraits on the walls, which my un-artistic eye regarded as a composition of hard-bake and sticking-plaister. Here, in a corner, my indentures were duly signed and attested, and I was ‘bound;’ Mr. Pumblechook holding me all the while as if we had looked in on our way to the scaffold, to have those little preliminaries disposed of.
  


  
    When we had come out again, and had got rid of the boys who had been put into great spirits by the expectation of seeing me publicly tortured, and who were much disappointed to find that my friends were merely rallying round me, we went back to Pumblechook’s. And there my sister became so excited by the twenty-five guineas, that nothing would serve her but we must have a dinner out of that windfall, at the Blue Boar, and that Mr. Pumblechook must go over in his chaise-cart, and bring the Hubbies and Mr. Wopsle.
  


  
    It was agreed to be done; and a most melancholy day I passed. For it inscrutably appeared to stand to reason, in the minds of the whole company, that I was an excrescence on the entertainment. And to make it worse, they all asked me from time to time—in short, whenever they had nothing else to do—why I didn’t enjoy myself? And what could I possibly do then, but say that I was enjoying myself—when I wasn’t!
  


  
    However, they were grown up and had their own way, and made the most of it. That swindling Pumblechook, exalted into the beneficent contriver of the whole occasion, actually took the top of the table; and, when he addressed them on the subject of my being bound, and had fiendishly congratulated them on my being liable to imprisonment if I played at cards, drank strong liquors, kept late hours or bad company, or indulged in other vagaries which the form of my indentures appeared to contemplate as next to inevitable, he placed me standing on a chair beside him to illustrate his remarks.
  


  
    My only other remembrances of the great festival are, That they wouldn’t let me go to sleep, but whenever they saw me dropping off, woke me up and told me to enjoy myself. That, rather late in the evening, Mr. Wopsle gave us Collins’s ode, and threw his bloodstain’d sword in thunder down, with such effect that a waiter came in and said, ‘The Commercials underneath sent up their compliments, and it wasn’t the Tumblers’ Arms.’ That, they were all in excellent spirits on the road home, and sang O Lady Fair! Mr. Wopsle taking the bass, and asserting with a tremendously strong voice (in reply to the inquisitive bore who leads that piece of music in a most impertinent manner, by wanting to know all about everybody’s private affairs) that he was the man with his white locks flowing, and that he was upon the whole the weakest pilgrim going.
  


  
    Finally, I remember that when I got into my little bedroom, I was truly wretched, and had a strong conviction on me that I should never like Joe’s trade. I had liked it once, but once was not now.
  


  
    CHAPTER XIV
  


  
    IT is a most miserable thing to feel ashamed of home. There may be black ingratitude in the thing, and the punishment may be retributive and well deserved; but, that it is a miserable thing, I can testify.
  


  
    Home had never been a very pleasant place to me, because of my sister’s temper. But, Joe had sanctified it, and I believed in it. I had believed in the best parlour as a most elegant saloon; I had believed in the front door, as a mysterious portal of the Temple of State whose solemn opening was attended with a sacrifice of roast fowls; I had believed in the kitchen as a chaste though not magnificent apartment; I had believed in the forge as the glowing road to manhood and independence. Within a single year all this was changed. Now, it was all coarse and common, and I would not have had Miss Havisham and Estella see it on any account.
  


  
    How much of my ungracious condition of mind may have been my own fault, how much Miss Havisham’s, how much my sister’s, is now of no moment to me or to any one. The change was made in me; the thing was done. Well or ill done, excusably or inexcusably, it was done.
  


  
    Once, it had seemed to me that when I should at last roll up my shirt-sleeves and go into the forge, Joe’s ’prentice, I should be distinguished and happy. Now the reality was in my hold, I only felt that I was dusty with the dust of the small coal, and that I had a weight upon my daily remembrance to which the anvil was a feather. There have been occasions in my later life (I suppose as in most lives) when I have felt for a time as if a thick curtain had fallen on all its interest and romance, to shut me out from anything save dull endurance any more. Never has that curtain dropped so heavy and blank, as when my way in life lay stretched out straight before me through the newly-entered road of apprenticeship to Joe.
  


  
    I remember that at a later period of my ‘time,’ I used to stand about the churchyard on Sunday evenings, when night was falling, comparing my own perspective with the windy marsh view, and making out some likeness between them by thinking how flat and low both were, and how on both there came an unknown way and a dark mist and then the sea. I was quite as dejected on the first working-day of my apprenticeship as in that after-time; but I am glad to know that I never breathed a murmur to Joe while my indentures lasted. It is about the only thing I am glad to know of myself in that connection.
  


  
    For, though it includes what I proceed to add, all the merit of what I proceed to add was Joe’s. It was not because I was faithful, but because Joe was faithful, that I never ran away and went for a soldier or a sailor. It was not because I had a strong sense of the virtue of industry, but because Joe had a strong sense of the virtue of industry, that I worked with tolerable zeal against the grain. It is not possible to know how far the influence of any amiable honest-hearted duty-doing man flies out into the world; but it is very possible to know how it has touched one’s self in going by, and I know right well that any good that intermixed itself with my apprenticeship came of plain contented Joe, and not of restless aspiring discontented me.
  


  
    What I wanted, who can say? How can I say, when I never knew? What I dreaded was, that in some unlucky hour I, being at my grimiest and commonest, should lift up my eyes and see Estella looking in at one of the wooden windows of the forge. I was haunted by the fear that she would, sooner or later, find me out, with a black face and hands, doing the coarsest part of my work, and would exult over me and despise me. Often after dark, when I was pulling the bellows for Joe, and we were singing Old Clem, and when the thought how we used to sing it at Miss Havisham’s would seem to show me Estella’s face in the fire, with her pretty hair fluttering in the wind and her eyes scorning me,—often at such a time I would look towards those panels of black night in the wall which the wooden windows then were, and would fancy that I saw her just drawing her face away, and would believe that she had come at last.
  


  
    After that, when we went in to supper, the place and the meal would have a more homely look than ever, and I would feel more ashamed of home than ever, in my own ungracious breast.
  


  
    CHAPTER XV
  


  
    AS I was getting too big for Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt’s room, my education under that preposterous female terminated. Not, however, until Biddy had imparted to me everything she knew, from the little catalogue of prices, to a comic song she had once bought for a halfpenny. Although the only coherent part of the latter piece of literature were the opening lines.
  


  
    When I went to Lunnon town, sirs,
  


  
    Too rul loo rul!
  


  
    Too rul loo rul!
  


  
    Wasn’t I done very brown, sirs?
  


  
    Too rul loo rul!
  


  
    Too rul loo rul!
  


  
    —still, in my desire to be wiser, I got this composition by heart with the utmost gravity; nor do I recollect that I questioned its merit, except that I thought (as I still do) the amount of Too rul somewhat in excess of the poetry. In my hunger for information, I made proposals to Mr. Wopsle to bestow some intellectual crumbs upon me; with which he kindly complied. As it turned out, however, that he only wanted me for a dramatic lay-figure, to be contradicted and embraced and wept over and bullied and clutched and stabbed and knocked about in a variety of ways, I soon declined that course of instruction; though not until Mr. Wopsle in his poetic fury had severely mauled me.
  


  
    Whatever I acquired, I tried to impart to Joe. This statement sounds so well, that I cannot in my conscience let it pass unexplained. I wanted to make Joe less ignorant and common, that he might be worthier of my society and less open to Estella’s reproach.
  


  
    The old Battery out on the marshes was our place of study, and a broken slate and a short piece of slate pencil were our educational implements: to which Joe always added a pipe of tobacco. I never knew Joe to remember anything from one Sunday to another, or to acquire, under my tuition, any piece of information whatever. Yet he would smoke his pipe at the Battery with a far more sagacious air than anywhere else—even with a learned air—as if he considered himself to be advancing immensely. Dear fellow, I hope he did.
  


  
    It was pleasant and quiet, out there with the sails on the river passing beyond the earthwork, and sometimes, when the tide was low, looking as if they belonged to sunken ships that were still sailing on at the bottom of the water. Whenever I watched the vessels standing out to sea with their white sails spread, I somehow thought of Miss Havisham and Estella; and whenever the light struck aslant, afar off, upon a cloud or sail or green hill-side or water-line, it was just the same.—Miss Havisham and Estella and the strange house and the strange life appeared to have something to do with everything that was picturesque.
  


  
    One Sunday when Joe, greatly enjoying his pipe, had so plumed himself on being ‘most awful dull,’ that I had given him up for the day, I lay on the earthwork for some time with my chin on my hand, descrying traces of Miss Havisham and Estella all over the prospect, in the sky and in the water, until at last I resolved to mention a thought concerning them that had been much in my head.
  


  
    ‘Joe,’ said I; ‘don’t you think I ought to pay Miss Havisham a visit?’
  


  
    ‘Well, Pip,’ returned Joe, slowly considering. ‘What for?’
  


  
    ‘What for, Joe? What is any visit made for?’
  


  
    ‘There is some wisits p’r’aps,’ said Joe, ‘as for ever remains open to the question, Pip. But in regard of wisiting Miss Havisham. She might think you wanted something—expected something of her.’
  


  
    ‘Don’t you think I might say that I did not, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘You might, old chap,’ said Joe. ‘And she might credit it. Similarly, she mightn’t.’
  


  
    Joe felt, as I did, that he had made a point there, and he pulled hard at his pipe to keep himself from weakening it by repetition.
  


  
    ‘You see, Pip,’ Joe pursued, as soon as he was past that danger, ‘Miss Havisham done the handsome thing by you. When Miss Havisham done the handsome thing by you, she called me back to say to me as that were all.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe. I heard her.’
  


  
    ‘ALL,’ Joe repeated, very emphatically.
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe. I tell you, I heard her.’
  


  
    ‘Which I meantersay, Pip, it might be that her meaning were—Make a end on it!—As you was!—Me to the North, and you to the South!—Keep in sunders!’
  


  
    I had thought of that too, and it was very far from comforting to me to find that he had thought of it; for it seemed to render it more probable.
  


  
    ‘But, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, old chap.’
  


  
    ‘Here am I, getting on in the first year of my time, and, since the day of my being bound I have never thanked Miss Havisham, or asked after her, or shown that I remember her.’
  


  
    ‘That’s true, Pip; and unless you was to turn her out a set of shoes all four round—and which I meantersay as even a set of shoes all four round might not act acceptable as a present in a total wacancy of hoofs——’
  


  
    ‘I don’t mean that sort of remembrance, Joe; I don’t mean a present.’
  


  
    But Joe had got the idea of a present in his head and must harp upon it. ‘Or even,’ said he, ‘if you was helped to knocking her up a new chain for the front door—or say a gross or two of shark-headed screws for general use—or some light fancy article, such as a toasting-fork when she took her muffins—or a gridiron when she took a sprat or such like——’
  


  
    ‘I don’t mean any present at all, Joe,’ I interposed.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Joe, still harping on it as though I had particularly pressed it, ‘if I was yourself, Pip, I wouldn’t. No, I would not. For what’s a door-chain when she’s got one always up? And shark-headers is open to misrepresentations. And if it was a toasting-fork, you’d go into brass and do yourself no credit. And the oncommonest workman can’t show himself oncommon in a gridiron—for a gridiron is a gridiron,’ said Joe, steadfastly impressing it upon me, as if he were endeavouring to rouse me from a fixed delusion, ‘and you may haim at what you like, but a gridiron it will come out, either by your leave or again your leave, and you can’t help yourself——’
  


  
    ‘My dear Joe,’ I cried in desperation, taking hold of his coat, ‘don’t go on in that way. I never thought of making Miss Havisham any present.’
  


  
    ‘No, Pip,’ Joe assented, as if he had been contending for that all along; ‘and what I say to you is, you are right, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe; but what I wanted to say, was, that as we are rather slack just now, if you would give me a half-holiday to-morrow, I think I would go up-town and make a call on Miss Est—Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘Which her name,’ said Joe, gravely, ‘ain’t Estavisham, Pip, unless she have been rechris’ened.’
  


  
    ‘I know, Joe, I know. It was a slip of mine. What do you think of it, Joe?’
  


  
    In brief, Joe thought that if I thought well of it, he thought well of it. But he was particular in stipulating that if I were not received with cordiality, or if I were not encouraged to repeat my visit as a visit which had no ulterior object, but was simply one of gratitude for a favour received, then this experimental trip should have no successor. By these conditions I promised to abide.
  


  
    Now, Joe kept a journeyman at weekly wages whose name was Orlick. He pretended that his Christian name was Dolge—a clear impossibility—but he was a fellow of that obstinate disposition that I believe him to have been the prey of no delusion in this particular, but wilfully to have imposed that name upon the village as an affront to its understanding. He was a broad-shouldered loose-limbed swarthy fellow of great strength, never in a hurry, and always slouching. He never even seemed to come to his work on purpose, but would slouch in as if by mere accident; and when he went to the Jolly Bargemen to eat his dinner, or went away at night, he would slouch out, like Cain or the Wandering Jew, as if he had no idea where he was going, and no intention of ever coming back. He lodged at a sluice-keeper’s out on the marshes, and on working days would come slouching from his hermitage, with his hands in his pockets and his dinner loosely tied in a bundle round his neck and dangling on his back. On Sundays he mostly lay all day on sluice-gates, or stood against ricks and barns. He always slouched, locomotively, with his eyes on the ground; and, when accosted or otherwise required to raise them, he looked up in a half resentful, half puzzled way, as though the only thought he ever had, was, that it was rather an odd and injurious fact that he should never be thinking.
  


  
    This morose journeyman had no liking for me. When I was very small and timid, he gave me to understand that the Devil lived in a black corner of the forge, and that he knew the fiend very well: also that it was necessary to make up the fire, once in seven years, with a live boy, and that I might consider myself fuel. When I became Joe’s ’prentice, Orlick was perhaps confirmed in some suspicion that I should displace him; howbeit, he liked me still less. Not that he ever said anything, or did anything, openly importing hostility; I only noticed that he always beat his sparks in my direction, and that whenever I sang Old Clem, he came in out of time.
  


  
    Dolge Orlick was at work and present, next day, when I reminded Joe of my half-holiday. He said nothing at the moment, for he and Joe had just got a piece of hot iron between them, and I was at the bellows; but by-and-by he said, leaning on his hammer:
  


  
    ‘Now, master! Sure you’re not a going to favour only one of us? If Young Pip has a half-holiday, do as much for Old Orlick.’ I suppose he was about five-and-twenty, but he usually spoke of himself as an ancient person.
  


  
    ‘Why, what’ll you do with a half-holiday, if you get it?’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘What’ll I do with it? What’ll he do with it? I’ll do as much with it as him,’ said Orlick.
  


  
    ‘As to Pip, he’s going up-town,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘Well then, as to Old Orlick, he’s a going up-town,’ retorted that worthy. ‘Two can go up-town. Tain’t only one wot can go up-town.’
  


  
    ‘Don’t lose your temper,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘Shall if I like,’ growled Orlick. ‘Some and their up-towning! Now, master! Come. No favouring in this shop. Be a man!’
  


  
    The master refusing to entertain the subject until the journeyman was in a better temper, Orlick plunged at the furnace, drew out a red-hot bar, made at me with it as if he were going to run it through my body, whisked it round my head, laid it on the anvil, hammered it out—as if it were I, I thought, and the sparks were my spirting blood—and finally said, when he had hammered himself hot and the iron cold, and he again leaned on his hammer:
  


  
    ‘Now, master!’
  


  
    ‘Are you all right now?’ demanded Joe.
  


  
    ‘Ah! I am all right,’ said gruff Old Orlick.
  


  
    ‘Then, as in general you stick to your work as well as most men,’ said Joe, ‘let it be a half-holiday for all.’
  


  
    My sister had been standing silent in the yard, within hearing—she was a most unscrupulous spy and listener—and she instantly looked in at one of the windows.
  


  
    ‘Like you, you fool!’ said she to Joe, ‘giving holidays to great idle hulkers like that. You are a rich man, upon my life, to waste wages in that way. I wish I was his master!’
  


  
    ‘You’d be everybody’s master if you durst,’ retorted Orlick, with an ill-favoured grin.
  


  
    (‘Let her alone,’ said Joe.)
  


  
    ‘I’d be a match for all noodles and all rogues,’ returned my sister, beginning to work herself into a mighty rage. ‘And I couldn’t be a match for the noodles, without being a match for your master, who’s the dunderheaded king of the noodles. And I couldn’t be a match for the rogues, without being a match for you, who are the blackest-looking and the worst rogue between this and France. Now!’
  


  
    ‘You’re a foul shrew, Mother Gargery,’ growled the journeyman. ‘If that makes a judge of rogues, you ought to be a good ’un.’
  


  
    (‘Let her alone, will you?’ said Joe.)
  


  
    ‘What did you say?’ cried my sister, beginning to scream. ‘What did you say? What did that fellow Orlick say to me, Pip? What did he call me, with my husband standing by? O! O! O!’ Each of these exclamations was a shriek; and I must remark of my sister, what is equally true of all the violent women I have ever seen, that passion was no excuse for her, because it is undeniable that instead of lapsing into passion, she consciously and deliberately took extraordinary pains to force herself into it, and became blindly furious by regular stages; ‘what was the name that he gave me before the base man who swore to defend me? O! Hold me! O!’
  


  
    ‘Ah-h-h!’ growled the journeyman, between his teeth, ‘I’d hold you, if you was my wife. I’d hold you under the pump, and choke it out of you.’
  


  
    (‘I tell you, let her alone,’ said Joe.)
  


  
    ‘Oh! To hear him!’ cried my sister, with a clap of her hands and a scream together—which was her next stage. ‘To hear the names he’s giving me! That Orlick! In my own house! Me, a married woman! With my husband standing by! O! O!’ Here my sister, after a fit of clappings and screamings, beat her hands upon her bosom and upon her knees, and threw her cap off, and pulled her hair down—which were the last stages on her road to frenzy. Being by this time a perfect Fury and a complete success, she made a dash at the door, which I had fortunately locked.
  


  
    What could the wretched Joe do now, after his disregarded parenthetical interruptions, but stand up to his journeyman, and ask him what he meant by interfering betwixt himself and Mrs. Joe; and further whether he was man enough to come on? Old Orlick felt that the situation admitted of nothing less than coming on, and was on his defence straightway; so, without so much as pulling off their singed and burnt aprons, they went at one another, like two giants. But, if any man in that neighbourhood could stand up long against Joe, I never saw the man. Orlick, as if he had been of no more account than the pale young gentleman, was very soon among the coal-dust, and in no hurry to come out of it. Then Joe unlocked the door and picked up my sister, who had dropped insensible at the window (but who had seen the fight first, I think), and who was carried into the house and laid down, and who was recommended to revive, and would do nothing but struggle and clench her hands in Joe’s hair. Then came that singular calm and silence which succeed all uproars; and then with the vague sensation which I have always connected with such a lull—namely, that it was Sunday, and somebody was dead—I went up-stairs to dress myself.
  


  
    When I came down again, I found Joe and Orlick sweeping up, without any other traces of discomposure than a slit in one of Orlick’s nostrils, which was neither expressive nor ornamental. A pot of beer had appeared from the Jolly Bargemen, and they were sharing it by turns in a peaceable manner. The lull had a sedative and philosophical influence on Joe, who followed me out into the road to say, as a parting observation that might do me good, ‘On the Rampage, Pip, and off the Rampage, Pip;—such is Life!’
  


  
    With what absurd emotions (for, we think the feelings that are very serious in a man quite comical in a boy) I found myself again going to Miss Havisham’s, matters little here. Nor, how I passed and repassed the gate many times before I could make up my mind to ring. Nor, how I debated whether I should go away without ringing; nor, how I should undoubtedly have gone, if my time had been my own, to come back.
  


  
    Miss Sarah Pocket came to the gate. No Estella.
  


  
    ‘How, then? You here again?’ said Miss Pocket. ‘What do you want?’
  


  
    When I said that I only came to see how Miss Havisham was, Sarah evidently deliberated whether or no she should send me about my business. But, unwilling to hazard the responsibility, she let me in, and presently brought the sharp message that I was to ‘come up.’
  


  
    Everything was unchanged, and Miss Havisham was alone.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said she, fixing her eyes upon me. ‘I hope you want nothing? You’ll get nothing.’
  


  
    ‘No indeed, Miss Havisham. I only wanted you to know that I am doing very well in my apprenticeship, and am always much obliged to you.’
  


  
    ‘There, there!’ with the old restless fingers. ‘Come now and then; come on your birthday.—Ay!’ she cried suddenly, turning herself and her chair towards me. ‘You are looking round for Estella? Hey?’
  


  
    I had been looking round—in fact, for Estella—and I stammered that I hoped she was well.
  


  
    ‘Abroad,’ said Miss Havisham; ‘educating for a lady; far out of reach; prettier than ever; admired by all who see her. Do you feel that you have lost her?’
  


  
    There was such a malignant enjoyment in her utterance of the last words, and she broke into such a disagreeable laugh, that I was at a loss what to say. She spared me the trouble of considering, by dismissing me. When the gate was closed upon me by Sarah of the walnut-shell countenance, I felt more than ever dissatisfied with my home and with my trade and with everything; and that was all I took by that motion.
  


  
    As I was loitering along the High-street, looking in disconsolately at the shop windows, and thinking what I would buy if I were a gentleman, who should come out of the bookshop but Mr. Wopsle. Mr. Wopsle had in his hand the affecting tragedy of George Barnwell, in which he had that moment invested sixpence, with the view of heaping every word of it on the head of Pumblechook, with whom he was going to drink tea. No sooner did he see me, than he appeared to consider that a special Providence had put a ’prentice in his way to be read at; and he laid hold of me, and insisted on my accompanying him to the Pumblechookian parlour. As I knew it would be miserable at home, and as the nights were dark and the way was dreary, and almost any companionship on the road was better than none, I made no great resistance; consequently, we turned into Pumblechook’s just as the street and the shops were lighting up.
  


  
    As I never assisted at any other representation of George Barnwell, I don’t know how long it may usually take; but I know very well that it took until half-past nine o’clock that night, and that when Mr. Wopsle got into Newgate, I thought he never would go to the scaffold, he became so much slower than at any former period of his disgraceful career. I thought it a little too much that he should complain of being cut short in his flower after all, as if he had not been running to seed, leaf after leaf, ever since his course began. This, however, was a mere question of length and wearisomeness. What stung me, was the identification of the whole affair with my unoffending self. When Barnwell began to go wrong, I declare I felt positively apologetic, Pumblechook’s indignant stare so taxed me with it. Wopsle, too, took pains to present me in the worst light. At once ferocious and maudlin, I was made to murder my uncle with no extenuating circumstances whatever; Millwood put me down in argument, on every occasion; it became sheer monomania in my master’s daughter to care a button for me; and all I can say for my gasping and procrastinating conduct on the fatal morning, is, that it was worthy of the general feebleness of my character. Even after I was happily hanged and Wopsle had closed the book, Pumblechook sat staring at me, and shaking his head, and saying, ‘Take warning, boy, take warning!’ as if it were a well-known fact that I contemplated murdering a near relation, provided I could only induce one to have the weakness to become my benefactor.
  


  
    It was a very dark night when it was all over, and when I set out with Mr. Wopsle on the walk home. Beyond town, we found a heavy mist out, and it fell wet and thick. The turnpike lamp was a blur, quite out of the lamp’s usual place apparently, and its rays looked solid substance on the fog. We were noticing this, and saying how that the mist rose with a change of wind from a certain quarter of our marshes, when we came upon a man, slouching under the lee of the turnpike house.
  


  
    ‘Halloa!’ we said, stopping. ‘Orlick there?’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ he answered, slouching out. ‘I was standing by, a minute, on the chance of company.’
  


  
    ‘You are late,’ I remarked.
  


  
    Orlick not unnaturally answered, ‘Well? And you’re late.
  


  
    ‘We have been,’ said Mr. Wopsle, exalted with his late performance, ‘we have been indulging, Mr. Orlick, in an intellectual evening.’
  


  
    Old Orlick growled, as if he had nothing to say about that, and we all went on together. I asked him presently whether he had been spending his half-holiday up and down town?
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said he, ‘all of it. I come in behind yourself. I didn’t see you, but I must have been pretty close behind you. By-the-bye, the guns is going again.’
  


  
    ‘At the Hulks?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Ay! There’s some of the birds flown from the cages. The guns have been going since dark, about. You’ll hear one presently.’
  


  
    In effect, we had not walked many yards further, when the well-remembered boom came towards us, deadened by the mist, and heavily rolled away along the low grounds by the river, as if it were pursuing and threatening the fugitives.
  


  
    ‘A good night for cutting off in,’ said Orlick. ‘We’d be puzzled how to bring down a jail-bird on the wing, to-night.’
  


  
    The subject was a suggestive one to me, and I thought about it in silence. Mr. Wopsle, as the ill-requited uncle of the evening’s tragedy, fell to meditating aloud in his garden at Camberwell. Orlick, with his hands in his pockets, slouched heavily at my side. It was very dark, very wet, very muddy, and so we splashed along. Now and then, the sound of the signal cannon broke upon us again, and again rolled sulkily along the course of the river. I kept myself to myself and my thoughts. Mr. Wopsle died amiably at Camberwell, and exceedingly game on Bosworth Field, and in the greatest agonies at Glastonbury. Orlick sometimes growled, ‘Beat it out, beat it out—Old Clem! With a clink for the stout—Old Clem!’ I thought he had been drinking, but he was not drunk.
  


  
    Thus we came to the village. The way by which we approached it took us past the Three Jolly Bargemen, which we were surprised to find—it being eleven o’clock—in a state of commotion, with the door wide open, and unwonted lights that had been hastily caught up and put down, scattered about. Mr. Wopsle dropped in to ask what was the matter (surmising that a convict had been taken), but came running out in a great hurry.
  


  
    ‘There’s something wrong,’ said he, without stopping, ‘up at your place, Pip. Run all!’
  


  
    ‘What is it?’ I asked, keeping up with him. So did Orlick, at my side.
  


  
    ‘I can’t quite understand. The house seems to have been violently entered when Joe Gargery was out. Supposed by convicts. Somebody has been attacked and hurt.’
  


  
    We were running too fast to admit of more being said, and we made no stop until we got into our kitchen. It was full of people; the whole village was there, or in the yard; and there was a surgeon, and there was Joe, and there was a group of women, all on the floor in the midst of the kitchen. The unemployed bystanders drew back when they saw me, and so I became aware of my sister—lying without sense or movement on the bare boards where she had been knocked down by a tremendous blow on the back of the head, dealt by some unknown hand when her face was turned towards the fire—destined never to be on the Rampage again, while she was the wife of Joe.
  


  
    CHAPTER XVI
  


  
    WITH my head full of George Barnwell, I was at first disposed to believe that I must have had some hand in the attack upon my sister, or at all events that as her near relation, popularly known to be under obligations to her, I was a more legitimate object of suspicion than any one else. But when, in the clearer light of next morning, I began to reconsider the matter and to hear it discussed around me on all sides, I took another view of the case, which was more reasonable.
  


  
    Joe had been at the Three Jolly Bargemen, smoking his pipe, from a quarter after eight o’clock to a quarter before ten. While he was there, my sister had been standing at the kitchen door and had exchanged Good Night with a farm-labourer going home. The man could not be more particular as to the time at which he saw her (he got into dense confusion when he tried to be) than that it must have been before nine. When Joe went home at five minutes before ten, he found her struck down on the floor, and promptly called in assistance. The fire had not then burnt unusually low, nor was the snuff of the candle very long; the candle, however, had been blown out.
  


  
    Nothing had been taken away from any part of the house. Neither; beyond the blowing out of the candle—which stood on a table between the door and my sister, and was behind her when she stood facing the fire and was struck—was there any disarrangement of the kitchen, excepting such as she herself had made, in falling and bleeding. But there was one remarkable piece of evidence on the spot. She had been struck with something blunt and heavy, on the head and spine; after the blows were dealt, something heavy had been thrown down at her with considerable violence, as she lay on her face. And on the ground beside her, when Joe picked her up, was a convict’s leg-iron which had been filed asunder.
  


  
    Now, Joe, examining this iron with a smith’s eye, declared it to have been filed asunder some time ago. The hue and cry going off to the Hulks, and people coming thence to examine the iron, Joe’s opinion was corroborated. They did not undertake to say when it had left the prison-ships to which it undoubtedly had once belonged; but they claimed to know for certain that that particular manacle had not been worn by either of two convicts who had escaped last night. Further, one of those two was already re-taken, and had not freed himself of his iron.
  


  
    Knowing what I knew, I set up an inference of my own here. I believed the iron to be my convict’s iron—the iron I had seen and heard him filing at, on the marshes—but my mind did not accuse him of having put it to its latest use. For I believed one of two other persons to have become possessed of it, and to have turned it to this cruel account. Either Orlick, or the strange man who had shown me the file.
  


  
    Now, as to Orlick; he had gone to town exactly as he told us when we picked him up at the turnpike, he had been seen about town all the evening, he had been in divers companies in several public-houses, and he had come back with myself and Mr. Wopsle. There was nothing against him, save the quarrel; and my sister had quarrelled with him, and with everybody else about her, ten thousand times. As to the strange man; if he had come back for his two bank-notes there could have been no dispute about them, because my sister was fully prepared to restore them. Besides, there had been no altercation; the assailant had come in so silently and suddenly, that she had been felled before she could look round.
  


  
    It was horrible to think that I had provided the weapon, however undesignedly, but I could hardly think otherwise. I suffered unspeakable trouble while I considered and reconsidered whether I should at last dissolve that spell of my childhood and tell Joe all the story. For months afterwards, I every day settled the question finally in the negative, and reopened and reargued it next morning. The contention came, after all, to this;—the secret was such an old one now, had so grown into me and become a part of myself, that I could not tear it away. In addition to the dread that, having led up to so much mischief, it would be now more likely than ever to alienate Joe from me if he believed it, I had a further restraining dread that he would not believe it, but would assert it with the fabulous dogs and veal-cutlets as a monstrous invention. However, I temporized with myself, of course—for was I not wavering between right and wrong, when the thing is always done?—and resolved to make a full disclosure if I should see any such new occasion as a new chance of helping in the discovery of the assailant.
  


  
    The Constables, and the Bow Street men from London—for this happened in the days of the extinct red-waistcoated police—were about the house for a week or two, and did pretty much what I have heard and read of like authorities doing in other such cases. They took up several obviously wrong people, and they ran their heads very hard against wrong ideas, and persisted in trying to fit the circumstances to the ideas, instead of trying to extract ideas from the circumstances. Also, they stood about the door of the Jolly Bargemen, with knowing and reserved looks that filled the whole neighbourhood with admiration; and they had a mysterious manner of taking their drink, that was almost as good as taking the culprit. But not quite, for they never did it.
  


  
    Long after these constitutional powers had dispersed, my sister lay very ill in bed. Her sight was disturbed, so that she saw objects multiplied, and grasped at visionary teacups and wine-glasses instead of the realities; her hearing was greatly impaired; her memory also; and her speech was unintelligible. When, at last, she came round so far as to be helped downstairs, it was still necessary to keep my slate always by her, that she might indicate in writing what she could not indicate in speech. As she was (very bad handwriting apart) a more than indifferent speller, and as Joe was a more than indifferent reader, extraordinary complications arose between them, which I was always called in to solve. The administration of mutton instead of medicine, the substitution of Tea for Joe, and the baker for bacon, were among the mildest of my own mistakes.
  


  
    However, her temper was greatly improved, and she was patient. A tremulous uncertainty of the action of all her limbs soon became a part of her regular state, and afterwards, at intervals of two or three months, she would often put her hands to her head, and would then remain for about a week at a time in some gloomy aberration of mind. We were at a loss to find a suitable attendant for her, until a circumstance happened conveniently to relieve us. Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt conquered a confirmed habit of living into which she had fallen, and Biddy became a part of our establishment.
  


  
    It may have been about a month after my sister’s reappearance in the kitchen, when Biddy came to us with a small speckled box containing the whole of her worldly effects, and became a blessing to the household. Above all she was a blessing to Joe, for the dear old fellow was sadly cut up by the constant contemplation of the wreck of his wife, and had been accustomed, while attending on her of an evening, to turn to me every now and then and say, with his blue eyes moistened, ‘Such a fine figure of a woman as she once were, Pip!’ Biddy instantly taking the cleverest charge of her as though she had studied her from infancy, Joe became able in some sort to appreciate the greater quiet of his life, and to get down to the Jolly Bargemen now and then for a change that did him good. It was characteristic of the police people that they had all more or less suspected poor Joe (though he never knew it), and that they had to a man concurred in regarding him as one of the deepest spirits they had ever encountered.
  


  
    Biddy’s first triumph in her new office, was to solve a difficulty that had completely vanquished me. I had tried hard at it, but had made nothing of it. Thus it was:
  


  
    Again and again and again, my sister had traced upon the slate, a character that looked like a curious T, and then with the utmost eagerness had called our attention to it as something she particularly wanted. I had in vain tried everything producible that began with a T, from tar to toast and tub. At length it had come into my head that the sign looked like a hammer, and on my lustily calling that word in my sister’s ear, she had begun to hammer on the table and had expressed a qualified assent. Thereupon, I had brought in all our hammers, one after another, but without avail. Then I bethought me of a crutch, the shape being much the same, and I borrowed one in the village, and displayed it to my sister with considerable confidence. But she shook her head to that extent when she was shown it, that we were terrified lest in her weak and shattered state she should dislocate her neck.
  


  
    When my sister found that Biddy was very quick to understand her, this mysterious sign reappeared on the slate. Biddy looked thoughtfully at it, heard my explanation, looked thoughtfully at my sister, looked thoughtfully at Joe (who was always represented on the slate by his initial letter), and ran into the forge, followed by Joe and me.
  


  
    ‘Why, of course!’ cried Biddy, with an exultant face. ‘Don’t you see? It’s him!’
  


  
    Orlick, without a doubt! She had lost his name, and could only signify him by his hammer. We told him why we wanted him to come into the kitchen, and he slowly laid down his hammer, wiped his brow with his arm, took another wipe at it with his apron, and came slouching out, with a curious loose vagabond bend in the knees that strongly distinguished him.
  


  
    I confess that I expected to see my sister denounce him, and that I was disappointed by the different result. She manifested the greatest anxiety to be on good terms with him, was evidently much pleased by his being at length produced, and motioned that she would have him given something to drink. She watched his countenance as if she were particularly wishful to be assured that he took kindly to his reception, she showed every possible desire to conciliate him, and there was an air of humble propitiation in all she did, such as I have seen pervade the bearing of a child towards a hard master. After that day, a day rarely passed without her drawing the hammer on her slate, and without Orlick’s slouching in and standing doggedly before her, as if he knew no more than I did what to make of it.
  


  
    CHAPTER XVII
  


  
    I NOW fell into a regular routine of apprenticeship life, which was varied, beyond the limits of the village and the marshes, by no more remarkable circumstance than the arrival of my birthday and my paying another visit to Miss Havisham. I found Miss Sarah Pocket still on duty at the gate, I found Miss Havisham just as I had left her, and she spoke of Estella in the very same way, if not in the very same words. The interview lasted but a few minutes, and she gave me a guinea when I was going, and told me to come again on my next birthday. I may mention at once that this became an annual custom. I tried to decline taking the guinea on the first occasion, but with no better effect than causing her to ask me very angrily, if I expected more? Then, and after that, I took it.
  


  
    So unchanging was the dull old house, the yellow light in the darkened room, the faded spectre in the chair by the dressing-table glass, that I felt as if the stopping of the clocks had stopped Time in that mysterious place, and, while I and everything else outside it grew older, it stood still. Daylight never entered the house, as to my thoughts and remembrances of it, any more than as to the actual fact. It bewildered me, and under its influence I continued at heart to hate my trade and to be ashamed of home.
  


  
    Imperceptibly I became conscious of a change in Biddy, however. Her shoes came up at the heel, her hair grew bright and neat, her hands were always clean. She was not beautiful—she was common, and could not be like Estella—but she was pleasant and wholesome and sweet-tempered. She had not been with us more than a year (I remember her being newly out of mourning at the time it struck me), when I observed to myself one evening that she had curiously thoughtful and attentive eyes; eyes that were very pretty and very good.
  


  
    It came of my lifting up my own eyes from a task I was poring at—writing some passages from a book, to improve myself in two ways at once by a sort of stratagem—and seeing Biddy observant of what I was about. I laid down my pen, and Biddy stopped in her needlework without laying it down.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, ‘how do you manage it? Either I am very stupid, or you are very clever.’
  


  
    ‘What is it that I manage? I don’t know,’ returned Biddy, smiling.
  


  
    She managed her whole domestic life, and wonderfully too; but I did not mean that, though that made what I did mean more surprising.
  


  
    ‘How do you manage, Biddy,’ said I, ‘to learn everything that I learn, and always to keep up with me?’ I was beginning to be rather vain of my knowledge, for I spent my birthday guineas on it, and set aside the greater part of my pocket-money for similar investment; though I have no doubt, now, that the little I knew was extremely dear at the price.
  


  
    ‘I might as well ask you,’ said Biddy, ‘how you manage?’
  


  
    ‘No; because when I come in from the forge of a night, any one can see me turning to at it. But you never turn to at it, Biddy.’
  


  
    ‘I suppose I must catch it—like a cough,’ said Biddy, quietly; and went on with her sewing.
  


  
    Pursuing my idea as I leaned back in my wooden chair and looked at Biddy sewing away with her head on one side, I began to think her rather an extraordinary girl. For, I called to mind now, that she was equally accomplished in the terms of our trade, and the names of our different sorts of work, and our various tools. In short, whatever I knew, Biddy knew. Theoretically, she was already as good a blacksmith as I, or better.
  


  
    ‘You are one of those, Biddy,’ said I, ‘who make the most of every chance. You never had a chance before you came here, and see how improved you are!’
  


  
    Biddy looked at me for an instant, and went on with her sewing. ‘I was your first teacher, though; wasn’t I?’ said she, as she sewed.
  


  
    ‘Biddy!’ I exclaimed, in amazement. ‘Why, you are crying!’
  


  
    ‘No, I am not,’ said Biddy, looking up and laughing. ‘What put that in your head?’
  


  
    What could have put it in my head, but the glistening of a tear as it dropped on her work? I sat silent, recalling what a drudge she had been until Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt successfully overcame that bad habit of living, so highly desirable to be got rid of by some people. I recalled the hopeless circumstances by which she had been surrounded in the miserable little shop and the miserable little noisy evening school, with that miserable old bundle of incompetence always to be dragged and shouldered. I reflected that even in those untoward times there must have been latent in Biddy what was now developing, for in my first uneasiness and discontent I had turned to her for help, as a matter of course. Biddy sat quietly sewing, shedding no more tears, and while I looked at her and thought about it all, it occurred to me that perhaps I had not been sufficiently grateful to Biddy. I might have been too reserved, and should have patronised her more (though I did not use that precise word in my meditations), with my confidence.
  


  
    ‘Yes, Biddy,’ I observed, when I had done turning it over, ‘you were my first teacher, and that at a time when we little thought of ever being together like this, in this kitchen.’
  


  
    ‘Ah, poor thing!’ replied Biddy. It was like her self-forgetfulness, to transfer the remark to my sister, and to get up and be busy about her, making her more comfortable: ‘that’s sadly true!’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said I, ‘we must talk together a little more, as we used to do. And I must consult you a little more, as I used to do. Let us have a quiet walk on the marshes next Sunday, Biddy, and a long chat.’
  


  
    My sister was never left alone now; and Joe more than readily undertook the care of her on that Sunday afternoon, and Biddy and I went out together. It was summer-time and lovely weather. When we had passed the village and the church and the churchyard, and were out on the marshes, and began to see the sails of the ships as they sailed on, I began to combine Miss Havisham and Estella with the prospect, in my usual way. When we came to the river-side and sat down on the bank, with the water rippling at our feet, making it all more quiet than it would have been without that sound, I resolved that it was a good time and place for the admission of Biddy into my inner confidence.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, after binding her to secrecy, ‘I want to be a gentleman.’
  


  
    ‘Oh, I wouldn’t, if I was you!’ she returned. ‘I don’t think it would answer.’
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, with some severity, ‘I have particular reasons for wanting to be a gentleman.’
  


  
    ‘You know best, Pip; but don’t you think you are happier as you are?’
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ I exclaimed, impatiently, ‘I am not at all happy as I am. I am disgusted with my calling and with my life. I have never taken to either since I was bound. Don’t be absurd.’
  


  
    ‘Was I absurd?’ said Biddy, quietly raising her eyebrows; ‘I am sorry for that; I didn’t mean to be. I only want you to do well, and be comfortable.’
  


  
    ‘Well, then, understand once for all that I never shall or can be comfortable—or anything but miserable—there, Biddy!—unless I can lead a very different sort of life from the life I lead now.’
  


  
    ‘That’s a pity!’ said Biddy, shaking her head with a sorrowful air.
  


  
    Now, I too had so often thought it a pity, that, in the singular kind of quarrel with myself which I was always carrying on, I was half inclined to shed tears of vexation and distress when Biddy gave utterance to her sentiment and my own. I told her she was right, and I knew it was much to be regretted, but still it was not to be helped.
  


  
    ‘If I could have settled down,’ I said to Biddy, plucking up the short grass within reach, much as I had once upon a time pulled my feelings out of my hair and kicked them into the brewery wall: ‘if I could have settled down and been but half as fond of the forge as I was when I was little, I know it would have been much better for me. You and I and Joe would have wanted nothing then, and Joe and I would perhaps have gone partners when I was out of my time, and I might even have grown up to keep company with you, and we might have sat on this very bank on a fine Sunday, quite different people. I should have been good enough for you; shouldn’t I, Biddy?’
  


  
    Biddy sighed as she looked at the ships sailing on, and returned for answer, ‘Yes; I am not over-particular.’ It scarcely sounded flattering, but I knew she meant well.
  


  
    ‘Instead of that,’ said I, plucking up more grass and chewing a blade or two, ‘see how I am going on. Dissatisfied, and uncomfortable, and—what would it signify to me, being coarse and common, if nobody had told me so!’
  


  
    Biddy turned her face suddenly towards mine, and looked far more attentively at me than she had looked at the sailing ships.
  


  
    ‘It was neither a very true nor a very polite thing to say,’ she remarked, directing her eyes to the ships again. ‘Who said it?’
  


  
    I was disconcerted, for I had broken away without quite seeing where I was going to. It was not to be shuffled off, now, however, and I answered, ‘The beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham’s, and she’s more beautiful than anybody ever was, and I admire her dreadfully, and I want to be a gentleman on her account.’ Having made this lunatic confession, I began to throw my torn-up grass into the river, as if I had some thoughts of following it.
  


  
    ‘Do you want to be a gentleman, to spite her or to gain her over?’ Biddy quietly asked me, after a pause.
  


  
    ‘I don’t know,’ I moodily answered.
  


  
    ‘Because, if it is to spite her,’ Biddy pursued, ‘I should think—but you know best—that might be better and more independently done by caring nothing for her words. And if it is to gain her over, I should think—but you know best—she was not worth gaining over.’
  


  
    Exactly what I myself had thought, many times. Exactly what was perfectly manifest to me at the moment. But how could I, a poor dazed village lad, avoid that wonderful inconsistency into which the best and wisest of men fall every day?
  


  
    ‘It may be all quite true,’ said I to Biddy, ‘but I admire her dreadfully.’
  


  
    In short, I turned over on my face when I came to that, and got a good grasp on the hair, on each side of my head, and wrenched it well. All the while knowing the madness of my heart to be so very mad and misplaced, that I was quite conscious it would have served my face right, if I had lifted it up by my hair, and knocked it against the pebbles as a punishment for belonging to such an idiot.
  


  
    Biddy was the wisest of girls, and she tried to reason no more with me. She put her hand, which was a comfortable hand though roughened by work, upon my hands, one after another, and gently took them out of my hair. Then she softly patted my shoulder in a soothing way, while with my face upon my sleeve I cried a little—exactly as I had done in the brewery yard—and felt vaguely convinced that I was very much ill-used by somebody, or by everybody; I can’t say which.
  


  
    ‘I am glad of one thing,’ said Biddy, ‘and that is, that you have felt you could give me your confidence, Pip. And I am glad of another thing, and that is, that of course you know you may depend upon my keeping it and always so far deserving it. If your first teacher (dear! such a poor one, and so much in need of being taught herself!) had been your teacher at the present time, she thinks she knows what lesson she would set. But it would be a hard one to learn, and you have got beyond her, and it’s of no use now.’ So, with a quiet sigh for me, Biddy rose from the bank, and said, with a fresh and pleasant change of voice, ‘Shall we walk a little further, or go home?’
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ I cried, getting up, putting my arm around her neck, and giving her a kiss, ‘I shall always tell you everything.’
  


  
    ‘Till you’re a gentleman,’ said Biddy.
  


  
    ‘You know I never shall be, so that’s always. Not that I have any occasion to tell you anything, for you know everything I know—as I told you at home the other night.’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ said Biddy, quite in a whisper, as she looked away at the ships. And then repeated, with her former pleasant change, ‘Shall we walk a little further, or go home?’
  


  
    I said to Biddy we would walk a little further, and we did so, and the summer afternoon toned down into the summer evening, and it was very beautiful. I began to consider whether I was not more naturally and wholesomely situated, after all, in these circumstances, than playing beggar my neighbour by candlelight in the room with the stopped clocks, and being despised by Estella. I thought it would be very good for me if I could get her out of my head with all the rest of those remembrances and fancies, and could go to work determined to relish what I had to do, and stick to it, and make the best of it. I asked myself the question whether I did not surely know that if Estella were beside me at that moment instead of Biddy, she would make me miserable? I was obliged to admit that I did know it for a certainty, and I said to myself, ‘Pip, what a fool you are!’
  


  
    We talked a good deal as we walked, and all that Biddy said seemed right. Biddy was never insulting, or capricious, or Biddy to-day and somebody else to-morrow; she would have derived only pain, and no pleasure, from giving me pain; she would far rather have wounded her own breast than mine. How could it be, then, that I did not like her much the better of the two?
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, when we were walking homeward, ‘I wish you could put me right.’
  


  
    ‘I wish I could!’ said Biddy.
  


  
    ‘If I could only get myself to fall in love with you—you don’t mind my speaking so openly to such an old acquaintance?’
  


  
    ‘Oh dear, not at all!’ said Biddy. ‘Don’t mind me.’
  


  
    ‘If I could only get myself to do it, that would be the thing for me.’
  


  
    ‘But you never will, you see,’ said Biddy.
  


  
    It did not appear quite so unlikely to me that evening, as it would have done if we had discussed it a few hours before. I therefore observed I was not quite sure of that. But Biddy said she was, and she said it decisively. In my heart I believed her to be right; and yet I took it rather ill, too, that she should be so positive on the point.
  


  
    When we came near the churchyard, we had to cross an embankment, and get over a stile near a sluice gate. There started up, from the gate, or from the rushes, or from the ooze (which was quite in his stagnant way), Old Orlick.
  


  
    ‘Halloa!’ he growled, ‘where are you two going?’
  


  
    ‘Where should we be going, but home?’
  


  
    ‘Well, then,’ said he, ‘I’m jiggered if I don’t see you home!’
  


  
    This penalty of being jiggered was a favourite supposititious case of his. He attached no definite meaning to the word that I am aware of, but used it, like his own pretended Christian name, to affront mankind, and convey an idea of something savagely damaging. When I was younger, I had had a general belief that if he had jiggered me personally, he would have done it with a sharp and twisted hook.
  


  
    Biddy was much against his going with us, and said to me in a whisper, ‘Don’t let him come; I don’t like him.’ As I did not like him either, I took the liberty of saying that we thanked him, but we didn’t want seeing home. He received that piece of information with a yell of laughter, and dropped back, but came slouching after us at a little distance.
  


  
    Curious to know whether Biddy suspected him of having had a hand in that murderous attack of which my sister had never been able to give any account, I asked her why she did not like him.
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ she replied, glancing over her shoulder as he slouched after us, ‘because I—I am afraid he likes me.’
  


  
    ‘Did he ever tell you he liked you?’ I asked indignantly.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said Biddy, glancing over her shoulder again, ‘he never told me so; but he dances at me, whenever he can catch my eye.’
  


  
    However novel and peculiar this testimony of attachment, I did not doubt the accuracy of the interpretation. I was very hot indeed upon Old Orlick’s daring to admire her; as hot as if it were an outrage on myself.
  


  
    ‘But it makes no difference to you, you know,’ said Biddy, calmly.
  


  
    ‘No, Biddy, it makes no difference to me; only I don’t like it; I don’t approve of it.
  


  
    ‘Nor I neither,’ said Biddy. ‘Though that makes no difference to you.’
  


  
    ‘Exactly,’ said I; ‘but I must tell you I should have no opinion of you, Biddy, if he danced at you with your own consent.’
  


  
    I kept an eye on Orlick after that night, and whenever circumstances were favourable to his dancing at Biddy, got before him, to obscure that demonstration. He had struck root in Joe’s establishment, by reason of my sister’s sudden fancy for him, or I should have tried to get him dismissed. He quite understood and reciprocated my good intentions, as I had reason to know thereafter.
  


  
    And now, because my mind was not confused enough before, I complicated its confusion fifty thousand-fold, by having states and seasons when I was clear that Biddy was immeasurably better than Estella, and that the plain honest working life to which I was born had nothing in it to be ashamed of, but offered me sufficient means of self-respect and happiness. At those times, I would decide conclusively that my disaffection to dear old Joe and the forge, was gone, and that I was growing up in a fair way to be partners with Joe and to keep company with Biddy—when all in a moment some confounding remembrance of the Havisham days would fall upon me, like a destructive missile, and scatter my wits again. Scattered wits take a long time picking up; and often, before I had got them well together, they would be dispersed in all directions by one stray thought, that perhaps after all Miss Havisham was going to make my fortune when my time was out.
  


  
    If my time had run out, it would have left me still at the height of my perplexities, I dare say. It never did run out, however, but was brought to a premature end, as I proceed to relate.
  


  
    CHAPTER XVIII
  


  
    IT was in the fourth year of my apprenticeship to Joe, and it was a Saturday night. There was a group assembled round the fire at the Three Jolly Bargemen, attentive to Mr. Wopsle as he read the newspaper aloud. Of that group I was one.
  


  
    A highly popular murder had been committed, and Mr. Wopsle was imbrued in blood to the eyebrows. He gloated over every abhorrent adjective in the description, and identified himself with every witness at the Inquest. He faintly moaned, ‘I am done for,’ as the victim, and he barbarously bellowed, ‘I’ll serve you out,’ as the murderer. He gave the medical testimony, in pointed imitation of our local practitioner; and he piped and shook, as the aged turnpike-keeper who had heard blows, to an extent so very paralytic as to suggest a doubt regarding the mental competency of that witness. The coroner, in Mr. Wopsle’s hands, became Timon of Athens; the beadle, Coriolanus. He enjoyed himself thoroughly, and we all enjoyed ourselves, and were delightfully comfortable. In this cosy state of mind we came to the verdict of Wilful Murder.
  


  
    Then, and not sooner, I became aware of a strange gentleman leaning over the back of the settle opposite me, looking on. There was an expression of contempt on his face, and he bit the side of a great forefinger as he watched the group of faces.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said the stranger to Mr. Wopsle, when the reading was done, ‘you have settled it all to your own satisfaction, I have no doubt?’
  


  
    Everybody started and looked up, as if it were the murderer. He looked at everybody coldly and sarcastically.
  


  
    ‘Guilty, of course?’ said he. ‘Out with it. Come!’
  


  
    ‘Sir,’ returned Mr. Wopsle, ‘without having the honour of your acquaintance, I do say Guilty.’ Upon this we all took courage to unite in a confirmatory murmur.
  


  
    ‘I know you do,’ said the stranger; ‘I knew you would. I told you so. But now I’ll ask you a question. Do you know, or do you not know, that the law of England supposes every man to be innocent, until he is proved—proved—to be guilty?’
  


  
    ‘Sir,’ Mr. Wopsle began to reply, ‘as an Englishman myself, I——’
  


  
    ‘Come!’ said the stranger, biting his forefinger at him. ‘Don’t evade the question. Either you know it, or you don’t know it. Which is it to be?’
  


  
    He stood with his head on one side and himself on one side, in a bullying interrogative manner, and he threw his forefinger at Mr. Wopsle—as it were to mark him out—before biting it again.
  


  
    ‘Now!’ said he. ‘Do you know it, or don’t you know it?’
  


  
    ‘Certainly I know it,’ replied Mr. Wopsle.
  


  
    ‘Certainly you know it. Then why didn’t you say so at first? Now, I’ll ask you another question;’ taking possession of Mr. Wopsle, as if he had a right to him. ‘Do you know that none of these witnesses have yet been cross-examined?’
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle was beginning, ‘I can only say——’ when the stranger stopped him.
  


  
    ‘What? You won’t answer the question, yes or no? Now, I’ll try you again.’ Throwing his finger at him again. ‘Attend to me. Are you aware, or are you not aware, that none of these witnesses have yet been cross-examined? Come, I only want one word from you. Yes, or no?’
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle hesitated, and we all began to conceive rather a poor opinion of him.
  


  
    ‘Come!’ said the stranger, ‘I’ll help you. You don’t deserve help, but I’ll help you. Look at that paper you hold in your hand. What is it?’
  


  
    ‘What is it?’ repeated Mr. Wopsle, eyeing it much at a loss.
  


  
    ‘Is it,’ pursued the stranger in his most sarcastic and suspicious manner, ‘the printed paper you have just been reading from?’
  


  
    ‘Undoubtedly.’
  


  
    ‘Undoubtedly. Now, turn to that paper, and tell me whether it distinctly states that the prisoner expressly said that his legal advisers instructed him altogether to reserve his defence?’
  


  
    ‘I read that just now,’ Mr. Wopsle pleaded.
  


  
    ‘Never mind what you read just now, sir; I don’t ask you what you read just now. You may read the Lord’s Prayer backwards, if you like—and, perhaps, have done it before to-day. Turn to the paper. No, no, no, my friend; not to the top of the column; you know better than that; to the bottom, to the bottom.’ (We all began to think Mr. Wopsle full of subterfuge.) ‘Well? Have you found it?’
  


  
    ‘Here it is,’ said Mr. Wopsle.
  


  
    ‘Now, follow that passage with your eye, and tell me whether it distinctly states that the prisoner expressly said that he was instructed by his legal advisers wholly to reserve his defence? Come! Do you make that of it?’
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle answered, ‘Those are not the exact words.’
  


  
    ‘Not the exact words!’ repeated the gentleman, bitterly. ‘Is that the exact substance?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said Mr. Wopsle.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ repeated the stranger, looking round at the rest of the company with his right hand extended towards the witness, Wopsle. ‘And now I ask you what you say to the conscience of that man who, with that passage before his eyes, can lay his head upon his pillow after having pronounced a fellow-creature guilty, unheard?’
  


  
    We all began to suspect that Mr. Wopsle was not the man we had thought him, and that he was beginning to be found out.
  


  
    ‘And that same man, remember,’ pursued the gentleman, throwing his finger at Mr. Wopsle heavily; ‘that same man might be summoned as a juryman upon this very trial, and having thus deeply committed himself, might return to the bosom of his family and lay his head upon his pillow, after deliberately swearing that he would well and truly try the issue joined between Our Sovereign Lord the King and the prisoner at the bar, and would a true verdict give according to the evidence, so help him God!’
  


  
    We were all deeply persuaded that the unfortunate Wopsle had gone too far, and had better stop in his reckless career while there was yet time.
  


  
    The strange gentleman, with an air of authority not to be disputed, and with a manner expressive of knowing something secret about every one of us that would effectually do for each individual if he chose to disclose it, left the back of the settle, and came into the space between the two settles, in front of the fire, where he remained standing: his left hand in his pocket, and he biting the forefinger of his right.
  


  
    ‘From information I have received,’ said he, looking round at us as we all quailed before him, ‘I have reason to believe there is a blacksmith among you, by name Joseph—or Joe—Gargery. Which is the man?’
  


  
    ‘Here is the man,’ said Joe.
  


  
    The strange gentleman beckoned him out of his place and Joe went.
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    ‘You have an apprentice,’ pursued the stranger, ‘commonly known as Pip? Is he here?’
  


  
    ‘I am here!’ I cried.
  


  
    The stranger did not recognise me, but I recognised him as the gentleman I had met on the stairs, on the occasion of my second visit to Miss Havisham. I had known him the moment I saw him looking over the settle, and now that I stood confronting him with his hand upon my shoulder, I checked off again in detail, his large head, his dark complexion, his deep-set eyes, his bushy black eyebrows, his large watch-chain, his strong black dots of beard and whisker, and even the smell of scented soap on his great hand.
  


  
    ‘I wish to have a private conference with you two,’ said he, when he had surveyed me at his leisure. ‘It will take a little time. Perhaps we had better go to your place of residence. I prefer not to anticipate my communication here; you will impart as much or as little of it as you please to your friends afterwards; I have nothing to do with that.’
  


  
    Amidst a wondering silence, we three walked out of the Jolly Bargemen, and in a wondering silence walked home. While going along, the strange gentleman occasionally looked at me, and occasionally bit the side of his finger. As we neared home, Joe vaguely acknowledging the occasion as an impressive and ceremonious one, went on ahead to open the front door. Our conference was held in the state parlour, which was feebly lighted by one candle.
  


  
    It began with the strange gentleman’s sitting down at the table, drawing the candle to him, and looking over some entries in his pocket-book. He then put up the pocket-book and set the candle a little aside, after peering round it into the darkness at Joe and me, to ascertain which was which.
  


  
    ‘My name,’ he said, ‘is Jaggers, and I am a lawyer in London. I am pretty well known. I have unusual business to transact with you, and I commence by explaining that it is not of my originating. If my advice had been asked, I should not have been here. It was not asked, and you see me here. What I have to do as the confidential agent of another, I do. No less, no more.’
  


  
    Finding that he could not see us very well from where he sat, he got up, and threw one leg over the back of a chair and leaned upon it; thus having one foot on the seat of a chair, and one foot on the ground.
  


  
    ‘Now, Joseph Gargery, I am the bearer of an offer to relieve you of this young fellow, your apprentice. You would not object to cancel his indentures at his request and for his good? You would want nothing for so doing?’
  


  
    ‘Lord forbid that I should want anything for not standing in Pip’s way,’ said Joe, staring.
  


  
    ‘Lord forbidding is pious, but not to the purpose,’ returned Mr. Jaggers. ‘The question is, Would you want anything? Do you want anything?’
  


  
    ‘The answer is,’ returned Joe, sternly, ‘No.’
  


  
    I thought Mr. Jaggers glanced at Joe, as if he considered him a fool for his disinterestedness. But I was too much bewildered between breathless curiosity and surprise, to be sure of it.
  


  
    ‘Very well,’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘Recollect the admission you have made, and don’t try to go from it presently.’
  


  
    ‘Who’s a-going to try?’ retorted Joe.
  


  
    ‘I don’t say anybody is. Do you keep a dog?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, I do keep a dog.’
  


  
    ‘Bear in mind then, that Brag is a good dog, but that Holdfast is a better. Bear that in mind, will you?’ repeated Mr. Jaggers, shutting his eyes and nodding his head at Joe, as if he were forgiving him something. ‘Now, I return to this young fellow. And the communication I have got to make is, that he has Great Expectations.’
  


  
    Joe and I gasped, and looked at one another.
  


  
    ‘I am instructed to communicate to him,’ said Mr. Jaggers, throwing his finger at me sideways, ‘that he will come into a handsome property. Further, that it is the desire of the present possessor of that property, that he be immediately removed from his present sphere of life and from this place, and be brought up as a gentleman—in a word, as a young fellow of great expectations.’
  


  
    My dream was out; my wild fancy was surpassed by sober reality; Miss Havisham was going to make my fortune on a grand scale.
  


  
    ‘Now, Mr. Pip,’ pursued the lawyer, ‘I address the rest of what I have to say, to you. You are to understand, first, that it is the request of the person from whom I take my instructions, that you always bear the name of Pip. You will have no objection, I dare say, to your great expectations being encumbered with that easy condition. But if you have any objection, this is the time to mention it.’
  


  
    My heart was beating so fast, and there was such a singing in my ears, that I could scarcely stammer I had no objection.
  


  
    ‘I should think not! Now you are to understand, secondly, Mr. Pip, that the name of the person who is your liberal benefactor remains a profound secret, until the person chooses to reveal it. I am empowered to mention that it is the intention of the person to reveal it at first hand by word of mouth to yourself. When or where that intention may be carried out, I cannot say; no one can say. It may be years hence. Now, you are distinctly to understand that you are most positively prohibited from making any inquiry on this head, or any allusion or reference, however distant, to any individual whomsoever as the individual, in all the communications you have with me. If you have a suspicion in your own breast, keep that suspicion in your own breast. It is not the least to the purpose what the reasons of this prohibition are; they may be the strongest and gravest reasons, or they may be a mere whim. This is not for you to inquire into. The condition is laid down. Your acceptance of it, and your observance of it as binding, is the only remaining condition that I am charged with, by the person from whom I take my instructions, and for whom I am not otherwise responsible. That person is the person from whom you derive your expectations, and the secret is solely held by that person and by me. Again, not a very difficult condition with which to encumber such a rise in fortune; but if you have any objection to it, this is the time to mention it. Speak out.’
  


  
    Once more, I stammered with difficulty that I had no objection.
  


  
    ‘I should think not! Now, Mr. Pip, I have done with stipulations.’ Though he called me Mr. Pip, and began rather to make up to me, he still could not get rid of a certain air of bullying suspicion; and even now he occasionally shut his eyes and threw his finger at me while he spoke, as much as to express that he knew all kinds of things to my disparagement, if he only chose to mention them. ‘We come next, to mere details of arrangement. You must know that although I use the term “expectations” more than once, you are not endowed with expectations only. There is already lodged in my hands, a sum of money amply sufficient for your suitable education and maintenance. You will please consider me your guardian. Oh!’ for I was going to thank him, ‘I tell you at once, I am paid for my services, or I shouldn’t render them. It is considered that you must be better educated, in accordance with your altered position, and that you will be alive to the importance and necessity of at once entering on that advantage.’
  


  
    I said I had always longed for it.
  


  
    ‘Never mind what you have always longed for, Mr. Pip,’ he retorted, ‘keep to the record. If you long for it now, that’s enough. Am I answered that you are ready to be placed at once, under some proper tutor? Is that it?’
  


  
    I stammered yes, that was it.
  


  
    ‘Good. Now, your inclinations are to be consulted. I don’t think that wise, mind, but it’s my trust. Have you ever heard of any tutor whom you would prefer to another?’
  


  
    I had never heard of any tutor but Biddy, and Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt; so, I replied in the negative.
  


  
    ‘There is a certain tutor, of whom I have some knowledge, who I think might suit the purpose,’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘I don’t recommend him, observe; because I never recommend anybody. The gentleman I speak of is one Mr. Matthew Pocket.’
  


  
    Ah! I caught at the name directly. Miss Havisham’s relation. The Matthew whom Mr. and Mrs. Camilla had spoken of. The Matthew whose place was to be at Miss Havisham’s head, when she lay dead, in her bride’s dress on the bride’s table.
  


  
    ‘You know the name?’ said Mr. Jaggers, looking shrewdly at me, and then shutting up his eyes while he waited for my answer.
  


  
    My answer was, that I had heard of the name.
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ said he. ‘You have heard of the name! But the question is, what do you say of it?’
  


  
    I said, or tried to say, that I was much obliged to him for his recommendation——
  


  
    ‘No, my young friend!’ he interrupted, shaking his great head very slowly. ‘Recollect yourself!’
  


  
    Not recollecting myself, I began again that I was much obliged to him for his recommendation——
  


  
    ‘No, my young friend,’ he interrupted, shaking his head and frowning and smiling both at once; ‘no, no, no; it’s very well done, but it won’t do; you are too young to fix me with it. Recommendation is not the word, Mr. Pip. Try another.’
  


  
    Correcting myself, I said that I was much obliged to him for his mention of Mr. Matthew Pocket——
  


  
    ‘That’s more like it!’ cried Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    —And (I added) I would gladly try that gentleman.
  


  
    ‘Good. You had better try him in his own house. The way shall be prepared for you, and you can see his son first, who is in London. When will you come to London?’
  


  
    I said (glancing at Joe, who stood looking on, motionless), that I supposed I could come directly.
  


  
    ‘First,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘you should have some new clothes to come in, and they should not be working clothes. Say this day week. You’ll want some money. Shall I leave you twenty guineas?’
  


  
    He produced a long purse with the greatest coolness, and counted them out on the table and pushed them over to me. This was the first time he had taken his leg from the chair. He sat astride of the chair when he had pushed the money over, and sat swinging his purse and eyeing Joe.
  


  
    ‘Well, Joseph Gargery? You look dumbfoundered?’
  


  
    ‘I am!’ said Joe, in a very decided manner.
  


  
    ‘It was understood that you wanted nothing for yourself, remember?’
  


  
    ‘It were understood,’ said Joe. ‘And it are understood. And it ever will be similar according.’
  


  
    ‘But what,’ said Mr. Jaggers, swinging his purse, ‘what if it was in my instructions to make you a present, as compensation?’
  


  
    ‘As compensation what for?’ Joe demanded.
  


  
    ‘For the loss of his services.’
  


  
    Joe laid his hand upon my shoulder with the touch of a woman. I have often thought him since, like the steam-hammer, that can crush a man or pat an egg-shell, in his combination of strength with gentleness. ‘Pip is that hearty welcome,’ said Joe, ‘to go free with his services, to honour and fortun’, as no words can tell him. But if you think as Money can make compensation to me for the loss of the little child—what come to the forge—and ever the best of friends!—’
  


  
    O dear good Joe, whom I was so ready to leave and so unthankful to, I see you again, with your muscular blacksmith’s arm before your eyes, and your broad chest heaving, and your voice dying away. O dear good faithful tender Joe, I feel the loving tremble of your hand upon my arm, as solemnly this day as if it had been the rustle of an angel’s wing!
  


  
    But I encouraged Joe at the time. I was lost in the mazes of my future fortunes, and could not retrace the by-paths we had trodden together. I begged Joe to be comforted, for (as he said) we had ever been the best of friends, and (as I said) we ever would be so. Joe scooped his eyes with his disengaged wrist, as if he were bent on gouging himself, but said not another word.
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers had looked on at this, as one who recognised in Joe the village idiot, and in me his keeper. When it was over, he said, weighing in his hand the purse he had ceased to swing:
  


  
    ‘Now, Joseph Gargery, I warn you this is your last chance. No half measures with me. If you mean to take a present that I have it in charge to make you, speak out, and you shall have it. If on the contrary you mean to say——’ Here, to his great amazement, he was stopped by Joe’s suddenly working round him with every demonstration of a fell pugilistic purpose.
  


  
    ‘Which I meantersay,’ cried Joe, ‘that if you come into my place bull-baiting and badgering me, come out! Which I meantersay as sech if you’re a man, come on! Which I meantersay that what I say, I meantersay and stand or fall by!’
  


  
    I drew Joe away, and he immediately became placable: merely stating to me, in an obliging manner and as a polite expostulatory notice to any one whom it might happen to concern, that he were not a-going to be bull-baited and badgered in his own place. Mr. Jaggers had risen when Joe demonstrated, and had backed near the door. Without evincing any inclination to come in again, he there delivered his valedictory remarks. They were these:
  


  
    ‘Well, Mr. Pip, I think the sooner you leave here—as you are to be a gentleman—the better. Let it stand for this day week, and you shall receive my printed address in the meantime. You can take a hackney-coach at the stage-coach office in London, and come straight to me. Understand that I express no opinion, one way or other, on the trust I undertake. I am paid for undertaking it, and I do so. Now, understand that finally. Understand that!’
  


  
    He was throwing his finger at both of us, and I think would have gone on, but for his seeming to think Joe dangerous, and going off.
  


  
    Something came into my head which induced me to run after him as he was going down to the Jolly Bargemen, where he had left a hired carriage.
  


  
    ‘I beg your pardon, Mr. Jaggers.’
  


  
    ‘Holloa!’ said he, facing round, ‘what’s the matter?’
  


  
    ‘I wish to be quite right, Mr. Jaggers, and to keep to your directions; so I thought I had better ask. Would there be any objection to my taking leave of any one I know, about here, before I go away?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said he, looking as if he hardly understood me.
  


  
    ‘I don’t mean the village only, but up town?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said he. ‘No objection.’
  


  
    I thanked him and ran home again, and there I found that Joe had already locked the front door and vacated the state parlour, and was seated by the kitchen fire with a hand on each knee, gazing intently at the burning coals. I too sat down before the fire and gazed at the coals, and nothing was said for a long time.
  


  
    My sister was in her cushioned chair in her corner, and Biddy sat at her needlework before the fire, and Joe sat next Biddy, and I sat next Joe in the corner opposite my sister. The more I looked into the glowing coals, the more incapable I became of looking at Joe; the longer the silence lasted, the more unable I felt to speak.
  


  
    At length I got out, ‘Joe, have you told Biddy?’
  


  
    ‘No, Pip,’ returned Joe, still looking at the fire, and holding his knees tight, as if he had private information that they intended to make off somewhere, ‘which I left it to yourself, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘I would rather you told, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Pip’s a gentleman of fortun’ then,’ said Joe, ‘and God bless him in it!’
  


  
    Biddy dropped her work, and looked at me. Joe held his knees and looked at me. I looked at both of them. After a pause they both heartily congratulated me; but there was a certain touch of sadness in their congratulations that I rather resented.
  


  
    I took it upon myself to impress Biddy (and through Biddy, Joe) with the grave obligation I considered my friends under, to know nothing and to say nothing about the maker of my fortune. It would all come out in good time, I observed, and in the meanwhile nothing was to be said, save that I had come into great expectations from a mysterious patron. Biddy nodded her head thoughtfully at the fire as she took up her work again, and said she would be very particular; and Joe, still detaining his knees, said, ‘Ay, ay, I’ll be ekervally partickler, Pip;’ and then they congratulated me again, and went on to express so much wonder at the notion of my being a gentleman, that I didn’t half like it.
  


  
    Infinite pains were then taken by Biddy to convey to my sister some idea of what had happened. To the best of my belief, those efforts entirely failed. She laughed and nodded her head a great many times, and even repeated after Biddy, the words ‘Pip’ and ‘Property.’ But I doubt if they had more meaning in them than an election cry, and I cannot suggest a darker picture of her state of mind.
  


  
    I never could have believed it without experience, but as Joe and Biddy became more at their cheerful ease again, I became quite gloomy. Dissatisfied with my fortune, of course I could not be; but it is possible that I may have been, without quite knowing it, dissatisfied with myself.
  


  
    Anyhow, I sat with my elbow on my knee and my face upon my hand, looking into the fire, as those two talked about my going away, and about what they should do without me, and all that. And whenever I caught one of them looking at me, though never so pleasantly (and they often looked at me—particularly Biddy), I felt offended: as if they were expressing some mistrust in me. Though Heaven knows they never did by word or sign.
  


  
    At those times I would get up and look out at the door; for our kitchen door opened at once upon the night, and stood open on summer evenings to air the room. The very stars to which I then raised my eyes, I am afraid I took to be but poor and humble stars for glittering on the rustic objects among which I had passed my life.
  


  
    ‘Saturday night,’ said I, when we sat at our supper of bread-and-cheese and beer. ‘Five more days, and then the day before the day! They’ll soon go.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Pip,’ observed Joe, whose voice sounded hollow in his beer mug. ‘They’ll soon go.’
  


  
    ‘Soon, soon go,’ said Biddy.
  


  
    ‘I have been thinking, Joe, that when I go down town on Monday, and order my new clothes, I shall tell the tailor that I’ll come and put them on there, or that I’ll have them sent to Mr. Pumblechook’s. It would be very disagreeable to be stared at by all the people here.’
  


  
    ‘Mr. and Mrs. Hubble might like to see you in your new gen-teel figure too, Pip,’ said Joe, industriously cutting his bread with his cheese on it, in the palm of his left hand, and glancing at my untasted supper as if he thought of the time when we used to compare slices. ‘So might Wopsle. And the Jolly Bargemen might take it as a compliment.’
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    May I—may I? (p. 162)
  


  


  
    ‘That’s just what I don’t want, Joe. They would make such a business of it—such a coarse and common business—that I Couldn’t bear myself.’
  


  
    ‘Ah, that indeed, Pip!’ said Joe. ‘If you couldn’t abear yourself——’
  


  
    Biddy asked me here, as she sat holding my sister’s plate, ‘Have you thought about when you’ll show yourself to Mr. Gargery, and your sister, and me? You will show yourself to us; won’t you?’
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ I returned with some resentment, ‘you are so exceedingly quick that it’s difficult to keep up with you.’
  


  
    (‘She always were quick,’ observed Joe.)
  


  
    ‘If you had waited another moment, Biddy, you would have heard me say that I shall bring my clothes here in a bundle one evening—most likely on the evening before I go away.’
  


  
    Biddy said no more. Handsomely forgiving her, I soon exchanged an affectionate good-night with her and Joe, and went up to bed. When I got into my little room, I sat down and took a long look at it, as a mean little room that I should soon be parted from and raised above, for ever. It was furnished with fresh young remembrances too, and even at the same moment I fell into much the same confused division of mind between it and the better rooms to which I was going, as I had been in so often between the forge and Miss Havisham’s, and Biddy and Estella.
  


  
    The sun had been shining brightly all day on the roof of my attic, and the room was warm. As I put the window open and stood looking out, I saw Joe come slowly forth at the dark door below, and take a turn or two in the air; and then I saw Biddy come, and bring him a pipe and light it for him. He never smoked so late, and it seemed to hint to me that he wanted comforting, for some reason or other.
  


  
    He presently stood at the door immediately beneath me, smoking his pipe, and Biddy stood there too, quietly talking to him, and I knew that they talked of me, for I heard my name mentioned in an endearing tone by both of them more than once. I would not have listened for more, if I could have heard more: so, I drew away from the window, and sat down in my one chair by the bedside, feeling it very sorrowful and strange that this first night of my bright fortunes should be the loneliest I had ever known.
  


  
    Looking towards the open window, I saw light wreaths from Joe’s pipe floating there, and I fancied it was like a blessing from Joe—not obtruded on me or paraded before me, but pervading the air we shared together. I put my light out, and crept into bed; and it was an uneasy bed now, and I never slept the old sound sleep in it any more.
  


  
    CHAPTER XIX
  


  
    MORNING made a considerable difference in my general prospect of Life, and brightened it so much that it scarcely seemed the same. What lay heaviest on my mind, was, the consideration that six days intervened between me and the day of departure; for, I could not divest myself of a misgiving that something might happen to London in the meanwhile, and that, when I got there, it might be either greatly deteriorated or clean gone.
  


  
    Joe and Biddy were very sympathetic and pleasant when I spoke of our approaching separation; but they only referred to it when I did. After breakfast, Joe brought out my indentures from the press in the best parlour, and we put them in the fire, and I felt that I was free. With all the novelty of my emancipation on me, I went to church with Joe, and thought, perhaps the clergyman wouldn’t have read that about the rich man and the kingdom of Heaven, if he had known all.
  


  
    After our early dinner, I strolled out alone, proposing to finish off the marshes at once, and get them done with. As I passed the church, I felt (as I had felt during service in the morning) a sublime compassion for the poor creatures who were destined to go there, Sunday after Sunday, all their lives through, and to lie obscurely at last among the low green mounds. I promised myself that I would do something for them one of these days, and formed a plan in outline for bestowing a dinner of roast-beef and plum-pudding, a pint of ale, and a gallon of condescension, upon everybody in the village.
  


  
    If I had often thought before, with something allied to shame, of my companionship with the fugitive whom I had once seen limping among those graves, what were my thoughts on this Sunday, when the place recalled the wretch, ragged and shivering, with his felon iron and badge! My comfort was, that it happened a long time ago, and that he had doubtless been transported a long way off, and that he was dead to me, and might be veritably dead into the bargain.
  


  
    No more low wet grounds, no more dykes and sluices, no more of these grazing cattle—though they seemed, in their dull manner, to wear a more respectful air now, and to face round, in order that they might stare as long as possible at the possessor of such great expectations—farewell, monotonous acquaintances of my childhood, henceforth I was for London and greatness: not for smith’s work in general and for you! I made my exultant way to the old Battery, and, lying down there to consider the question whether Miss Havisham intended me for Estella, fell asleep.
  


  
    When I awoke, I was much surprised to find Joe sitting beside me, smoking his pipe. He greeted me with a cheerful smile on my opening my eyes, and said:
  


  
    ‘As being the last time, Pip, I thought I’d foller.’
  


  
    ‘And, Joe, I am very glad you did so.’
  


  
    ‘Thankee, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘You may be sure, dear Joe,’ I went on, after we had shaken hands, ‘that I shall never forget you.’
  


  
    ‘No, no, Pip!’ said Joe, in a comfortable tone, ‘I’m sure of that. Ay, ay, old chap! Bless you, it were only necessary to get it well round in a man’s mind, to be certain on it. But it took a bit of time to get it well round, the change come so oncommon plump; didn’t it?’
  


  
    Somehow, I was not best pleased with Joe’s being so mightily secure of me. I should have liked him to have betrayed emotion, or to have said, ‘It does you credit, Pip,’ or something of that sort. Therefore, I made no remark on Joe’s first head: merely saying as to his second, that the tidings had indeed come suddenly, but that I had always wanted to be a gentleman, and had often and often speculated on what I would do, if I were one.
  


  
    ‘Have you though?’ said Joe. ‘Astonishing!’
  


  
    ‘It’s a pity now, Joe,’ said I, ‘that you did not get on a little more, when we had our lessons here; isn’t it?’
  


  
    ‘Well, I don’t know,’ returned Joe. ‘I’m so awful dull. I’m only master of my own trade. It were always a pity as I was so awful dull; but it’s no more of a pity now, than it was—this day twelvemonth—don’t you see!’
  


  
    What I had meant was, that when I came into my property and was able to do something for Joe, it would have been much more agreeable if he had been better qualified for a rise in station. He was so perfectly innocent of my meaning, however, that I thought I would mention it to Biddy in preference.
  


  
    So, when we had walked home and had had tea, I took Biddy into our little garden by the side of the lane, and, after throwing out in a general way for the elevation of her spirits, that I should never forget her, said I had a favour to ask of her.
  


  
    ‘And it is, Biddy,’ said I, ‘that you will not omit any opportunity of helping Joe on, a little.’
  


  
    ‘How helping him on?’ asked Biddy, with a steady sort of glance.
  


  
    ‘Well! Joe is a dear good fellow—in fact, I think he is the dearest fellow that ever lived—but he is rather backward in some things. For instance, Biddy, in his learning and his manners.’
  


  
    Although I was looking at Biddy as I spoke, and although she opened her eyes very wide when I had spoken, she did not look at me.
  


  
    ‘Oh, his manners! won’t his manners do, then?’ asked Biddy, plucking a black-currant leaf.
  


  
    ‘My dear Biddy, they do very well here——’
  


  
    ‘Oh! they do very well here?’ interrupted Biddy, looking closely at the leaf in her hand.
  


  
    ‘Hear me out—but if I were to remove Joe into a higher sphere, as I shall hope to remove him when I fully come into my property, they would hardly do him justice.’
  


  
    ‘And don’t you think he knows that?’ asked Biddy.
  


  
    It was such a provoking question (for it had never in the most distant manner occurred to me), that I said, snappishly, ‘Biddy, what do you mean?’
  


  
    Biddy having rubbed the leaf to pieces between her hands—and the smell of a black-currant bush has ever since recalled to me that evening in the little garden by the side of the lane—said, ‘Have you never considered that he may be proud?’
  


  
    ‘Proud?’ I repeated, with disdainful emphasis.
  


  
    ‘Oh! there are many kinds of pride,’ said Biddy, looking full at me and shaking her head; ‘pride is not all of one kind——’
  


  
    ‘Well? What are you stopping for?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Not all of one kind,’ resumed Biddy. ‘He may be too proud to let any one take him out of a place that he is competent to fill, and fills well and with respect. To tell you the truth, I think he is: though it sounds bold in me to say so, for you must know him far better than I do.’
  


  
    ‘Now, Biddy,’ said I, ‘I am very sorry to see this in you. I did not expect to see this in you. You are envious, Biddy, and grudging. You are dissatisfied on account of my rise in fortune, and you can’t help showing it.’
  


  
    ‘If you have the heart to think so,’ returned Biddy, ‘say so. Say so over and over again, if you have the heart to think so.
  


  
    ‘If you have the heart to be so, you mean, Biddy,’ said I, in a virtuous and superior tone; ‘don’t put it off upon me. I am very sorry to see it, and it’s a—it’s a bad side of human nature. I did intend to ask you to use any little opportunities you might have after I was gone, of improving dear Joe. But after this, I ask you nothing. I am extremely sorry to see this in you, Biddy,’ I repeated. ‘It’s a—it’s a bad side of human nature.’
  


  
    ‘Whether you scold me or approve of me,’ returned poor Biddy, ‘you may equally depend upon my trying to do all that lies in my power, here, at all times. And whatever opinion you take away of me, shall make no difference in my remembrance of you. Yet a gentleman should not be unjust neither,’ said Biddy, turning away her head.
  


  
    I again warmly repeated that it was a bad side of human nature (in which sentiment, waiving its application, I have since seen reason to think I was right), and I walked down the little path away from Biddy, and Biddy went into the house, and I went out at the garden gate and took a dejected stroll until supper-time; again feeling it very sorrowful and strange that this, the second night of my bright fortunes, should be as lonely and unsatisfactory as the first.
  


  
    But, morning once more brightened my view, and I extended my clemency to Biddy, and we dropped the subject. Putting on the best clothes I had, I went into town as early as I could hope to find the shops open, and presented myself before Mr. Trabb, the tailor; who was having his breakfast in the parlour behind his shop, and who did not think it worth his while to come out to me, but called me in to him.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said Mr. Trabb, in a hail-fellow-well-met kind of way. ‘How are you, and what can I do for you?’
  


  
    Mr. Trabb had sliced his hot rolls into three feather beds, and was slipping butter in between the blankets, and covering it up. He was a prosperous old bachelor, and his open window looked into a prosperous little garden and orchard, and there was a prosperous iron safe let into the wall at the side of his fireplace, and I did not doubt that heaps of his prosperity were put away in it in bags.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Trabb,’ said I, ‘it’s an unpleasant thing to have to mention, because it looks like boasting; but I have come into a handsome property.’
  


  
    A change passed over Mr. Trabb. He forgot the butter in bed, got up from the bedside, and wiped his fingers on the table-cloth, exclaiming, ‘Lord bless my soul!’
  


  
    ‘I am going up to my guardian in London,’ said I, casually drawing some guineas out of my pocket and looking at them; ‘and I want a fashionable suit of clothes to go in. I wish to pay for them,’ I added—otherwise I thought he might only pretend to make them—‘with ready money.’
  


  
    ‘My dear sir,’ said Mr. Trabb, as he respectfully bent his body, opened his arms, and took the liberty of touching me on the outside of each elbow, ‘don’t hurt me by mentioning that. May I venture to congratulate you? Would you do me the favour of stepping into the shop?’
  


  
    Mr. Trabb’s boy was the most audacious boy in all that country-side. When I had entered he was sweeping the shop, and he had sweetened his labours by sweeping over me. He was Still sweeping when I came out into the shop with Mr. Trabb, and he knocked the broom against all possible corners and obstacles, to express (as I understood it) equality with any blacksmith, alive or dead.
  


  
    ‘Hold that noise,’ said Mr. Trabb, with the greatest sternness, ‘or I’ll knock your head off! Do me the favour to be seated, sir. Now, this,’ said Mr. Trabb, taking down a roll of cloth, and tiding it out in a flowing manner over the counter, preparatory to getting his hand under it to show the gloss, ‘is a very sweet article. I can recommend it for your purpose, sir, because it really is extra super. But you shall see some others. Give me Number Four, you!’ (To the boy, and with a dreadfully severe stare; foreseeing the danger of that miscreant’s brushing me with it, or making some other sign of familiarity.)
  


  
    Mr. Trabb never removed his stern eye from the boy until he had deposited number four on the counter and was at a safe distance again. Then, he commanded him to bring number five, and number eight. ‘And let me have none of your tricks here,’ said Mr. Trabb, ‘or you shall repent it, you young scoundrel, the longest day you have to live.’
  


  
    Mr. Trabb then bent over number four, and in a sort of deferential confidence recommended it to me as a light article for summer wear, an article much in vogue among the nobility and gentry, an article that it would ever be an honour to him to reflect upon a distinguished fellow-townsman’s (if he might claim me for a fellow-townsman) having worn. ‘Are you bringing numbers five and eight, you vagabond,’ said Mr. Trabb to the boy after that, ‘or shall I kick you out of the shop and bring them myself?’
  


  
    I selected the materials for a suit, with the assistance of Mr. Trabb’s judgment, and re-entered the parlour to be measured. For, although Mr. Trabb had my measure already, and had previously been quite contented with it, he said apologetically that it ‘wouldn’t do under existing circumstances, sir—wouldn’t do at all.’ So, Mr. Trabb measured and calculated me in the parlour, as if I were an estate and he the finest species of surveyor, and gave himself such a world of trouble that I felt that no suit of clothes could possibly remunerate him for his pains. When he had at last done and had appointed to send the articles to Mr. Pumblechook’s on the Thursday evening, he said, with his hand upon the parlour lock, ‘I know, sir, that London gentlemen cannot be expected to patronise local work, as a rule; but if you would give me a turn now and then in the quality of a townsman, I should greatly esteem it. Good morning, sir, much obliged.—Door!’
  


  
    The last word was flung at the boy, who had not the least notion what it meant. But I saw him collapse as his master rubbed me out with his hands, and my first decided experience of the stupendous power of money, was, that it had morally laid upon his back, Trabb’s boy.
  


  
    After this memorable event, I went to the hatter’s, and the bootmaker’s, and the hosier’s, and felt rather like Mother Hubbard’s dog whose outfit required the services of so many trades. I also went to the coach-office and took my place for seven o’clock on Saturday morning. It was not necessary to explain everywhere that I had come into a handsome property; but whenever I said anything to that effect, it followed that the officiating tradesman ceased to have his attention diverted through the window by the High-street, and concentrated his mind upon me. When I had ordered everything I wanted, I directed my steps towards Pumblechook’s, and, as I approached that gentleman’s place of business, I saw him standing at his door.
  


  
    He was waiting for me with great impatience. He had been out early with the chaise-cart, and had called at the forge and heard the news. He had prepared a collation for me in the Barnwell parlour, and he too ordered his shopman to ‘come out of the gangway’ as my sacred person passed.
  


  
    ‘My dear friend,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, taking me by both hands, when he and I and the collation were alone, ‘I give you joy of your good fortune. Well deserved, well deserved!’
  


  
    This was coming to the point, and I thought it a sensible way of expressing himself.
  


  
    ‘To think,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, after snorting admiration at me for some moments, ‘that I should have been the humble instrument of leading up to this, is a proud reward.’
  


  
    I begged Mr. Pumblechook to remember that nothing was to be ever said or hinted, on that point.
  


  
    ‘My dear young friend,’ said Mr. Pumblechook; ‘if you will allow me to call you so——’
  


  
    I murmured ‘Certainly,’ and Mr. Pumblechook took me by both hands again, and communicated a movement to his waistcoat, which had an emotional appearance, though it was rather low down. ‘My dear young friend, rely upon my doing my little all in your absence, by keeping the fact before the mind of Joseph.—Joseph!’ said Mr. Pumblechook, in the way of a compassionate adjuration. ‘Joseph!! Joseph!!!’ Thereupon he shook his head and tapped it, expressing his sense of deficiency in Joseph.
  


  
    ‘But, my dear young friend,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, ‘you must be hungry, you must be exhausted. Be seated. Here is a chicken had round from the Boar, here is a tongue had round from the Boar, here’s one or two little things had round from the Boar, that I hope you may not despise. But do I,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, getting up again the moment after he had sat down, ‘see afore me, him as I ever sported with in his times of happy infancy? And may I—may I——?’
  


  
    This May I, meant might he shake hands? I consented, and he was fervent, and then sat down again.
  


  
    ‘Here is wine,’ said Mr. Pumblechook. ‘Let us drink, Thanks to Fortune, and may she ever pick out her favourites with equal judgment! And yet I cannot,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, getting up again, ‘see afore me One—and likewise drink to One—without again expressing—May I—may I——?’
  


  
    I said he might, and he shook hands with me again, and emptied his glass and turned it upside down. I did the same; and if I had turned myself upside down before drinking, the wine could not have gone more direct to my head.
  


  
    Mr. Pumblechook helped me to the liver wing, and to the best slice of tongue (none of those out-of-the-way No Thoroughfares of Pork now), and took, comparatively speaking, no care of himself at all. ‘Ah! poultry, poultry! You little thought,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, apostrophising the fowl in the dish, ‘when you was a young fledgling, what was in store for you. You little thought you was to be refreshment beneath this humble roof for one as—Call it a weakness, if you will,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, getting up again, ‘but may I? may I——?’
  


  
    It began to be unnecessary to repeat the form of saying he might, so he did it at once. How he ever did it so often without wounding himself with my knife, I don’t know.
  


  
    ‘And your sister,’ he resumed, after a little steady eating, ‘which had the honour of bringing you up by hand! It’s a sad picter, to reflect that she’s no longer equal to fully understanding the honour. May——’
  


  
    I saw he was about to come at me again, and I stopped him.
  


  
    ‘We’ll drink her health,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ cried Mr. Pumblechook, leaning back in his chair, quite flaccid with admiration, ‘that’s the way you know ’em, sir!’ (I don’t know who Sir was, but he certainly was not I, and there was no third person present); ‘that’s the way you know the noble-minded, sir! Ever forgiving and ever affable. It might,’ said the servile Pumblechook, putting down his untasted glass in a hurry and getting up again, ‘to a common person, have the appearance of repeating—but may I——?’
  


  
    When he had done it, he resumed his seat and drank to my sister. ‘Let us never be blind,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, ‘to her faults of temper, but it is to be hoped she meant well.’
  


  
    At about this time, I began to observe that he was getting flushed in the face; as to myself, I felt all face, steeped in wine and smarting.
  


  
    I mentioned to Mr. Pumblechook that I wished to have my new clothes sent to his house, and he was ecstatic on my so distinguishing him. I mentioned my reason for desiring to avoid observation in the village, and he lauded it to the skies. There was nobody but himself, he intimated, worthy of my confidence, and—in short, might he? Then he asked me tenderly if I remembered our boyish games at sums, and how we had gone together to have me bound apprentice, and, in effect, how he had ever been my favourite fancy and my chosen friend? If I had taken ten times as many glasses of wine as I had, I should have known that he never had stood in that relation towards me, and should in my heart of hearts have repudiated the idea. Yet for all that, I remember feeling convinced that I had been much mistaken in him, and that he was a sensible practical good-hearted prime fellow.
  


  
    By degrees he fell to reposing such great confidence in me, as to ask my advice in reference to his own affairs. He mentioned that there was an opportunity for a great amalgamation and monopoly of the corn and seed trade on those premises, if enlarged, such as had never occurred before in that, or any other neighbourhood. What alone was wanting to the realisation of a vast fortune, he considered to be More Capital. Those were the two little words, more capital. Now it appeared to him (Pumblechook) that if that capital were got into the business, through a sleeping partner, sir—which sleeping partner would have nothing to do but walk in, by self or deputy, whenever he pleased, and examine the books—and walk in twice a year and take his profits away in his pocket, to the tune of fifty per cent.—it appeared to him that that might be an opening for a young gentleman of spirit combined with property, which would be worthy of his attention. But what did I think? He had great confidence in my opinion, and what did I think? I gave it as my opinion, ‘Wait a bit!’ The united vastness and distinctness of this view so struck him, that he no longer asked me if he might shake hands with me, but said he really must—and did.
  


  
    We drank all the wine, and Mr. Pumblechook pledged himself over and over again to keep Joseph up to the mark (I don’t know what mark), and to render me efficient and constant service (I don’t know what service). He also made known to me for the first time in my life, and certainly after having kept his secret wonderfully well, that he had always said of me, ‘That boy is no common boy, and mark me, his fortun’ will be no common fortun’.’ He said with a tearful smile that it was a singular thing to think of now, and I said so too. Finally, I went out into the air, with a dim perception that there was something unwonted in the conduct of the sunshine, and found that I had slumberously got to the turnpike without having taken any account of the road.
  


  
    There, I was roused by Mr. Pumblechook’s hailing me. He was a long way down the sunny street, and was making expressive gestures for me to stop. I stopped, and he came up breathless.
  


  
    ‘No, my dear friend,’ said he, when he had recovered wind for speech. ‘Not if I can help it. This occasion shall not entirely pass without that affability on your part.—May I, as an old friend and well-wisher? May I?’
  


  
    We shook hands for the hundredth time at least, and he ordered a young carter out of my way with the greatest indignation. Then, he blessed me, and stood waving his hand to me until I had passed the crook in the road; and then I turned into a field and had a long nap under a hedge before I pursued my way home.
  


  
    I had scant luggage to take with me to London, for little of the little I possessed was adapted to my new station. But I began packing that same afternoon, and wildly packed up things that I knew I should want next morning, in a fiction that there was not a moment to be lost.
  


  
    So, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday passed; and on Friday morning I went to Mr. Pumblechook’s, to put on my new clothes and pay my visit to Miss Havisham. Mr. Pumblechook’s own room was given up to me to dress in, and was decorated with clean towels expressly for the event. My clothes were rather a disappointment, of course. Probably every new and eagerly expected garment ever put on since clothes came in, fell a trifle short of the wearer’s expectation. But after I had had my new suit on, some half an hour, and had gone through an immensity of posturing with Mr. Pumblechook’s very limited dressing-glass, in the futile endeavour to see my legs, it seemed to fit me better. It being market morning at a neighbouring town some ten miles off, Mr. Pumblechook was not at home. I had not told him exactly when I meant to leave, and was not likely to shake hands with him again before departing. This was all as it should be, and I went out in my new array: fearfully ashamed of having to pass the shopman, and suspicious after all that I was at a personal disadvantage, something like Joe in his Sunday suit.
  


  
    I went circuitously to Miss Havisham’s by all the backways, and rang at the bell constrainedly, on account of the stiff long fingers of my gloves. Sarah Pocket came to the gate, and positively reeled back when she saw me so changed; her walnut-shell countenance likewise turned from brown to green and yellow.
  


  
    ‘You?’ said she. ‘You? Good gracious! What do you want?’
  


  
    ‘I am going to London, Miss Pocket,’ said I, ‘and want to say good-bye to Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    I was not expected, for she left me locked in the yard, while she went to ask if I were to be admitted. After a very short delay, she returned and took me up, staring at me all the way.
  


  
    Miss Havisham was taking exercise in the room with the long spread table, leaning on her crutch stick. The room was lighted as of yore, and at the sound of her entrance she stopped and turned. She was then just abreast of the rotted bride-cake.
  


  
    ‘Don’t go, Sarah,’ she said. ‘Well, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘I start for London, Miss Havisham, to-morrow,’ I was exceedingly careful what I said, ‘and I thought you would kindly not mind my taking leave of you.’
  


  
    ‘This is a gay figure, Pip,’ said she, making her crutch stick play round me, as if she, the fairy godmother who had changed me, were bestowing the finishing gift.
  


  
    ‘I have come into such good fortune since I saw you last, Miss Havisham,‘ I murmured. ‘And I am so grateful for it, Miss Havisham!’
  


  
    ‘Ay, ay!’ said she, looking at the discomfited and envious Sarah, with delight. ‘I have seen Mr. Jaggers. I have heard about it, Pip. So you go to-morrow?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘And you are adopted by a rich person?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘Not named?’
  


  
    ‘No, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘And Mr. Jaggers is made your guardian?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    She quite gloated on these questions and answers, so keen was her enjoyment of Sarah Pocket’s jealous dismay. ‘Well!’ she went on; ‘you have a promising career before you. Be good—deserve it—and abide by Mr. Jaggers’s instructions.’ She looked at me, and looked at Sarah, and Sarah’s countenance wrung out of her watchful face a cruel smile. ‘Good-bye, Pip!—you will always keep the name of Pip, you know.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘Good-bye, Pip!’
  


  
    She stretched out her hand, and I went down on my knee and put it to my lips. I had not considered how I should take leave of her; it came naturally to me at the moment, to do this. She looked at Sarah Pocket with triumph in her weird eyes, and so I left my fairy godmother, with both her hands on her crutch stick, standing in the midst of the dimly lighted room beside the rotten bride-cake that was hidden in cobwebs.
  


  
    Sarah Pocket conducted me down, as if I were a ghost who must be seen out. She could not get over my appearance, and was in the last degree confounded. I said ‘Good-bye, Miss Pocket;’ but she merely stared, and did not seem collected enough to know that I had spoken. Clear of the house, I made the best of my way back to Pumblechook’s, took off my new clothes, made them into a bundle, and went back home in my older dress, carrying it—to speak the truth—much more at my ease too, though I had the bundle to carry.
  


  
    And now, those six days which were to have run out so slowly, had run out fast and were gone, and to-morrow looked me in the face more steadily than I could look at it. As the six evenings had dwindled away to five, to four, to three, to two, I had become more and more appreciative of the society of Joe and Biddy. On this last evening, I dressed myself out in my new clothes, for their delight, and sat in my splendour until bedtime. We had a hot supper on the occasion, graced by the inevitable roast fowl, and we had some flip to finish with. We were all very low, and none the higher for pretending to be in spirits.
  


  
    I was to leave our village at five in the morning, carrying my little hand-portmanteau, and I had told Joe that I wished to walk away all alone. I am afraid—sore afraid—that this purpose originated in my sense of the contrast there would be between me and Joe, if we went to the coach together. I had pretended with myself that there was nothing of this taint in the arrangement; but when I went up to my little room on this last night, I felt compelled to admit that it might be done so, and had an impulse upon me to go down again and entreat Joe to walk with me in the morning. I did not.
  


  
    All night there were coaches in my broken sleep, going to wrong places instead of to London, and having in the traces, now dogs, now cats, now pigs, now men—never horses. Fantastic failures of journeys occupied me until the day dawned and the birds were singing. Then, I got up and partly dressed, and sat at the window to take a last look out, and in taking it fell asleep.
  


  
    Biddy was astir so early to get my breakfast, that, although I did not sleep at the window an hour, I smelt the smoke of the kitchen fire when I started up with a terrible idea that it must be late in the afternoon. But long after that, and long after I heard the clinking of the teacups and was quite ready, I wanted the resolution to go down-stairs. After all, I remained up there, repeatedly unlocking and unstrapping my small portmanteau and locking and strapping it up again, until Biddy called to me that I was late.
  


  
    It was a hurried breakfast with no taste in it. I got up from the meal, saying with a sort of briskness, as if it had only just occurred to me, ‘Well! I suppose I must be off!’ and then I kissed my sister, who was laughing, and nodding and shaking in her usual chair, and kissed Biddy, and threw my arms around Joe’s neck. Then I took up my little portmanteau and walked out. The last I saw of them was, when I presently heard a scuffle behind me, and looking back, saw Joe throwing an old shoe after me and Biddy throwing another old shoe. I stopped then, to wave my hat, and dear old Joe waved his strong right arm above his head, crying huskily, ‘Hooroar’! and Biddy put her apron to her face.
  


  
    I walked away at a good pace, thinking it was easier to go than I had supposed it would be, and reflecting that it would never have done to have an old shoe thrown after the coach, in sight of all the High-street. I whistled and made nothing of going. But the village was very peaceful and quiet, and the light mists were solemnly rising, as if to show me the world, and I had been so innocent and little there, and all beyond was so unknown and great, that in a moment with a strong heave and sob I broke into tears. It was by the finger-post at the end of the village, and I laid my hand upon it, and said, ‘Good-bye, O my dear, dear friend!’
  


  
    Heaven knows we need never be ashamed of our tears, for they are rain upon the blinding dust of earth, overlying our hard hearts. I was better after I had cried, than before—more sorry, more aware of my own ingratitude, more gentle. If I had cried before, I should have had Joe with me then.
  


  
    So subdued I was by those tears, and by their breaking out again in the course of the quiet walk, that when I was on the coach, and it was clear of the town, I deliberated with an aching heart whether I would not get down when we changed horses and walk back, and have another evening at home, and a better parting. We changed, and I had not made up my mind, and still reflected for my comfort that it would be quite practicable to get down and walk back, when we changed again. And while I was occupied with those deliberations, I would fancy an exact resemblance to Joe in some man coming along the road towards us, and my heart would beat high.—As if he could possibly be there!
  


  
    We changed again, and yet again, and it was now too late and too far to go back, and I went on. And the mists had all solemnly risen now, and the world lay spread before me.
  


  
    THIS IS THE END OF THE FIRST STAGE OF PIP’S EXPECTATIONS
  


  
    CHAPTER XX
  


  
    THE journey from our town to the metropolis was a journey of about five hours. It was a little past mid-day when the four-horse stage-coach by which I was a passenger, got into the ravel of traffic frayed out about the Cross Keys, Wood-street, Cheapside, London.
  


  
    We Britons had at that time particularly settled that it was treasonable to doubt our having and our being the best of everything: otherwise, while I was scared by the immensity of London, I think I might have had some faint doubts whether it was not rather ugly, crooked, narrow, and dirty.
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers had duly sent me his address; it was Little Britain, and he had written after it on his card, ‘just out of Smithfield, and close by the coach-office.’ Nevertheless, a hackney-coachman, who seemed to have as many capes to his greasy great-coat as he was years old, packed me up in his coach and hemmed me in with a folding and jingling barrier of steps, as if he were going to take me fifty miles. His getting on his box, which I remember to have been decorated with an old weather-stained pea-green hammer-cloth, moth-eaten into rags, was quite a work of time. It was a wonderful equipage, with six great coronets outside, and ragged things behind for I don’t know how many footmen to hold on by, and a harrow below them, to prevent amateur footmen from yielding to the temptation.
  


  
    I had scarcely had time to enjoy the coach and to think how like a straw-yard it was, and yet how like a rag-shop, and to wonder why the horses’ nose-bags were kept inside, when I observed the coachman beginning to get down, as if we were going to stop presently. And stop we presently did, in a gloomy street, at certain offices with an open door, whereon was painted MR. JAGGERS.
  


  
    ‘How much?’ I asked the coachman.
  


  
    The coachman answered, ‘A shilling—unless you wish to make it more.’
  


  
    I naturally said I had no wish to make it more.
  


  
    ‘Then it must be a shilling,’ observed the coachman. ‘I don’t want to get into trouble. I know him!’ He darkly closed an eye at Mr. Jaggers’s name, and shook his head.
  


  
    When he had got his shilling, and had in course of time completed the ascent to his box, and had got away (which appeared to relieve his mind), I went into the front office with my little portmanteau in my hand, and asked, was Mr. Jaggers at home?
  


  
    ‘He is not,’ returned the clerk. ‘He is in Court at present. Am I addressing Mr. Pip?’
  


  
    I signified that he was addressing Mr. Pip.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Jaggers left word would you wait in his room? He couldn’t say how long he might be, having a case on. But it stands to reason, his time being valuable, that he won’t be longer than he can help.’
  


  
    With those words, the clerk opened a door, and ushered me into an inner chamber at the back. Here we found a gentleman with one eye, in a velveteen suit and knee-breeches, who wiped his nose with his sleeve on being interrupted in the perusal of the newspaper.
  


  
    ‘Go and wait outside, Mike,’ said the clerk.
  


  
    I began to say that I hoped I was not interrupting——when the clerk shoved this gentleman out with as little ceremony as I ever saw used, and tossing his fur cap out after him, left me alone.
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers’s room was lighted by a skylight only, and was a most dismal place; the skylight, eccentrically patched like a broken head, and the distorted adjoining houses looking as if they had twisted themselves to peep down at me through it. There were not so many papers about, as I should have expected to see; and there were some odd objects about, that I should not have expected to see—such as an old rusty pistol, a sword in a scabbard, several strange-looking boxes and packages, and two dreadful casts on a shelf, of faces peculiarly swollen, and twitchy about the nose. Mr. Jaggers’s own high-backed chair was of deadly black horse-hair, with rows of brass nails round it, like a coffin; and I fancied I could see how he leaned back in it, and bit his forefinger at the clients. The room was but small, and the clients seemed to have had a habit of backing up against the wall; the wall, especially opposite to Mr. Jaggers’s chair, being greasy with shoulders. I recalled, too, that the one-eyed gentleman had shuffled forth against the wall when I was the innocent cause of his being turned out.
  


  
    I sat down in the cliental chair placed over against Mr. Jaggers’s chair, and became fascinated by the dismal atmosphere of the place. I called to mind that the clerk had the same air of knowing something to everybody else’s disadvantage, as his master had. I wondered how many other clerks there were up-stairs, and whether they all claimed to have the same detrimental mastery of their fellow-creatures. I wondered what was the history of all the odd litter about the room, and how it came there. I wondered whether the two swollen faces were of Mr. Jaggers’s family, and, if he were so unfortunate as to have had a pair of such ill-looking relations, why he stuck them on that dusty perch for the blacks and flies to settle on, instead of giving them a place at home. Of course I had no experience of a London summer day, and my spirits may have been oppressed by the hot exhausted air, and by the dust and grit that lay thick on everything. But I sat wondering and waiting in Mr. Jaggers’s close room, until I really could not bear the two casts on the shelf above Mr. Jaggers’s chair, and got up and went out.
  


  
    When I told the clerk that I would take a turn in the air while I waited, he advised me to go round the corner and I should come into Smithfield. So, I came into Smithfield; and the shameful place, being all asmear with filth and fat and blood and foam, seemed to stick to me. So I rubbed it off with all possible speed by turning into a street where I saw the great black dome of Saint Paul’s bulging at me from behind a grim stone building which a bystander said was Newgate Prison. Following the wall of the jail, I found the roadway covered with straw to deaden the noise of passing vehicles; and from this, and from the quantity of people standing about, smelling strongly of spirits and beer, I inferred that the trials were on.
  


  
    While I looked about me here, an exceedingly dirty and partially drunk minister of justice asked me if I would like to step in and hear a trial or so: informing me that he could give me a front place for half-a-crown, whence I should command a full view of the Lord Chief Justice in his wig and robes—mentioning that awful personage like waxwork, and presently offering him at the reduced price of eighteenpence. As I declined the proposal on the plea of an appointment, he was so good as to take me into a yard and show me where the gallows was kept, and also where people were publicly whipped, and then he showed me the Debtors’ Door, out of which culprits came to be hanged; heightening the interest of that dreadful portal by giving me to understand that ‘four on ’em’ would come out at that door the day after to-morrow at eight in the morning to be killed in a row. This was horrible, and gave me a sickening idea of London: the more so as the Lord Chief Justice’s proprietor wore (from his hat down to his boots and up again to his pocket-handkerchief inclusive) mildewed clothes, which had evidently not belonged to him originally, and which, I took it into my head, he had bought cheap of the executioner. Under these circumstances I thought myself well rid of him for a shilling.
  


  
    I dropped into the office to ask if Mr. Jaggers had come in yet, and I found he had not, and I strolled out again. This time, I made the tour of Little Britain, and turned into Bartholomew Close; and now I became aware that other people were waiting about for Mr. Jaggers, as well as I. There were two men of secret appearance lounging in Bartholomew Close, and thoughtfully fitting their feet into the cracks of the pavement as they talked together, one of whom said to the other when they first passed me, that ‘Jaggers would do it if it was to be done.’ There was a knot of three men and two women standing at a corner, and one of the women was crying on her dirty shawl, and the other comforted her by saying, as she pulled her own shawl over her shoulders, ‘Jaggers is for him, ’Melia, and what more could you have?’ There was a red-eyed little Jew who came into the Close while I was loitering there, in company with a second little Jew whom he sent upon an errand; and while the messenger was gone, I remarked this Jew, who was of a highly excitable temperament, performing a jig of anxiety under a lamp-post, and accompanying himself, in a kind of frenzy, with the words, ‘Oh Jaggerth, Jaggerth, Jaggerth! all otherth ith Cag-Maggerth, give me Jaggerth!’ These testimonies to the popularity of my guardian made a deep impression on me, and I admired and wondered more than ever.
  


  
    At length, as I was looking out at the iron gate of Bartholomew Close into Little Britain, I saw Mr. Jaggers coming across the road towards me. All the others who were waiting, saw him at the same time, and there was quite a rush at him. Mr. Jaggers, putting a hand on my shoulder and walking me on at his side without saying anything to me, addressed himself to his followers.
  


  
    First, he took the two secret men.
  


  
    ‘Now, I have nothing to say to you,’ said Mr. Jaggers, throwing his finger at them. ‘I want to know no more than I know.
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    Mr. Jaggers and his Clients
  


  


  
    As to the result, it’s a toss-up. I told you from the first it was a toss-up. Have you paid Wemmick?’
  


  
    ‘We made the money up this morning, sir,’ said one of the men, submissively, while the other perused Mr. Jaggers’s face.
  


  
    ‘I don’t ask you when you made it up, or where, or whether you made it up at all. Has Wemmick got it?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir,’ said both the men together.
  


  
    ‘Very well; then you may go. Now, I won’t have it!’ said Mr. Jaggers, waving his hand at them to put them behind him. ‘If you say a word to me, I’ll throw up the case.’
  


  
    ‘We thought, Mr. Jaggers——’ one of the men began, pulling off his hat.
  


  
    ‘That’s what I told you not to do,’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘You thought! I think for you; that’s enough for you. If I want you, I know where to find you; I don’t want you to find me. Now I won’t have it. I won’t hear a word.’
  


  
    The two men looked at one another as Mr. Jaggers waved them behind again, and humbly fell back and were heard no more.
  


  
    ‘And now you!’ said Mr. Jaggers, suddenly stopping and turning on the two women with the shawls, from whom the three men had meekly separated—‘Oh! Amelia, is it?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Mr. Jaggers.’
  


  
    ‘And do you remember,’ retorted Mr. Jaggers, ‘that but for me you wouldn’t be here and couldn’t be here?’
  


  
    ‘Oh yes, sir!’ exclaimed both women together. ‘Lord bless you, sir, well we knows that!’
  


  
    ‘Then why,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘do you come here?’
  


  
    ‘My Bill, sir?’ the crying woman pleaded.
  


  
    ‘Now, I tell you what!’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘Once for all. If you don’t know that your Bill’s in good hands, I know it. And if you come here, bothering about your Bill, I’ll make an example of both your Bill and you, and let him slip through my fingers. Have you paid Wemmick?’
  


  
    ‘Oh yes, sir! Every farden.’
  


  
    ‘Very well. Then you have done all you have got to do. Say another word—one single word—and Wemmick shall give you your money back.’
  


  
    This terrible threat caused the two women to fall off immediately. No one remained now but the excitable Jew, who had already raised the skirts of Mr. Jaggers’s coat to his lips several times.
  


  
    ‘I don’t know this man!’ said Mr. Jaggers, in the most devastating strain. ‘What does this fellow want?’
  


  
    ‘Ma thear Mithter Jaggerth. Hown brother to Habraham Latharuth!’
  


  
    ‘Who’s he?’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘Let go of my coat.’
  


  
    The suitor, kissing the hem of the garment again before relinquishing it, replied, ‘Habraham Latharuth, on thuth-pithion of plate.’
  


  
    ‘You’re too late,’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘I am over the way.’
  


  
    ‘Holy father, Mithter Jaggerth!’ cried my excitable acquaintance, turning white, ‘don’t thay you’re again Habraham Latharuth!’
  


  
    ‘I am,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘and there’s an end of it. Get out of the way.’
  


  
    ‘Mithter Jaggerth! Half a moment! My hown cuthen’th gone to Mithter Wemmick at thith prethenth minute to hoffer him hany termth. Mithter Jaggerth! Half a quarter of a moment! If you’d have the condethenthun to be bought off from the t’other thide—at any thuperior prithe!—money no object!—Mithter Jaggerth—Mithter——!’
  


  
    My guardian threw his supplicant off with supreme indifference, and left him dancing on the pavement as if it were red-hot. Without further interruption, we reached the front office, where we found the clerk and the man in velveteen with the fur cap.
  


  
    ‘Here’s Mike,’ said the clerk, getting down from his stool, and approaching Mr. Jaggers confidentially.
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ said Mr. Jaggers, turning to the man who was pulling a lock of hair in the middle of his forehead, like the Bull in Cock Robin pulling at the bell-rope; ‘your man comes on this afternoon. Well?’
  


  
    ‘Well, Mas’r Jaggers,’ returned Mike, in the voice of a sufferer from a constitutional cold; ‘arter a deal o’ trouble, I’ve found one, sir, as might do.’
  


  
    ‘What is he prepared to swear?’
  


  
    ‘Well, Mas’r Jaggers,’ said Mike, wiping his nose on his fur cap this time; ‘in a general way, anythink.’
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers suddenly became most irate. ‘Now, I warned you before,’ said he, throwing his forefinger at the terrified client, ‘that if ever you presumed to talk in that way here, I’d make an example of you. You infernal scoundrel, how dare you tell ME that?’
  


  
    The client looked scared, but bewildered too, as if he were unconscious what he had done.
  


  
    ‘Spooney!’ said the clerk, in a low voice, giving him a stir with his elbow. ‘Soft Head! Need you say it face to face?’
  


  
    ‘Now, I ask you, you blundering booby,’ said my guardian, very sternly, ‘once more and for the last time, what the man you have brought here is prepared to swear?’
  


  
    Mike looked hard at my guardian, as if he were trying to learn a lesson from his face, and slowly replied, ‘Ayther to character, or to having been in his company and never left him all the night in question.’
  


  
    ‘Now, be careful. In what station of life is this man?’
  


  
    Mike looked at his cap, and looked at the floor, and looked at the ceiling, and looked at the clerk, and even looked at me, before beginning to reply in a nervous manner, ‘We’ve dressed him up like——’ when my guardian blustered out:
  


  
    ‘What? You WILL, will you?’
  


  
    (‘Spooney!’ added the clerk again, with another stir.)
  


  
    After some helpless casting about, Mike brightened and began again:
  


  
    ‘He is dressed like a ’spectable pieman. A sort of a pastry-cook.’
  


  
    ‘Is he here?’ asked my guardian.
  


  
    ‘I left him,’ said Mike, ‘a setting on some doorsteps round the corner.’
  


  
    ‘Take him past that window, and let me see him.’
  


  
    The window indicated was the office window. We all three went to it, behind the wire blind, and presently saw the client go by in an accidental manner, with a murderous-looking tall individual, in a short suit of white linen and a paper cap. This guileless confectioner was not by any means sober, and had a black eye in the green stage of recovery, which was painted over.
  


  
    ‘Tell him to take his witness away directly,’ said my guardian to the clerk, in extreme disgust, ‘and ask him what he means by bringing such a fellow as that.’
  


  
    My guardian then took me into his own room, and while he lunched, standing, from a sandwich-box and a pocket flask of sherry (he seemed to bully his very sandwich as he ate it), informed me what arrangements he had made for me. I was to go to ‘Barnard’s Inn,’ to young Mr. Pocket’s rooms, where a bed had been sent in for my accommodation; I was to remain with young Mr. Pocket until Monday; on Monday I was to go with him to his father’s house on a visit, that I might try how I liked it. Also, I was told what my allowance was to be—it was a very liberal one—and had handed to me from one of my guardian’s drawers, the cards of certain tradesmen with whom I was to deal for all kinds of clothes, and such other things as I could in reason want. ‘You will find your credit good, Mr. Pip,’ said my guardian, whose flask of sherry smelt like a whole cask-full, as he hastily refreshed himself, ‘but I shall by this means be able to check your bills, and to pull you up if I find you outrunning the constable. Of course you’ll go wrong somehow, but that’s no fault of mine.’
  


  
    After I had pondered a little over this encouraging sentiment, I asked Mr. Jaggers if I could send for a coach? He said it was not worth while, I was so near my destination; Wemmick should walk round with me, if I pleased.
  


  
    I then found that Wemmick was the clerk in the next room. Another clerk was rung down from up-stairs to take his place while he was out, and I accompanied him into the street, after shaking hands with my guardian. We found a new set of people lingering outside, but Wemmick made a way among them by saying coolly yet decisively, ‘I tell you it’s no use; he won’t have a word to say to one of you;’ and we soon got clear of them, and went on side by side.
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    The Guileless Confectioner
  


  
    CHAPTER XXI
  


  
    CASTING my eyes on Mr. Wemmick as we went along, to see what he was like in the light of day, I found him to be a dry man, rather short in stature, with a square wooden face, whose expression seemed to have been imperfectly chipped out with a dull-edged chisel. There were some marks in it that might have been dimples, if the material had been softer and the instrument finer, but which, as it was, were only dints. The chisel had made three or four of these attempts at embellishment over his nose, but had given them up without an effort to smooth them off. I judged him to be a bachelor from the frayed condition of his linen, and he appeared to have sustained a good many bereavements; for he wore at least four mourning rings, besides a brooch representing a lady and a weeping willow at a tomb with an urn on it. I noticed, too, that several rings and seals hung at his watch-chain, as if he were quite laden with remembrances of departed friends. He had glittering eyes—small, keen, and black—and thin wide mottled lips. He had had them, to the best of my belief, from forty to fifty years.
  


  
    ‘So you were never in London before?’ said Mr. Wemmick to me.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I was new here once,’ said Mr. Wemmick. ‘Rum to think of now!’
  


  
    ‘You are well acquainted with it now?’
  


  
    ‘Why, yes,’ said Mr. Wemmick. ‘I know the moves of it.’
  


  
    ‘Is it a very wicked place?’ I asked, more for the sake of saying something than for information.
  


  
    ‘You may get cheated, robbed, and murdered, in London. But there are plenty of people anywhere, who’ll do that for you.’
  


  
    ‘If there is bad blood between you and them,’ said I, to soften it off a little.
  


  
    ‘Oh! I don’t know about bad blood,’ returned Mr. Wemmick. ‘There’s not much bad blood about. They’ll do it, if there’s anything to be got by it.’
  


  
    ‘That makes it worse.’
  


  
    ‘You think so?’ returned Mr. Wemmick. ‘Much about the same, I should say.’
  


  
    He wore his hat on the back of his head, and looked straight before him: walking in a self-contained way as if there were nothing in the streets to claim his attention. His mouth was such a post-office of a mouth that he had a mechanical appearance of smiling. We had got to the top of Holborn Hill before I knew that it was merely a mechanical appearance, and that he was not smiling at all.
  


  
    ‘Do you know where Mr. Matthew Pocket lives?’ I asked Mr. Wemmick.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said he, nodding in the direction. ‘At Hammersmith, west of London.’
  


  
    ‘Is that far?’
  


  
    ‘Well! Say five miles.’
  


  
    ‘Do you know him?’
  


  
    ‘Why, you are a regular cross-examiner!’ said Mr. Wemmick, looking at me with an approving air. ‘Yes, I know him. I know him!’
  


  
    There was an air of toleration or depreciation about his utterance of these words, that rather depressed me; and I was still looking sideways at his block of a face in search of any encouraging note to the text, when he said here we were at Barnard’s Inn. My depression was not alleviated by the announcement, for I had supposed that establishment to be an hotel kept by Mr. Barnard, to which the Blue Boar in our town was a mere public-house. Whereas I now found Barnard to be a disembodied spirit, or a fiction, and his inn the dingiest collection of shabby buildings ever squeezed together in a rank corner as a club for Tom-cats.
  


  
    We entered this haven through a wicket-gate, and were disgorged by an introductory passage into a melancholy little square that looked to me like a flat burying-ground. I thought it had the most dismal trees in it, and the most dismal sparrows, and the most dismal cats, and the most dismal houses (in number half a dozen or so), that I had ever seen. I thought the windows of the sets of chambers into which those houses were divided, were in every stage of dilapidated blind and curtain, crippled flower-pot, cracked glass, dusty decay, and miserable makeshift; while To Let To Let To Let, glared at me from empty rooms, as if no new wretches ever came there, and the vengeance of the soul of Barnard were being slowly appeased by the gradual suicide of the present occupants and their unholy interment under the gravel. A frouzy mourning of soot and smoke attired this forlorn creation of Barnard, and it had strewed ashes on its head, and was undergoing penance and humiliation as a mere dust-hole. Thus far my sense of sight; while dry rot and wet rot and all the silent rots that rot in neglected roof and cellar—rot of rat and mouse and bug and coaching-stables near at hand besides—addressed themselves faintly to my sense of smell, and moaned, ‘Try Barnard’s Mixture.’
  


  
    So imperfect was this realisation of the first of my great expectations, that I looked in dismay at Mr. Wemmick. ‘Ah!’ said he, mistaking me; ‘the retirement reminds you of the country. So it does me.’
  


  
    He led me into a corner and conducted me up a flight of stairs—which appeared to me to be slowly collapsing into sawdust, so that one of those days the upper lodgers would look out at their doors and find themselves without the means of coming down—to a set of chambers on the top floor. MR. POCKET, JUN., was painted on the door, and there was a label on the letterbox, ‘Return shortly.’
  


  
    ‘He hardly thought you’d come so soon,’ Mr. Wemmick explained. ‘You don’t want me any more?’
  


  
    ‘No, thank you,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘As I keep the cash,’ Mr. Wemmick observed, ‘we shall most likely meet pretty often. Good day.’
  


  
    ‘Good day.’
  


  
    I put out my hand, and Mr. Wemmick at first looked at it as if he thought I wanted something. Then he looked at me, and said, correcting himself,
  


  
    ‘To be sure! Yes. You’re in the habit of shaking hands?’
  


  
    I was rather confused, thinking it must be out of the London fashion, but said yes.
  


  
    ‘I have got so out of it!’ said Mr. Wemmick—‘except at last. Very glad, I’m sure, to make your acquaintance. Good day!’
  


  
    When we had shaken hands and he was gone, I opened the staircase window and had nearly beheaded myself, for the lines had rotted away, and it came down like the guillotine. Happily it was so quick that I had not put my head out. After this escape, I was content to take a foggy view of the Inn through the window’s encrusting dirt, and to stand dolefully looking out, saying to myself that London was decidedly overrated.
  


  
    Mr. Pocket, Junior’s, idea of Shortly was not mine, for I had nearly maddened myself with looking out for half an hour, and had written my name with my finger several times in the dirt of every pane in the window, before I heard footsteps on the stairs. Gradually there arose before me the hat, head, neck-cloth, waistcoat, trousers, boots, of a member of society of about my own standing. He had a paper-bag under each arm and a pottle of strawberries in one hand, and was out of breath.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pip?’ said he.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pocket?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Dear me!’ he exclaimed. ‘I am extremely sorry; but I knew there was a coach from your part of the country at midday, and I thought you would come by that one. The fact is, I have been out on your account—not that that is any excuse—for I thought, coming from the country, you might like a little fruit after dinner, and I went to Covent Garden Market to get it good.’
  


  
    For a reason that I had, I felt as if my eyes would start out of my head. I acknowledged his attention incoherently, and began to think this was a dream.
  


  
    ‘Dear me!’ said Mr. Pocket, Junior. ‘This door sticks so!’
  


  
    As he was fast making jam of his fruit by wrestling with the door while the paper-bags were under his arms, I begged him to allow me to hold them. He relinquished them with an agreeable smile, and combated with the door as if it were a wild beast. It yielded so suddenly at last, that he staggered back upon me, and I staggered back upon the opposite door, and we both laughed. But still I felt as if my eyes must start out of my head, and as if this must be a dream.
  


  
    ‘Pray come in,’ said Mr. Pocket, Junior. ‘Allow me to lead the way. I am rather bare here, but I hope you’ll be able to make out tolerably well till Monday. My father thought you would get on more agreeably through to-morrow with me than with him, and might like to take a walk about London. I am sure I shall be very happy to show London to you. As to our table, you won’t find that bad, I hope, for it will be supplied from our coffee-house here, and (it is only right I should add) at your expense, such being Mr. Jaggers’s directions. As to our lodging, it’s not by any means splendid, because I have my own bread to earn, and my father hasn’t anything to give me, and I shouldn’t be willing to take it, if he had. This is our sitting-room—just such chairs and tables and carpet and so forth, you see, as they could spare from home. You mustn’t give me credit for the tablecloth and spoons and castors, because they come for you from the coffee-house. This is my little bedroom; rather musty, but Barnard’s is musty. This is your bedroom; the furniture’s hired for the occasion, but I trust it will answer the purpose; if you should want anything, I’ll go and fetch it. The chambers are retired, and we shall be alone together, but we shan’t fight, I dare say. But, dear me, I beg your pardon, you’re holding the fruit all this time. Pray let me take these bags from you. I am quite ashamed.’
  


  
    As I stood opposite to Mr. Pocket, Junior, delivering him the bags, One, Two, I saw the starting appearance come into his own eyes that I knew to be in mine, and he said, falling back:
  


  
    ‘Lord bless me, you’re the prowling boy!’
  


  
    ‘And you,’ said I, ‘are the pale young gentleman!’
  


  
    CHAPTER XXII
  


  
    THE pale young gentleman and I stood contemplating one another in Barnard’s Inn, until we both burst out laughing. ‘The idea of its being you!’ said he. ‘The idea of its being you!’ said I. And then we contemplated one another afresh, and laughed again. ‘Well!’ said the pale young gentleman, reaching out his hand good-humouredly, ‘it’s all over now, I hope, and it will be magnanimous in you if you’ll forgive me for having knocked you about so.’
  


  
    I derived from this speech that Mr. Herbert Pocket (for Herbert was the pale young gentleman’s name) still rather confounded his intention with his execution. But I made a modest reply, and we shook hands warmly.
  


  
    ‘You hadn’t come into your good fortune at that time?’ said Herbert Pocket.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘No,’ he acquiesced: ‘I heard it had happened very lately. I was rather on the look-out for good-fortune then.’
  


  
    ‘Indeed?’
  


  
    ‘Yes. Miss Havisham had sent for me, to see if she could take a fancy to me. But she couldn’t—at all events, she didn’t.’
  


  
    I thought it polite to remark that I was surprised to hear that.
  


  
    ‘Bad taste,’ said Herbert, laughing, ‘but a fact. Yes, she had sent for me on a trial visit, and if I had come out of it successfully, I suppose I should have been provided for; perhaps I should have been what-you-may-called it to Estella.’
  


  
    ‘What’s that?’ I asked, with sudden gravity.
  


  
    He was arranging his fruit in plates while we talked, which divided his attention, and was the cause of his having made this lapse of a word. ‘Affianced,’ he explained, still busy with the fruit. ‘Betrothed. Engaged. What’s-his-named. Any word of that sort.’
  


  
    ‘How did you bear your disappointment?’ I asked.
  


  
    ‘Pooh!’ said he, ‘I didn’t care much for it. She’s a Tartar.’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t say no to that, but I meant Estella. That girl’s hard and haughty and capricious to the last degree, and has been brought up by Miss Havisham to wreak revenge on all the male sex.’
  


  
    ‘What relation is she to Miss Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘None,’ said he. ‘Only adopted.’
  


  
    ‘Why should she wreak revenge on all the male sex? What revenge?’
  


  
    ‘Lord, Mr. Pip!’ said he. ‘Don’t you know?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Dear me! It’s quite a story, and shall be saved till dinnertime. And now let me take the liberty of asking you a question. How did you come there, that day?’
  


  
    I told him, and he was attentive until I had finished, and then burst out laughing again, and asked me if I was sore afterwards? I didn’t ask him if he was, for my conviction on that point was perfectly established.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Jaggers is your guardian, I understand?’ he went on.
  


  
    ‘Yes.’
  


  
    ‘You know he is Miss Havisham’s man of business and solicitor, and has her confidence when nobody else has?’
  


  
    This was bringing me (I felt) towards dangerous ground. I answered with a constraint I made no attempt to disguise, that I had seen Mr. Jaggers in Miss Havisham’s house on the very day of our combat, but never at any other time, and that I believed he had no recollection of having ever seen me there.
  


  
    ‘He was so obliging as to suggest my father for your tutor, and he called on my father to propose it. Of course he knew about my father from his connexion with Miss Havisham. My father is Miss Havisham’s cousin; not that that implies familiar intercourse between them, for he is a bad courtier and will not propitiate her.’
  


  
    Herbert Pocket had a frank and easy way with him that was very taking. I had never seen any one then, and I have never seen any one since, who more strongly expressed to me, in every look and tone, a natural incapacity to do anything secret and mean. There was something wonderfully hopeful about his general air, and something that at the same time whispered to me he would never be successful or rich. I don’t know how this was. I became imbued with the notion on that first occasion before we sat down to dinner, but I cannot define by what means.
  


  
    He was still a pale young gentleman, and had a certain conquered languor about him in the midst of his spirits and briskness, that did not seem indicative of natural strength. He had not a handsome face, but it was better than handsome: being extremely amiable and cheerful. His figure was a little ungainly, as in the days when my knuckles had taken such liberties with it, but it looked as if it would always be light and young. Whether Mr. Trabb’s local work would have sat more gracefully on him than on me, may be a question; but I am conscious that he carried off his rather old clothes, much better that I carried off my new suit.
  


  
    As he was so communicative, I felt that reserve on my part would be a bad return unsuited to our years. I therefore told him my small story, and laid stress on my being forbidden to inquire who my benefactor was. I further mentioned that as I had been brought up a blacksmith in a country place, and knew very little of the ways of politeness, I would take it as a great kindness in him if he would give me a hint whenever he saw me at a loss or going wrong.
  


  
    ‘With pleasure,’ said he, ‘though I venture to prophesy that you’ll want very few hints. I dare say we shall be often together, and I should like to banish any needless restraint between us. Will you do me the favour to begin at once to call me by my Christian name, Herbert?’
  


  
    I thanked him, and said I would. I informed him in exchange that my Christian name was Philip.
  


  
    ‘I don’t take to Philip,’ said he, smiling, ‘for it sounds like a moral boy out of the spelling-book, who was so lazy that he fell into a pond, or so fat that he couldn’t see out of his eyes, or so avaricious that he locked up his cake till the mice ate it, or so determined to go a bird’s-nesting that he got himself eaten by bears who lived handy in the neighbourhood. I tell you what I should like. We are so harmonious, and you have been a blacksmith—would you mind it?’
  


  
    ‘I shouldn’t mind anything that you propose,’ I answered, ‘but I don’t understand you.’
  


  
    ‘Would you mind Handel for a familiar name? There’s a charming piece of music, by Handel, called the Harmonious Blacksmith.’
  


  
    ‘I should like it very much.’
  


  
    ‘Then, my dear Handel,’ said he, turning round as the door opened, ‘here is the dinner, and I must beg of you to take the top of the table, because the dinner is of your providing.’
  


  
    This I would not hear of, so he took the top, and I faced him. It was a nice little dinner—seemed to me then, a very Lord Mayor’s Feast—and it acquired additional relish from being eaten under those independent circumstances, with no old people by, and with London all around us. This again was heightened by a certain gipsy character that set the banquet off; for, while the table was, as Mr. Pumblechook might have said, the lap of luxury—being entirely furnished forth from the coffee-house—the circumjacent region of sitting-room was of a comparatively pastureless and shifty character: imposing on the waiter the wandering habits of putting the covers on the floor (where he fell over them), the melted butter in the armchair, the bread on the book-shelves, the cheese in the coalscuttle, and the boiled fowl into my bed in the next room—where I found much of its parsley and butter in a state of congelation when I retired for the night. All this made the feast delightful, and when the waiter was not there to watch me, my pleasure was without alloy.
  


  
    We had made some progress in the dinner, when I reminded Herbert of his promise to tell me about Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘True,’ he replied. ‘I’ll redeem it at once. Let me introduce the topic, Handel, by mentioning that in London it is not the custom to put the knife in the mouth—for fear of accidents—and that while the fork is reserved for that use, it is not put further in than necessary. It is scarcely worth mentioning, only it’s as well to do as other people do. Also, the spoon is not generally used over-hand, but under. This has two advantages. You get at your mouth better (which after all is the object), and you save a good deal of the attitude of opening oysters, on the part of the right elbow.
  


  
    He offered these friendly suggestions in such a lively way, that we both laughed and I scarcely blushed.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ he pursued, ‘concerning Miss Havisham. Miss Havisham, you must know, was a spoilt child. Her mother died when she was a baby, and her father denied her nothing. Her father was a country gentleman down in your part of the world, and was a brewer. I don’t know why it should be a crack thing to be a brewer; but it is indisputable that while you cannot possibly be genteel and bake, you may be as genteel as never was and brew. You see it every day.’
  


  
    ‘Yet a gentleman may not keep a public-house; may he?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Not on any account,’ returned Herbert; ‘but a public-house may keep a gentleman. Well! Mr. Havisham was very rich and very proud. So was his daughter.’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham was an only child?’ I hazarded.
  


  
    ‘Stop a moment, I am coming to that. No, she was not an only child; she had a half-brother. Her father privately married again—his cook, I rather think.’
  


  
    ‘I thought he was proud,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘My good Handel, so he was. He married his second wife privately, because he was proud, and in course of time she died. When she was dead, I apprehend he first told his daughter what he had done, and then the son became a part of the family, residing in the house you are acquainted with. As the son grew a young man, he turned out riotous, extravagant, undutiful—altogether bad. At last his father disinherited him; but he softened when he was dying, and left him well off, though not nearly so well off as Miss Havisham.—Take another glass of wine, and excuse my mentioning that society as a body does not expect one to be so strictly conscientious in emptying one’s glass, as to turn it bottom upwards with the rim on one’s nose.’
  


  
    I had been doing this, in an excess of attention to his recital. I thanked him, and apologised. He said, ‘Not at all,’ and resumed.
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham was now an heiress, and you may suppose was looked after as a great match. Her half-brother had now ample means again, but what with debts and what with new madness wasted them most fearfully again. There were stronger differences between him and her, than there had been between him and his father, and it is suspected that he cherished a deep and mortal grudge against her as having influenced the father’s anger. Now, I come to the cruel part of the story—merely breaking off, my dear Handel, to remark that a dinner-napkin will not go into a tumbler.’
  


  
    Why I was trying to pack mine into my tumbler, I am wholly unable to say. I only know that I found myself, with a perseverance worthy of a much better cause, making the most strenuous exertions to compress it within those limits. Again I thanked him and apologised, and again he said in the cheer-fullest manner, ‘Not at all, I am sure!’ and resumed.
  


  
    ‘There appeared upon the scene—say at the races, or the public balls, or anywhere else you like—a certain man, who made love to Miss Havisham. I never saw him (for this happened five-and-twenty years ago, before you and I were, Handel), but I have heard my father mention that he was a showy man, and the kind of man for the purpose. But that he was not to be, without ignorance or prejudice, mistaken for a gentleman, my father most strongly asseverates; because it is a principle of his that no man who was not a true gentleman at heart, ever was, since the world began, a true gentleman in manner. He says, no varnish can hide the grain of the wood; and that the more varnish you put on, the more the grain will express itself. Well! This man pursued Miss Havisham closely, and professed to be devoted to her. I believe she had not shown much susceptibility up to that time; but all the susceptibility she possessed, certainly came out then, and she passionately loved him. There is no doubt that she perfectly idolized him. He practised on her affection in that systematic way, that he got great sums of money from her, and he induced her to buy her brother out of a share in the brewery (which had been weakly left him by his father) at an immense price, on the plea that when he was her husband he must hold and manage it all. Your guardian was not at that time in Miss Havisham’s councils, and she was too haughty and too much in love, to be advised by any one. Her relations were poor and scheming, with the exception of my father; he was poor enough, but not time-serving or jealous. The only independent one among them, he warned her that she was doing too much for this man, and was placing herself too unreservedly in his power. She took the first opportunity of angrily ordering my father out of the house, in his presence, and my father has never seen her since.’
  


  
    I thought of her having said, ‘Matthew will come and see me at last when I am laid dead upon that table;’ and I asked Herbert whether his father was so inveterate against her?
  


  
    ‘It’s not that,’ said he, ‘but she charged him, in the presence of her intended husband, with being disappointed in the hope of fawning upon her for his own advancement, and, if he were to go to her now, it would look true—even to him—and even to her. To return to the man and make an end of him. The marriage day was fixed, the wedding dresses were bought, the wedding tour was planned out, the wedding guests were invited. The day came, but not the bridegroom. He wrote a letter——’
  


  
    ‘Which she received,’ I struck in, ‘when she was dressing for her marriage? At twenty minutes to nine?’
  


  
    ‘At the hour and minute,’ said Herbert, nodding, ‘at which she afterwards stopped all the clocks. What was in it, further than that it most heartlessly broke the marriage off, I can’t tell you, because I don’t know. When she recovered from a bad illness that she had, she laid the whole place waste, as you have seen it, and she has never since looked upon the light of day.’
  


  
    ‘Is that all the story?’ I asked, after considering it.
  


  
    ‘All I know of it; and indeed I only know so much, through piecing it out for myself; for my father always avoids it, and, even when Miss Havisham invited me to go there, told me no more of it than it was absolutely requisite I should understand. But I have forgotten one thing. It has been supposed that the man to whom she gave her misplaced confidence acted throughout in concert with her half-brother; that it was a conspiracy between them; and that they shared the profits.’
  


  
    ‘I wonder he didn’t marry her and get all the property,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘He may have been married already, and her cruel mortification may have been a part of her half-brother’s scheme,’ said Herbert. ‘Mind! I don’t know that.’
  


  
    ‘What became of the two men?’ I asked, after again considering the subject.
  


  
    ‘They fell into deeper shame and degradation—if there can be deeper—and ruin.’
  


  
    ‘Are they alive now?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t know.’
  


  
    ‘You said just now that Estella was not related to Miss Havisham, but adopted. When adopted?’
  


  
    Herbert shrugged his shoulders. ‘There has always been an Estella, since I have heard of a Miss Havisham. I know no more. And now, Handel,’ said he, finally throwing off the story as it were, ‘there is a perfectly open understanding between us. All I know about Miss Havisham, you know.’
  


  
    ‘And all I know,’ I retorted, ‘you know.’
  


  
    ‘I fully believe it. So there can be no competition or perplexity between you and me. And as to the condition on which you hold your advancement in life—namely, that you are not to inquire or discuss to whom you owe it—you may be very sure that it will never be encroached upon, or even approached, by me, or by any one belonging to me.’
  


  
    In truth, he said this with so much delicacy, that I felt the subject done with, even though I should be under his father’s roof for years and years to come. Yet he said it with so much meaning, too, that I felt he as perfectly understood Miss Havisham to be my benefactress, as I understood the fact myself.
  


  
    It had not occurred to me before, that he had led up to the theme for the purpose of clearing it out of our way; but we were so much the lighter and easier for having broached it, that I now perceived this to be the case. We were very gay and sociable, and I asked him, in the course of conversation, what he was? He replied, ‘A capitalist—an Insurer of Ships.’ I suppose he saw me glancing about the room in search of some tokens of Shipping, or capital, for he added, ‘In the City.’
  


  
    I had grand ideas of the wealth and importance of Insurers of Ships in the City, and I began to think with awe, of having laid a young Insurer on his back, blackened his enterprising eye, and cut his responsible head open. But, again, there came upon me, for my relief, that odd impression that Herbert Pocket would never be very successful or rich.
  


  
    ‘I shall not rest satisfied with merely employing my capital in insuring ships. I shall buy up some good Life Assurance shares, and cut into the Direction. I shall also do a little in the mining way. None of these things will interfere with my chartering a few thousand tons on my own account. I think I shall trade,’ said he, leaning back in his chair, ‘to the East Indies, for silks, shawls, spices, dyes, drugs, and precious woods. It’s an interesting trade.’
  


  
    ‘And the profits are large?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Tremendous!’ said he.
  


  
    I wavered again, and began to think here were greater expectations than my own.
  


  
    ‘I think I shall trade, also,’ said he, putting his thumbs in his waistcoat pockets, ‘to the West Indies, for sugar, tobacco, and rum. Also to Ceylon, especially for elephants’ tusks.’
  


  
    ‘You will want a good many ships,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘A perfect fleet,’ said he.
  


  
    Quite overpowered by the magnificence of these transactions, I asked him where the ships he insured mostly traded to at present?
  


  
    ‘I haven’t begun insuring yet,’ he replied. ‘I am looking about me.’
  


  
    Somehow, that pursuit seemed more in keeping with Barnard’s Inn. I said (in a tone of conviction), ‘Ah-h!’
  


  
    ‘Yes. I am in a counting-house, and looking about me.’
  


  
    ‘Is a counting-house profitable?’ I asked.
  


  
    ‘To——do you mean to the young fellow who’s in it?’ he asked, in reply.
  


  
    ‘Yes; to you.’
  


  
    ‘Why, n-no; not to me.’ He said this with the air of one carefully reckoning up and striking a balance. ‘Not directly profitable. That is, it doesn’t pay me anything, and I have to——keep myself.’
  


  
    This certainly had not a profitable appearance, and I shook my head as if I would imply that it would be difficult to lay by much accumulative capital from such a source of income.
  


  
    ‘But the thing is,’ said Herbert Pocket, ‘that you look about you. That’s the grand thing. You are in a counting-house, you know, and you look about you.’
  


  
    It struck me as a singular implication that you couldn’t be out of a counting-house, you know, and look about you; but I silently deferred to his experience.
  


  
    ‘Then the time comes,’ said Herbert, ‘when you see your opening. And you go in, and you swoop upon it and you make your capital, and then there you are! When you have once made your capital, you have nothing to do but employ it.’
  


  
    This was very like his way of conducting that encounter in the garden; very like. His manner of bearing his poverty, too, exactly corresponded to his manner of bearing that defeat. It seemed to me that he took all blows and buffets now, with just the same air as he had taken mine then. It was evident that he had nothing around him but the simplest necessaries, for everything that I remarked upon turned out to have been sent in on my account from the coffee-house or somewhere else.
  


  
    Yet, having already made his fortune in his own mind, he was so unassuming with it that I felt quite grateful to him for not being puffed up. It was a pleasant addition to his naturally pleasant ways, and we got on famously. In the evening we went out for a walk in the streets, and went half-price to the Theatre; and next day we went to church at Westminster Abbey, and in the afternoon we walked in the Parks; and I wondered who shod all the horses there, and wished Joe did.
  


  
    On a moderate computation, it was many months, that Sunday, since I had left Joe and Biddy. The space interposed between myself and them, partook of that expansion, and our marshes were any distance off. That I could have been at our old church in my old church-going clothes, on the very last Sunday that ever was, seemed a combination of impossibilities, geographical and social, solar and lunar. Yet in the London streets, so crowded with people and so brilliantly lighted in the dusk of evening, there were depressing hints of reproaches for that I had put the poor old kitchen at home so far away; and in the dead of night, the footsteps of some incapable impostor of a porter mooning about Barnard’s Inn, under pretence of watching it, fell hollow on my heart.
  


  
    On the Monday morning at a quarter before nine, Herbert went to the counting-house to report himself—to look about him, too, I suppose—and I bore him company. He was to come away in an hour or two to attend me to Hammersmith, and I was to wait about for him. It appeared to me that the eggs from which young Insurers were hatched, were incubated in dust and heat, like the eggs of ostriches, judging from the places to which those incipient giants repaired on a Monday morning. Nor did the counting-house where Herbert assisted, show in my eyes as at all a good Observatory; being a back second floor up a yard, of a grimy presence in all particulars, and with a look into another back second floor, rather than a look out.
  


  
    I waited about until it was noon, and I went upon ‘Change, and I saw fluey men sitting there under the bills about shipping, whom I took to be great merchants, though I couldn’t understand why they should all be out of spirits. When Herbert came, we went and had lunch at a celebrated house which I then quite venerated, but now believe to have been the most abject superstition in Europe, and where I could not help noticing, even then, that there was much more gravy on the table-cloths and knives and waiters’ clothes, than in the steaks. This collation disposed of at a moderate price (considering the grease, which was not charged for), we went back to Barnard’s Inn and got my little portmanteau, and then took coach for Hammersmith. We arrived there at two or three o’clock in the afternoon, and had very little way to walk to Mr. Pocket’s house. Lifting the latch of a gate, we passed direct into a little garden overlooking the river, where Mr. Pocket’s children were playing about. And, unless I deceive myself on a point where my interests or prepossessions are certainly not concerned, I saw that Mr. and Mrs. Pocket’s children were not growing up or being brought up, but were tumbling up.
  


  
    Mrs. Pocket was sitting on a garden chair under a tree, reading, with her legs upon another garden chair; and Mrs. Pocket’s two nursemaids were looking about them while the children played. ‘Mamma,’ said Herbert, ‘this is young Mr. Pip.’ Upon which Mrs. Pocket received me with an appearance of amiable dignity.
  


  
    ‘Master Alick and Miss Jane,’ cried one of the nurses to two of the children, ‘if you go a-bouncing up against them bushes you’ll fall over into the river and be drownded, and what’ll your pa say then?’
  


  
    At the same time this nurse picked up Mrs. Pocket’s handkerchief, and said, ‘If that don’t make six times you’ve dropped it, Mum!’ Upon which Mrs. Pocket laughed and said, ‘Thank you, Flopson,’ and settling herself in one chair only, resumed her book. Her countenance immediately assumed a knitted and intent expression as if she had been reading for a week, but before she could have read half a dozen lines, she fixed her eyes upon me, and said, ‘I hope your mamma is quite well?’ This unexpected inquiry put me into such a difficulty that I began saying in the absurdest way that if there had been any such person I had no doubt she would have been quite well and would have been very much obliged and would have sent her compliments, when the nurse came to my rescue.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ she cried, picking up the pocket handkerchief, ‘if that don’t make seven times! What ARE you a-doing of this afternoon, Mum!’ Mrs. Pocket received her property, at first with a look of unutterable surprise as if she had never seen it before, and then with a laugh of recognition, and said, ‘Thank you, Flopson,’ and forgot me, and went on reading.
  


  
    I found, now I had leisure to count them, that there were no fewer than six little Pockets present, in various stages of tumbling up. I had scarcely arrived at the total when a seventh was heard, as in the region of air, wailing dolefully.
  


  
    ‘If there ain’t Baby!’ said Flopson, appearing to think it most surprising. ‘Make haste up, Millers!’
  


  
    Millers, who was the other nurse, retired into the house, and by degrees the child’s wailing was hushed and stopped, as if it were a young ventriloquist with something in its mouth. Mrs. Pocket read all the time, and I was curious to know what the book could be.
  


  
    We were waiting, I suppose, for Mr. Pocket to come out to us; at any rate we waited there, and so I had an opportunity of observing the remarkable family phenomenon that whenever any of the children strayed near Mrs. Pocket in their play, they always tripped themselves up and tumbled over her—always very much to her momentary astonishment, and their own more enduring lamentation. I was at a loss to account for this surprising circumstance, and could not help giving my mind to speculations about it, until by-and-by Millers came down with the baby, which Baby was handed to Flopson, which Flopson was handing it to Mrs. Pocket, when she too went fairly head foremost over Mrs. Pocket, baby and all, and was caught by Herbert and myself.
  


  
    ‘Gracious me, Flopson!’ said Mrs. Pocket, looking off her book for a moment, ‘everybody’s tumbling!’
  


  
    ‘Gracious you, indeed, Mum!’ returned Flopson, very red in the face; ‘what have you got there?’
  


  
    ‘I got here, Flopson?’ asked Mrs. Pocket.
  


  
    ‘Why, if it ain’t your footstool!’ cried Flopson. ‘And if you keep it under your skirts like that, who’s to help tumbling? Here! Take the baby, Mum, and give me your book.’
  


  
    Mrs. Pocket acted on the advice, and inexpertly danced the infant a little in her lap, while the other children played about it. This had lasted but a very short time, when Mrs. Pocket issued summary orders that they were all to be taken into the house for a nap. Thus I made the second discovery on that first occasion, that the nurture of the little Pockets consisted of alternately tumbling up and lying down.
  


  
    Under these circumstances, when Flopson and Millers had got the children into the house, like a little flock of sheep, and Mr. Pocket came out of it to make my acquaintance, I was not much surprised to find that Mr. Pocket was a gentleman with a rather perplexed expression of face, and with his very grey hair disordered on his head, as if he didn’t quite see his way to putting anything straight.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXIII
  


  
    MR. POCKET said he was glad to see me, and he hoped I was not sorry to see him. ‘For I really am not,’ he added, with his son’s smile, ‘an alarming personage.’ He was a young-looking man, in spite of his perplexities and his very grey hair, and his manner seemed quite natural. I use the word natural, in the sense of its being unaffected; there was something comic in his distraught way, as though it would have been downright ludicrous but for his own perception that it was very near being so. When he had talked with me a little, he said to Mrs. Pocket, with a rather anxious contraction of his eyebrows, which were black and handsome, ‘Belinda, I hope you have welcomed Mr. Pip?’ And she looked up from her book, and said, ‘Yes.’ She then smiled upon me in an absent state of mind, and asked me if I liked the taste of orange-flower water? As the question had no bearing, near or remote, on any foregone or subsequent transactions, I considered it to have been thrown out, like her previous approaches, in general conversational condescension.
  


  
    I found out within a few hours, and may mention at once, that Mrs. Pocket was the only daughter of a certain quite accidental deceased Knight, who had invented for himself a conviction that his deceased father would have been made a Baronet but for somebody’s determined opposition arising out of entirely personal motives—I forget whose, if I ever knew—the Sovereign’s, the Prime Minister’s, the Lord Chancellor’s, the Archbishop of Canterbury’s, anybody’s—and had tacked himself on to the nobles of the earth in right of this quite supposititious fact. I believe he had been knighted himself for storming the English grammar at the point of the pen, in a desperate address engrossed on vellum, on the occasion of the laying of the first stone of some building or other, and for handing some Royal Personage either the trowel or the mortar. Be that as it may, he had directed Mrs. Pocket to be brought up from her cradle as one who in the nature of things must marry a title, and who was to be guarded from the acquisition of plebeian domestic knowledge.
  


  
    So successful a watch and ward had been established over the young lady by this judicious parent, that she had grown up highly ornamental, but perfectly helpless and useless. With her character thus happily formed, in the first bloom of her youth she had encountered Mr. Pocket: who was also in the first bloom of youth, and not quite decided whether to mount to the Woolsack, or to roof himself in with a mitre. As his doing the one or the other was a mere question of time, he and Mrs. Pocket had taken Time by the forelock (when, to judge from its length, it would seem to have wanted cutting), and had married without the knowledge of the judicious parent. The judicious parent, having nothing to bestow or withhold but his blessing, had handsomely settled that dower upon them after a short struggle, and had informed Mr. Pocket that his wife was ‘a treasure for a Prince.’ Mr. Pocket had invested the Prince’s treasure in the ways of the world ever since, and it was supposed to have brought him in but indifferent interest. Still, Mrs. Pocket was in general the object of a queer sort of respectful pity, because she had not married a title; while Mr. Pocket was the object of a queer sort of forgiving reproach, because he had never got one.
  


  
    Mr. Pocket took me into the house and showed me my room; which was a pleasant one, and so furnished as that I could use it with comfort for my own private sitting-room. He then knocked at the doors of two other similar rooms and introduced me to their occupants, by name Drummle and Startop. Drummle, an old-looking young man of a heavy order of architecture, was whistling. Startop, younger in years and appearance, was reading and holding his head, as if he thought himself in danger of exploding it with too strong a charge of knowledge.
  


  
    Both Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had such a noticeable air of being in somebody else’s hands, that I wondered who really was in possession of the house and let them live there, until I found this unknown power to be the servants. It was a smooth way of going on, perhaps, in respect of saving trouble; but it had the appearance of being expensive, for the servants felt it a duty they owed to themselves to be nice in their eating and drinking, and to keep a deal of company down-stairs. They allowed a very liberal table to Mr. and Mrs. Pocket, yet it always appeared to me that by far the best part of the house to have boarded in, would have been the kitchen—always supposing the boarder capable of self-defence, for, before I had been there a week, a neighbouring lady with whom the family were personally unacquainted, wrote in to say that she had seen Millers slapping the baby. This greatly distressed Mrs. Pocket, who burst into tears on receiving the note, and said that it was an extraordinary thing that the neighbours couldn’t mind their own business.
  


  
    By degrees I learnt, and chiefly from Herbert, that Mr. Pocket had been educated at Harrow and at Cambridge, where he had distinguished himself; but that when he had had the happiness of marrying Mrs. Pocket very early in life, he had impaired his prospects and taken up the calling of a Grinder. After grinding a number of dull blades—of whom it was remarkable that their fathers, when influential, were always going to help him to preferment, but always forgot to do it when the blades had left the Grindstone—he had wearied of that poor work and had come to London. Here, after gradually failing in loftier hopes, he had ‘read’ with divers who had lacked opportunities or neglected them, and had refurbished divers others for special occasions, and had turned his acquirements to the account of literary compilation and correction, and on such means, added to some very moderate private resources, still maintained the house I saw.
  


  
    Mr. and Mrs. Pocket had a toady neighbour; a widow lady of that highly sympathetic nature that she agreed with everybody, blessed everybody, and shed smiles and tears on everybody, according to circumstances. This lady’s name was Mrs. Coiler, and I had the honour of taking her down to dinner on the day of my installation. She gave me to understand on the stairs, that it was a blow to dear Mrs. Pocket that dear Mr. Pocket should be under the necessity of receiving gentlemen to read with him. That did not extend to me, she told me in a gush of love and confidence (at that time, I had known her something less than five minutes); if they were all like Me, it would be quite another thing.
  


  
    ‘But dear Mrs. Pocket,’ said Mrs. Coiler, ‘after her early disappointment (not that dear Mr. Pocket was to blame in that), requires so much luxury and elegance——’
  


  
    ‘Yes, ma’am,’ I said, to stop her, for I was afraid she was going to cry.
  


  
    ‘And she is of so aristocratic a disposition——’
  


  
    ‘Yes, ma’am,’ I said again, with the same object as before.
  


  
    ‘—that it is hard,’ said Mrs. Coiler, ‘to have dear Mr. Pocket’s time and attention diverted from dear Mrs. Pocket.’
  


  
    I could not help thinking that it might be harder if the butcher’s time and attention were diverted from dear Mrs. Pocket; but I said nothing, and indeed had enough to do in keeping a bashful watch upon my company-manners.
  


  
    It came to my knowledge, through what passed between Mrs. Pocket and Drummle, while I was attentive to my knife and fork, spoon, glasses, and other instruments of self-destruction, that Drummle, whose Christian name was Bentley, was actually the next heir but one to a baronetcy. It further appeared that the book I had seen Mrs. Pocket reading in the garden, was all about titles, and that she knew the exact date at which her grandpapa would have come into the book, if he ever had come at all. Drummle didn’t say much, but in his limited way (he struck me as a sulky kind of fellow) he spoke as one of the elect, and recognised Mrs. Pocket as a woman and a sister. No one but themselves and Mrs. Coiler the toady neighbour showed any interest in this part of the conversation, and it appeared to me that it was painful to Herbert; but it promised to last a long time, when the page came in with the announcement of a domestic affliction. It was, in effect, that the cook had mislaid the beef. To my unutterable amazement, I now, for the first time, saw Mr. Pocket relieve his mind by going through a performance that struck me as very extraordinary, but which made no impression on anybody else, and with which I soon became as familiar as the rest. He laid down the carving-knife and fork—being engaged in carving at the moment—put his two hands into his disturbed hair, and appeared to make an extraordinary effort to lift himself up by it. When he had done this, and had not lifted himself up at all, he quietly went on with what he was about.
  


  
    Mrs. Coiler then changed the subject and began to flatter me. I liked it for a few moments, but she flattered me so very grossly that the pleasure was soon over. She had a serpentine way of coming close at me when she pretended to be vitally interested in the friends and localities I had left, which was altogether snaky and fork-tongued; and when she made an occasional bounce upon Startop (who said very little to her), or upon Drummle (who said less), I rather envied them for being on the opposite side of the table.
  


  
    After dinner the children were introduced, and Mrs. Coiler made admiring comments on their eyes, noses, and legs—a sagacious way of improving their minds. There were four little girls, and two little boys, besides the baby who might have been either, and the baby’s next successor who was as yet neither. They were brought in by Flopson and Millers, much as though those two non-commissioned officers had been recruiting somewhere for children and had enlisted these: while Mrs. Pocket looked at the young Nobles that ought to have been, as if she rather thought she had had the pleasure of inspecting them before, but didn’t quite know what to make of them.
  


  
    ‘Here! Give me your fork, Mum, and take the baby,’ said Flopson. ‘Don’t take it that way, or you’ll get its head under the table.’
  


  
    Thus advised, Mrs. Pocket took it the other way, and got its head upon the table; which was announced to all present by a prodigious concussion.
  


  
    ‘Dear, dear! give it me back, Mum,’ said Flopson; ‘and, Miss Jane, come and dance the baby, do!’
  


  
    One of the little girls, a mere mite who seemed to have prematurely taken upon herself some charge of the others, stepped out of her place by me, and danced to and from the baby until it left off crying, and laughed. Then all the children laughed, and Mr. Pocket (who in the meantime had twice endeavoured to lift himself up by the hair) laughed, and we all laughed and were glad.
  


  
    Flopson, by dint of doubling the baby at the joints like a Dutch doll, then got it safely into Mrs. Pocket’s lap, and gave it the nutcrackers to play with: at the same time recommending Mrs. Pocket to take notice that the handles of that instrument were not likely to agree with its eyes, and sharply charging Miss Jane to look after the same. Then, the two nurses left the room, and had a lively scuffle on the staircase with a dissipated page who had waited at dinner, and who had clearly lost half his buttons at the gaming-table.
  


  
    I was made very uneasy in my mind by Mrs. Pocket’s falling into a discussion with Drummle respecting two baronetcies while she ate a sliced orange steeped in sugar and wine, and forgetting all about the baby on her lap: who did most appalling things with the nutcrackers. At length little Jane perceived its young brains to be imperilled, softly left her place, and with many small artifices coaxed the dangerous weapon away. Mrs. Pocket finishing her orange at about the same time, and not approving of this, said to Jane:
  


  
    ‘You naughty child, how dare you? Go and sit down this instant!’
  


  
    ‘Mamma, dear,’ lisped the little girl, ‘baby ood have put hith eyeth out.’
  


  
    ‘How dare you tell me so!’ retorted Mrs. Pocket. ‘Go and sit down in your chair this moment!’
  


  
    Mrs. Pocket’s dignity was so crushing, that I felt quite abashed: as if I myself had done something to rouse it.
  


  
    ‘Belinda,’ remonstrated Mr. Pocket, from the other end of the table, ‘how can you be so unreasonable? Jane only interfered for the protection of baby.’
  


  
    ‘I will not allow anybody to interfere,’ said Mrs. Pocket. ‘I am surprised, Matthew, that you should expose me to the affront of interference.’
  


  
    ‘Good God!’ cried Mr. Pocket, in an outbreak of desolate desperation. ‘Are infants to be nutcrackered into their tombs, and is nobody to save them?’
  


  
    ‘I will not be interfered with by Jane,’ said Mrs. Pocket, with a majestic glance at that innocent little offender. ‘I hope I know my poor grandpapa’s position. Jane indeed!’
  


  
    Mr. Pocket got his hands in his hair again, and this time really did lift himself some inches out of his chair. ‘Hear this!’ he helplessly exclaimed to the elements. ‘Babies are to be nutcrackered dead, for people’s poor grandpapa’s positions!’ Then he let himself down again, and became silent.
  


  
    We all looked awkwardly at the table-cloth while this was going on. A pause succeeded, during which the honest and irrepressible baby made a series of leaps and crows at little Jane, who appeared to me to be the only member of the family (irrespective of the servants) with whom it had any decided acquaintance.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Drummle,’ said Mrs. Pocket, ‘will you ring for Flopson? Jane, you undutiful little thing, go and lie down. Now, baby darling, come with ma!’
  


  
    The baby was the soul of honour, and protested with all its might. It doubled itself up the wrong way over Mrs. Pocket’s arm, exhibited a pair of knitted shoes and dimpled ankles to the company in lieu of its soft face, and was carried out in the highest state of mutiny. And it gained its point after all, for I saw it through the window within a few minutes, being nursed by little Jane.
  


  
    It happened that the other five children were left behind at the dinner-table, through Flopson’s having some private engagement, and their not being anybody else’s business. I thus became aware of the mutual relations between them and Mr. Pocket, which were exemplified in the following manner. Mr. Pocket, with the normal perplexity of his face heightened, and his hair rumpled, looked at them for some minutes, as if he couldn’t make out how they came to be boarding and lodging in that establishment, and why they hadn’t been billeted by Nature on somebody else. Then, in a distant, Missionary way he asked them certain questions—as why little Joe had that hole in his frill: who said, Pa, Flopson was going to mend it when she had time—and how little Fanny came by that whitlow: who said, Pa, Millers was going to poultice it when she didn’t forget. Then he melted into parental tenderness, and gave them a shilling apiece and told them to go and play; and then as they went out, with one very strong effort to lift himself up by the hair, he dismissed the hopeless subject.
  


  
    In the evening there was rowing on the river. As Drummle and Startop had each a boat, I resolved to set up mine, and to cut them both out. I was pretty good at most exercises in which country-boys are adepts, but, as I was conscious of wanting elegance of style for the Thames—not to say for other waters—I at once engaged to place myself under the tuition of the winner of a prize-wherry who plied at our stairs, and to whom I was introduced by my new allies. This practical authority confused me very much, by saying I had the arm of a blacksmith. If he could have known how nearly the compliment had lost him his pupil, I doubt if he would have paid it.
  


  
    There was a supper-tray after we got home at night, and I think we should all have enjoyed ourselves, but for a rather disagreeable domestic occurrence. Mr. Pocket was in good spirits, when a housemaid came in, and said, ‘If you please, sir, I should wish to speak to you.’
  


  
    ‘Speak to your master?’ said Mrs. Pocket, whose dignity was roused again. ‘How can you think of such a thing? Go and speak to Flopson. Or speak to me—at some other time.’
  


  
    ‘Begging your pardon, ma’am,’ returned the housemaid, ‘I should wish to speak at once, and to speak to master.’
  


  
    Hereupon Mr. Pocket went out of the room, and we made the best of ourselves until he came back.
  


  
    ‘This is a pretty thing, Belinda!’ said Mr. Pocket, returning with a countenance expressive of grief and despair. ‘Here’s the cook lying insensibly drunk on the kitchen floor, with a large bundle of fresh butter made up in the cupboard ready to sell for grease!’
  


  
    Mrs. Pocket instantly showed much amiable emotion, and said, ‘This is that odious Sophia’s doing!’
  


  
    ‘What do you mean, Belinda?’ demanded Mr. Pocket.
  


  
    ‘Sophia has told you,’ said Mrs. Pocket. ‘Did I not see her, with my own eyes, and hear her with my own ears, come into the room just now and ask to speak to you?’
  


  
    ‘But has she not taken me down-stairs, Belinda,’ returned Mr. Pocket, ‘and shown me the woman, and the bundle too?’
  


  
    ‘And do you defend her, Matthew,’ said Mrs. Pocket, ‘for making mischief?’
  


  
    Mr. Pocket uttered a dismal groan.
  


  
    ‘Am I, grandpapa’s granddaughter, to be nothing in the house?’ said Mrs. Pocket. ‘Besides, the cook has always been a very nice respectful woman, and said in the most natural manner when she came to look after the situation, that she felt I was born to be a Duchess.’
  


  
    There was a sofa where Mr. Pocket stood, and he dropped upon it in the attitude of a Dying Gladiator. Still in that attitude he said, with a hollow voice, ‘Good night, Mr. Pip,’ when I deemed it advisable to go to bed and leave him.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXIV
  


  
    AFTER two or three days, when I had established myself in my room and had gone backwards and forwards to London several times, and had ordered all I wanted of my tradesmen, Mr. Pocket and I had a long talk together. He knew more of my intended career than I knew myself, for he referred to his having been told by Mr. Jaggers that I was not designed for any profession, and that I should be well enough educated for my destiny if I could ‘hold my own’ with the average of young men in prosperous circumstances. I acquiesced, of course, knowing nothing to the contrary.
  


  
    He advised my attending certain places in London, for the acquisition of such mere rudiments as I wanted, and my investing him with the functions of explainer and director of all my studies. He hoped that with intelligent assistance I should meet with little to discourage me, and should soon be able to dispense with any aid but his. Through his way of saying this, and much more to similar purpose, he placed himself on confidential terms with me in an admirable manner: and I may state at once that he was always so zealous and honourable in fulfilling his compact with me, that he made me zealous and honourable in fulfilling mine with him. If he had shown indifference as a master, I have no doubt I should have returned the compliment as a pupil; he gave me no such excuse, and each of us did the other justice. Nor did I ever regard him as having anything ludicrous about him—or anything but what was serious, honest, and good—in his tutor communication with me.
  


  
    When these points were settled, and so far carried out as that I had begun to work in earnest, it occurred to me that if I could retain my bedroom in Barnard’s Inn, my life would be agreeably varied, while my manners would be none the worse for Herbert’s society. Mr. Pocket did not object to this arrangement, but urged that before any step could possibly be taken in it, it must be submitted to my guardian. I felt that his delicacy arose out of the consideration that the plan would save Herbert some expense, so I went off to Little Britain and imparted my wish to Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘If I could buy the furniture now hired for me,’ said I, ‘and one or two other little things, I should be quite at home there.’
  


  
    ‘Go it!’ said Mr. Jaggers, with a short laugh. ‘I told you you’d get on. Well! How much do you want?’
  


  
    I said I didn’t know how much.
  


  
    ‘Come!’ retorted Mr. Jaggers. ‘How much? Fifty pounds?’
  


  
    ‘Oh, not nearly so much.’
  


  
    ‘Five pounds?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    This was such a great fall, that I said in discomfiture, ‘Oh! more than that.’
  


  
    ‘More than that, eh!’ retorted Mr. Jaggers, lying in wait for me, with his hands in his pockets, his head on one side, and his eyes on the wall behind me; ‘how much more?’
  


  
    ‘It is so difficult to fix a sum,’ said I, hesitating.
  


  
    ‘Come!’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘Let’s get at it. Twice five; will that do? Three times five; will that do? Four times five; will that do?’
  


  
    I said I thought that would do handsomely.
  


  
    ‘Four times five will do handsomely, will it?’ said Mr. Jaggers, knitting his brows. ‘Now, what do you make of four times five?’
  


  
    ‘What do I make of it!’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ said Mr. Jaggers; ‘how much?’
  


  
    ‘I suppose you make it twenty pounds,’ said I, smiling.
  


  
    ‘Never mind what I make it, my friend,’ observed Mr. Jaggers, with a knowing and contradictory toss of the head. ‘I want to know what you make it?’
  


  
    ‘Twenty pounds, of course.’
  


  
    ‘Wemmick!’ said Mr. Jaggers, opening his office door. ‘Take Mr. Pip’s written order, and pay him twenty pounds.’
  


  
    This strongly marked way of doing business made a strongly marked impression on me, and that not of an agreeable kind. Mr. Jaggers never laughed; but he wore great bright creaking boots; and, in poising himself on those boots, with his large head bent down and his eyebrows joined together, awaiting an answer, he sometimes caused the boots to creak, as if they laughed in a dry and suspicious way. As he happened to go out now, and as Wemmick was brisk and talkative, I said to Wemmick that I hardly knew what to make of Mr. Jaggers’s manner.
  


  
    ‘Tell him that, and he’ll take it as a compliment,’ answered Wemmick; ‘he don’t mean that you should know what to make of it.—Oh!’ for I looked surprised, ‘it’s not personal; it’s professional: only professional.’
  


  
    Wemmick was at his desk, lunching—and crunching—on a dry hard biscuit; pieces of which he threw from time to time into his slit of a mouth, as if he were posting them.
  


  
    ‘Always seems to me,’ said Wemmick, ‘as if he had set a mantrap and was watching it. Suddenly—click—you’re caught!’
  


  
    Without remarking that man-traps were not among the amenities of life, I said I supposed he was very skilful?
  


  
    ‘Deep,’ said Wemmick, ‘as Australia.’ Pointing with his pen at the office floor, to express that Australia was understood, for the purposes of the figure, to be symmetrically on the opposite spot of the globe. ‘If there was anything deeper,’ added Wemmick, bringing his pen to paper, ‘he’d be it.’
  


  
    Then, I said I supposed he had a fine business, and Wemmick said, ‘Ca-pi-tal!’ Then I asked if there were many clerks? to which he replied:
  


  
    ‘We don’t run much into clerks, because there’s only one Jaggers, and people won’t have him at second hand. There are only four of us. Would you like to see ’em? You are one of us, as I may say.’
  


  
    I accepted the offer. When Mr. Wemmick had put all the biscuit into the post, and had paid me my money from a cash-box in a safe, the key of which safe he kept somewhere down his back, and produced from his coat-collar like an iron pigtail, we went up-stairs. The house was dark and shabby, and the greasy shoulders that had left their mark in Mr. Jaggers’s room seemed to have been shuffling up and down the staircase for years. In the front first floor, a clerk who looked something between a publican and a rat-catcher—a large pale puffed swollen man—was attentively engaged with three or four people of shabby appearance, whom he treated as unceremoniously as everybody seemed to be treated who contributed to Mr. Jaggers’s coffers. ‘Getting evidence together,’ said Mr. Wemmick, as we came out, ‘for the Bailey.’ In the room over that, a little flabby terrier of a clerk with dangling hair (his cropping seemed to have been forgotten when he was a puppy) was similarly engaged with a man with weak eyes, whom Mr. Wemmick presented to me as a smelter who kept his pot always boiling, and who would melt me anything I pleased—and who was in an excessive white-perspiration, as if he had been trying his art on himself. In a back room, a high-shouldered man with a face-ache tied up in dirty flannel, who was dressed in old black clothes that bore the appearance of having been waxed, was stooping over his work of making fair copies of the notes of the other two gentlemen, for Mr. Jaggers’s own use.
  


  
    This was all the establishment. When we went downstairs again, Wemmick led me into my guardian’s room, and said, ‘This you’ve seen already.’
  


  
    ‘Pray,’ said I, as the two odious casts with the twitchy leer upon them caught my sight again, ‘whose likenesses are those?’
  


  
    ‘These?’ said Wemmick, getting upon a chair, and blowing the dust off the horrible heads before bringing them down. ‘These are two celebrated ones. Famous clients of ours that got us a world of credit. This chap (why you must have come down in the night and been peeping into the inkstand, to get this blot upon your eyebrow, you old rascal!) murdered his master, and, considering that he wasn’t brought up to evidence, didn’t plan it badly.’
  


  
    ‘Is it like him?’ I asked, recoiling from the brute, as Wemmick spat upon his eyebrow, and gave it a rub with his sleeve.
  


  
    ‘Like him? It’s himself, you know. The cast was made in Newgate, directly after he was taken down. You had a particular fancy for me, hadn’t you, Old Artful?’ said Wemmick. He then explained this affectionate apostrophe, by touching his brooch representing the lady and the weeping willow at the tomb with the urn upon it, and said, ‘Had it made for me express!’
  


  
    ‘Is the lady anybody?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘No,’ returned Wemmick. ‘Only his game. (You liked your bit of game, didn’t you?) No; deuce a bit of a lady in the case, Mr. Pip, except one—and she wasn’t of this slender ladylike sort, and you wouldn’t have caught her looking after this urn—unless there was something to drink in it.’ Wemmick’s attention being thus directed to his brooch, he put down the cast, and polished the brooch with his pocket-handkerchief.
  


  
    ‘Did that other creature come to the same end?’ I asked. ‘He has the same look.’
  


  
    ‘You’re right,’ said Wemmick; ‘it’s the genuine look. Much as if one nostril was caught up with a horsehair and a little fish-hook. Yes, he came to the same end; quite the natural end here, I assure you. He forged wills, this blade did, if he didn’t also put the supposed testators to sleep too. You were a gentlemanly Cove, though’ (Mr. Wemmick was again apostrophising), ‘and you said you could write Greek. Yah, Bounceable! What a liar you were! I never met such a liar as you!’ Before putting his late friend on his shelf again, Wemmick touched the largest of his mourning rings, and said, ‘Sent out to buy it for me, only the day before.’
  


  
    While he was putting up the other cast and coming down from the chair, the thought crossed my mind that all his personal jewellery was derived from like sources. As he had shown no diffidence on the subject, I ventured on the liberty of asking him the question, when he stood before me, dusting his hands.
  


  
    ‘Oh yes,’ he returned, ‘these are all gifts of that kind. One brings another, you see; that’s the way of it. I always take ’em. They’re curiosities. And they’re property. They may not be worth much, but, after all, they’re property and portable. It don’t signify to you with your brilliant look-out, but as to myself, my guiding-star always is, Get hold of portable property.’
  


  
    When I had rendered homage to this light, he went on to say in a friendly manner:
  


  
    ‘If at any odd time when you have nothing better to do, you wouldn’t mind coming over to see me at Walworth, I could offer you a bed, and I should consider it an honour. I have not much to show you; but such two or three curiosities as I have got, you might like to look over; and I am fond of a bit of garden and a summer-house.’
  


  
    I said I should be delighted to accept his hospitality.
  


  
    ‘Thankee,’ said he: ‘then we’ll consider that it’s to come off, when convenient to you. Have you dined with Mr. Jaggers yet?’
  


  
    ‘Not yet.’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Wemmick, ‘he’ll give you wine, and good wine. I’ll give you punch, and not bad punch. And now I’ll tell you something. When you go to dine with Mr. Jaggers, look at his housekeeper.’
  


  
    ‘Shall I see something very uncommon?’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said Wemmick, ‘you’ll see a wild beast tamed. Not so very uncommon, you’ll tell me. I reply, that depends on the original wildness of the beast, and the amount of taming. It won’t lower your opinion of Mr. Jaggers’s powers. Keep your eye on it.’
  


  
    I told him I would do so, with all the interest and curiosity that his preparation awakened. As I was taking my departure, he asked me if I would like to devote five minutes to seeing Mr. Jaggers ‘at it?’
  


  
    For several reasons, and not least because I didn’t clearly know what Mr. Jaggers would be found to be ‘at,’ I replied in the affirmative. We dived into the City, and came up in a crowded police-court, where a blood-relation (in the murderous sense) of the deceased with the fanciful taste in brooches, was standing at the bar, uncomfortably chewing something; while my guardian had a woman under examination or cross-examination—I don’t know which—and was striking her, and the bench, and everybody with awe. If anybody, of whatsoever degree, said a word that he didn’t approve of, he instantly required to have it ‘taken down.’ If anybody wouldn’t make an admission, he said, ‘I’ll have it out of you!’ and if anybody made an admission, he said, ‘Now I have got you!’ The magistrates shivered under a single bite of his finger. Thieves and thief-takers hung in dread rapture on his words, and shrank when a hair of his eyebrows turned in their direction. Which side he was on I couldn’t make out, for he seemed to me to be grinding the whole place in a mill; I only know that when I stole out on tiptoe he was not on the side of the bench; for he was making the legs of the old gentleman who presided quite convulsive under the table, by his denunciations of his conduct as the representative of British law and justice in that chair that day.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXV
  


  
    BENTLEY DRUMMLE, who was so sulky a fellow that he even took up a book as if its writer had done him an injury, did not take up an acquaintance in a more agreeable spirit. Heavy in figure, movement, and comprehension—in the sluggish complexion of his face, and in the large awkward tongue that seemed to loll about in his mouth as he himself lolled about in a room—he was idle, proud, niggardly, reserved, and suspicious. He came of rich people down in Somersetshire, who had nursed this combination of qualities until they made the discovery that it was just of age and a blockhead. Thus, Bentley Drummle had come to Mr. Pocket when he was a head taller than that gentleman, and half a dozen heads thicker than most gentlemen.
  


  
    Startop had been spoiled by a weak mother, and kept at home when he ought to have been at school, but he was devotedly attached to her, and admired her beyond measure. He had a woman’s delicacy of feature, and was—‘as you may see, though you never saw her,’ said Herbert to me—‘exactly like his mother.’ It was but natural that I should take to him much more kindly than to Drummle, and that, even in the earliest evenings of our boating, he and I should pull homeward abreast of one another, conversing from boat to boat, while Bentley Drummle came up in our wake alone, under the overhanging banks and among the rushes. He would always creep in-shore like some uncomfortable amphibious creature, even when the tide would have sent him fast upon his way; and I always think of him as coming after us in the dark or by the back-water, when our own two boats were breaking the sunset or the moonlight in mid-stream.
  


  
    Herbert was my intimate companion and friend. I presented him with a half-share in my boat, which was the occasion of his often coming down to Hammersmith; and my possession of a half-share in his chambers often took me up to London. We used to walk between the two places at all hours. I have an affection for the road yet (though it is not so pleasant a road as it was then), formed in the impressibility of untried youth and hope.
  


  
    When I had been in Mr. Pocket’s family a month or two, Mr. and Mrs. Camilla turned up. Camilla was Mr. Pocket’s sister. Georgiana, whom I had seen at Miss Havisham’s on the same occasion, also turned up. She was a cousin—an indigestive single woman, who called her rigidity religion, and her liver love. These people hated me with the hatred of cupidity and disappointment. As a matter of course, they fawned upon me in my prosperity with the basest meanness. Towards Mr. Pocket, as a grown-up infant with no notion of his own interests, they showed the complacent forbearance I had heard them express. Mrs. Pocket they held in contempt; but they allowed the poor soul to have been heavily disappointed in life, because that shed a feeble reflected light upon themselves.
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    These were the surroundings among which I settled down, and applied myself to my education. I soon contracted expensive habits, and began to spend an amount of money that within a few short months I should have thought almost fabulous; but through good and evil I stuck to my books. There was no other merit in this, than my having sense enough to feel my deficiencies. Between Mr. Pocket and Herbert I got on fast; and, with one or the other always at my elbow to give me the start I wanted, and clear obstructions out of my road, I must have been as great a dolt as Drummle if I had done less.
  


  
    I had not seen Mr. Wemmick for some weeks, when I thought I would write him a note and propose to go home with him on a certain evening. He replied that it would give him much pleasure, and that he would expect me at the office at six o’clock. Thither I went, and there I found him, putting the key of his safe down his back as the clock struck.
  


  
    ‘Did you think of walking down to Walworth?’ said he.
  


  
    ‘Certainly,’ said I, ‘if you approve.’
  


  
    ‘Very much,’ was Wemmick’s reply, ‘for I have had my legs under the desk all day, and shall be glad to stretch them. Now I’ll tell you what I’ve got for supper, Mr. Pip. I have got a stewed steak—which is of home preparation—and a cold roast fowl—which is from the cook’s-shop. I think it’s tender, because the master of the shop was a Juryman in some cases of ours the other day, and we let him down easy. I reminded him of it when I bought the fowl, and I said, “Pick us out a good one, old Briton, because if we had chosen to keep you in the box another day or two, we could have done it.” He said to that, “Let me make you a present of the best fowl in the shop.” I let him, of course. As far as it goes, it’s property and portable. You don’t object to an aged parent, I hope?’
  


  
    I really thought he was still speaking of the fowl, until he added, ‘Because I have got an aged parent at my place.’ I then said what politeness required.
  


  
    ‘So you haven’t dined with Mr. Jaggers yet?’ he pursued, as we walked along.
  


  
    ‘Not yet.’
  


  
    ‘He told me so this afternoon when he heard you were coming. I expect you’ll have an invitation to-morrow. He’s going to ask your pals, too. Three of ’em; ain’t there?’
  


  
    Although I was not in the habit of counting Drummle as one of my intimate associates, I answered, ‘Yes.’
  


  
    ‘Well, he’s going to ask the whole gang;’ I hardly felt complimented by the word; ‘and whatever he gives you, he’ll give you good. Don’t look forward to variety, but you’ll have excellence. And there’s another rum thing in his house,’ proceeded Wemmick after a moment’s pause, as if the remark followed on the housekeeper understood; ‘he never lets a door or window be fastened at night.’
  


  
    ‘Is he never robbed?’
  


  
    ‘That’s it!’ returned Wemmick. ‘He says, and gives it out publicly, “I want to see the man who’ll rob me” Lord bless you, I have heard him, a hundred times if I have heard him once, say to regular cracksmen in our front office, “You know where I live; now no bolt is ever drawn there; why don’t you do a stroke of business with me? Come; can’t I tempt you?” Not a man of them, sir, would be bold enough to try it on, for love or money.’
  


  
    ‘They dread him so much?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Dread him!’ said Wemmick. ‘I believe you, they dread him. Not but what he’s artful, even in his defiance of them. No silver, sir. Britannia metal, every spoon.’
  


  
    ‘So they wouldn’t have much,’ I observed, ‘even if they——’
  


  
    ‘Ah! But he would have much,’ said Wemmick, cutting me short, ‘and they know it. He’d have their lives, and the lives of scores of ’em. He’d have all he could get. And it’s impossible to say what he couldn’t get, if he gave his mind to it.’
  


  
    I was falling into meditation on my guardian’s greatness, when Wemmick remarked:
  


  
    ‘As to the absence of plate, that’s only his natural depth, you know. A river’s its natural depth, and he’s his natural depth. Look at his watch-chain. That’s real enough.’
  


  
    ‘It’s very massive,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Massive?’ repeated Wemmick. ‘I think so. And his watch is a gold repeater, and worth a hundred pound if it’s worth a penny. Mr. Pip, there are about seven hundred thieves in this town who know all about that watch; there’s not a man, a woman, or a child, among them, who wouldn’t identify the smallest link in that chain, and drop it as if it was red-hot, if inveigled into touching it.’
  


  
    At first with such discourse, and afterwards with conversation of a more general nature, did Mr. Wemmick and I beguile the time and the road, until he gave me to understand that we had arrived in the district of Walworth.
  


  
    It appeared to be a collection of black lanes, ditches, and little gardens, and to present the aspect of a rather dull retirement. Wemmick’s house was a little wooden cottage in the midst of plots of garden, and the top of it was cut out and painted like a battery mounted with guns.
  


  
    ‘My own doing,’ said Wemmick. ‘Looks pretty; don’t it?’
  


  
    I highly commended it. I think it was the smallest house I ever saw: with the queerest gothic windows (by far the greater part of them sham), and a gothic door, almost too small to get in at.
  


  
    ‘That’s a real flagstaff, you see,’ said Wemmick, ‘and on Sundays I run up a real flag. Then look here. After I have crossed this bridge, I hoist it up—so—and cut off the communication.’
  


  
    The bridge was a plank, and it crossed a chasm about four feet wide and two deep. But it was very pleasant to see the pride with which he hoisted it up, and made it fast; smiling as he did so, with a relish, and not merely mechanically.
  


  
    ‘At nine o’clock every night, Greenwich time,’ said Wemmick, ‘the gun fires. There he is, you see! And when you hear him go, I think you’ll say he’s a Stinger.’
  


  
    The piece of ordnance referred to was mounted in a separate fortress, constructed of lattice-work. It was protected from the weather by an ingenious little tarpaulin contrivance in the nature of an umbrella.
  


  
    ‘Then, at the back,’ said Wemmick, ‘out of sight, so as not to impede the idea of fortifications—for it’s a principle with me, if you have an idea, carry it out and keep it up—I don’t know whether that’s your opinion——’
  


  
    I said, decidedly.
  


  
    ‘—At the back, there’s a pig, and there are fowls and rabbits; then I knock together my own little frame, you see, and grow cucumbers; and you’ll judge at supper what sort of a salad I can raise. So, sir,’ said Wemmick, smiling again, but seriously, too, as he shook his head, ‘if you can suppose the little place besieged, it would hold out a devil of a time in point of provisions.’
  


  
    Then, he conducted me to a bower about a dozen yards off, but which was approached by such ingenious twists of path that it took quite a long time to get at; and in this retreat our glasses were already set forth. Our punch was cooling in an ornamental lake, on whose margin the bower was raised. This piece of water (with an island in the middle which might have been the salad for supper) was of a circular form, and he had constructed a fountain in it, which, when you set a little mill going and took a cork out of a pipe, played to that powerful extent that it made the back of your hand quite wet.
  


  
    ‘I am my own engineer, and my own carpenter, and my own plumber, and my own gardener, and my own Jack of all Trades,’ said Wemmick, in acknowledging my compliments. ‘Well, it’s a good thing, you know. It brushes the Newgate cobwebs away, and pleases the Aged. You wouldn’t mind being at once introduced to the Aged, would you? It wouldn’t put you out?’
  


  
    I expressed the readiness I felt, and we went into the Castle. There, we found, sitting by a fire, a very old man in a flannel coat: clean, cheerful, comfortable, and well cared for, but intensely deaf.
  


  
    ‘Well, aged parent,’ said Wemmick, shaking hands with him in a cordial and jocose way, ‘how am you?’
  


  
    ‘All right, John; all right!’ replied the old man.
  


  
    ‘Here’s Mr. Pip, aged parent,’ said Wemmick, ‘and I wish you could hear his name. Nod away at him, Mr. Pip; that’s what he likes. Nod away at him, if you please, like winking!’
  


  
    ‘This is a fine place of my son’s, sir,’ cried the old man, while I nodded as hard as I possibly could. ‘This is a pretty pleasure-ground, sir. This spot and these beautiful works upon it ought to be kept together by the Nation, after my son’s time, for the people’s enjoyment.’
  


  
    ‘You’re as proud of it as Punch; ain’t you, Aged?’ said Wemmick, contemplating the old man, with his hard face really softened; ‘there’s a nod for you;’ giving him a tremendous one: ‘there’s another for you;’ giving him a still more tremendous one; ‘you like that, don’t you? If you’re not tired, Mr. Pip—though I know it’s tiring to strangers—will you tip him one more? You can’t think how it pleases him.’
  


  
    I tipped him several more, and he was in great spirits. We left him bestirring himself to feed the fowls, and we sat down to our punch in the arbour; where Wemmick told me as he smoked a pipe, that it had taken him a good many years to bring the property up to its present pitch of perfection.
  


  
    ‘Is it your own, Mr. Wemmick?’
  


  
    ‘O yes,’ said Wemmick. ‘I have got hold of it, a bit at a time. It’s a freehold, by George!’
  


  
    ‘Is it, indeed? I hope Mr. Jaggers admires it?’
  


  
    ‘Never seen it,’ said Wemmick. ‘Never heard of it. Never seen the Aged. Never heard of him. No; the office is one thing, and private life is another. When I go into the office, I leave the Castle behind me, and when I come into the Castle, I leave the office behind me. If it’s not in any way disagreeable to you, you’ll oblige me by doing the same. I don’t wish it professionally spoken about.’
  


  
    Of course I felt my good faith involved in the observance of his request. The punch being very nice, we sat there drinking it and talking, until it was almost nine o’clock. ‘Getting near gun-fire,’ said Wemmick then, as he laid down his pipe; ‘it’s the Aged’s treat.’
  


  
    Proceeding into the Castle again, we found the Aged heating the poker, with expectant eyes, as a preliminary to the performance of this great nightly ceremony. Wemmick stood with his watch in his hand until the moment was come for him to take the red-hot poker from the Aged, and repair to the battery. He took it, and went out, and presently the Stinger went off with a bang that shook the crazy little box of a cottage as if it must fall to pieces, and made every glass and teacup in it ring. Upon this the Aged—who I believe would have been blown out of his arm-chair but for holding on by the elbows—cried out exultingly, ‘He’s fired! I heerd him!’ and I nodded at the old gentleman until it is no figure of speech to declare that I absolutely could not see him.
  


  
    The interval between that time and supper, Wemmick devoted to showing me his collection of curiosities. They were mostly of a felonious character; comprising the pen with which a celebrated forgery had been committed, a distinguished razor or two, some locks of hair, and several manuscript confessions written under condemnation—upon which Mr. Wemmick set particular value as being, to use his own words, ‘every one of ’em Lies, sir.’ These were agreeably dispersed among small specimens of china and glass, various neat trifles made by the proprietor of the museum, and some tobacco-stoppers carved by the Aged. They were all displayed in that chamber of the Castle into which I had been first inducted, and which served, not only as the general sitting-room, but as the kitchen too, if I might judge from a saucepan on the hob, and a brazen bijou over the fireplace designed for the suspension of a roasting-jack.
  


  
    There was a neat little girl in attendance, who looked after the Aged in the day. When she had laid the supper-cloth, the bridge was lowered to give her the means of egress, and she withdrew for the night. The supper was excellent; and though the Castle was rather subject to dry-rot, insomuch that it tasted like a bad nut, and though the pig might have been farther off, I was heartily pleased with my whole entertainment. Nor was there any drawback on my little turret bedroom, beyond there being such a very thin ceiling between me and the flagstaff, that when I lay down on my back in bed, it seemed as if I had to balance that pole on my forehead all night.
  


  
    Wemmick was up early in the morning, and I am afraid I heard him cleaning my boots. After that, he fell to gardening, and I saw him from my gothic window pretending to employ the Aged, and nodding at him in a most devoted manner. Our breakfast was as good as the supper, and at half-past eight precisely we started for Little Britain. By degrees, Wemmick got dryer and harder as we went along, and his mouth tightened into a post-office again. At last, when we got to his place of business and he pulled out his key from his coat-collar, he looked as unconscious of his Walworth property as if the Castle and the drawbridge and the arbour and the lake and the fountain and the Aged, had all been blown into space together by the last discharge of the Stinger.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXVI
  


  
    IT fell out as Wemmick had told me it would, that I had an early opportunity of comparing my guardian’s establishment with that of his cashier and clerk. My guardian was in his room, washing his hands with his scented soap, when I went into the office from Walworth; and he called me to him, and gave me the invitation for myself and friends which Wemmick had prepared me to receive. ‘No ceremony,’ he stipulated, ‘and no dinner dress, and say to-morrow.’ I asked him where we should come to (for I had no idea where he lived), and I believe it was in his general objection to make anything like an admission, that he replied, ‘Come here, and I’ll take you home with me.’ I embrace this opportunity of remarking that he washed his clients off, as if it were a surgeon or a dentist. He had a closet in his room, fitted up for the purpose, which smelt of the scented soap like a perfumer’s shop. It had an unusually large jack-towel on a roller inside the door, and he would wash his hands, and wipe them and dry them all over this towel, whenever he came in from a police-court or dismissed a client from his room. When I and my friends repaired to him at six o’clock next day, he seemed to have been engaged on a case of a darker complexion than usual, for we found him with his head butted into this closet, not only washing his hands, but laving his face and gargling his throat. And even when he had done all that, and had gone all round the jack-towel, he took out his penknife and scraped the case out of his nails before he put his coat on.
  


  
    There were some people slinking about as usual when we passed out into the street, who were evidently anxious to speak with him; but there was something so conclusive in the halo of scented soap which encircled his presence, that they gave it up for that day. As we walked along westward, he was recognised ever and again by some face in the crowd of the streets, and whenever that happened he talked louder to me; but he never otherwise recognised anybody, or took notice that anybody recognised him.
  


  
    He conducted us to Gerrard-street, Soho, to a house on the south side of that street, rather a stately house of its kind, but dolefully in want of painting, and with dirty windows. He took out his key and opened the door, and we all went into a stone hall, bare, gloomy, and little used. So, up a dark-brown staircase into a series of three dark brown rooms on the first floor. There were carved garlands on the panelled walls, and as he stood among them giving us welcome, I know what kind of loops I thought they looked like.
  


  
    Dinner was laid in the best of these rooms; the second was his dressing-room; the third, his bedroom. He told us that he held the whole house, but rarely used more of it than we saw. The table was comfortably laid—no silver in the service, of course—and at the side of his chair was a capacious dumb-waiter, with a variety of bottles and decanters on it, and four dishes of fruit for dessert. I noticed throughout, that he kept everything under his own hand, and distributed everything himself.
  


  
    There was a bookcase in the room; I saw from the backs of the books, that they were about evidence, criminal law, criminal biography, trials, acts of parliament, and such things. The furniture was all very solid and good, like his watch-chain. It had an official look, however, and there was nothing merely ornamental to be seen. In a corner was a little table of papers with a shaded lamp; so that he seemed to bring the office home with him in that respect too, and to wheel it out of an evening and fall to work.
  


  
    As he had scarcely seen my three companions until now—for he and I had walked together—he stood on the hearth-rug, after ringing the bell, and took a searching look at them. To my surprise, he seemed at once to be principally, if not solely, interested in Drummle.
  


  
    ‘Pip,’ said he, putting his large hand on my shoulder and moving me to the window, ‘I don’t know one from the other. Who’s the Spider?’
  


  
    ‘The spider?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘The blotchy, sprawly, sulky fellow.’
  


  
    ‘That’s Bentley Drummle,’ I replied; ‘the one with the delicate face is Startop.’
  


  
    Not making the least account of ‘the one with the delicate face,’ he returned, ‘Bentley Drummle is his name, is it? I like the look of that fellow.’
  


  
    He immediately began to talk to Drummle: not at all deterred by his replying in his heavy reticent way, but apparently led on by it to screw discourse out of him. I was looking at the two, when there came between me and them, the housekeeper, with the first dish for the table.
  


  
    She was a woman of about forty, I supposed—but I may have thought her younger than she was. Rather tall, of a lithe nimble figure, extremely pale, with large faded eyes, and a quantity of streaming hair. I cannot say whether any diseased affection of the heart caused her lips to be parted as if she were panting, and her face to bear a curious expression of suddenness and flutter; but I know that I had been to see Macbeth at the theatre, a night or two before, and that her face looked to me as if it were all disturbed by fiery air, like the faces I had seen rise out of the Witches’ caldron.
  


  
    She set the dish on, touched my guardian quietly on the arm with a finger to notify that dinner was ready, and vanished. We took our seats at the round table, and my guardian kept Drummle on one side of him, while Startop sat on the other. It was a noble dish of fish that the housekeeper had put on table, and we had a joint of equally choice mutton afterwards, and then an equally choice bird. Sauces, wines, all the accessories we wanted, and all of the best, were given out by our host from his dumb-waiter; and when they had made the circuit of the table, he always put them back again. Similarly, he dealt us clean plates and knives and forks, for each course, and dropped those just disused into two baskets on the ground by his chair. No other attendant than the housekeeper appeared. She set on every dish; and I always saw in her face, a face rising out of the caldron. Years afterwards, I made a dreadful likeness of that woman, by causing a face that had no other natural resemblance to it than it derived from flowing hair, to pass behind a bowl of flaming spirits in a dark room.
  


  
    Induced to take particular notice of the housekeeper, both by her own striking appearance and by Wemmick’s preparation, I observed that whenever she was in the room, she kept her eyes attentively on my guardian, and that she would remove her hands from any dish she put before him, hesitatingly, as if she dreaded his calling her back, and wanted him to speak when she was nigh, if he had anything to say. I fancied that I could detect in his manner a consciousness of this, and a purpose of always holding her in suspense.
  


  
    Dinner went off gaily, and, although my guardian seemed to follow rather than originate subjects, I knew that he wrenched the weakest part of our dispositions out of us. For myself, I found that I was expressing my tendency to lavish expenditure, and to patronise Herbert, and to boast of my great prospects, before I quite knew that I had opened my lips. It was so with all of us, but with no one more than Drummle: the development of whose inclination to gird in a grudging and suspicious way at the rest, was screwed out of him before the fish was taken off.
  


  
    It was not then, but when we had got to the cheese, that our conversation turned upon our rowing feats, and that Drummle was rallied for coming up behind of a night in that slow amphibious way of his. Drummle upon this, informed our host that he much preferred our room to our company, and that as to skill he was more than our master, and that as to strength he could scatter us like chaff. By some invisible agency, my guardian wound him up to a pitch little short of ferocity about this trifle; and he fell to baring and spanning his arm to show how muscular it was, and we all fell to baring and spanning our arms in a ridiculous manner.
  


  
    Now, the housekeeper was at that time clearing the table; my guardian, taking no heed of her, but with the side of his face turned from her, was leaning back in his chair biting the side of his forefinger, and showing an interest in Drummle, that, to me, was quite inexplicable. Suddenly, he clapped his large hand on the housekeeper’s, like a trap, as she stretched it across the table. So suddenly and smartly did he do this, that we all stopped in our foolish contention.
  


  
    ‘If you talk of strength,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘I’ll show you a wrist. Molly, let them see your wrist.’
  


  
    Her entrapped hand was on the table, but she had already put her other hand behind her waist, ‘Master,’ she said, in a low voice, with her eyes attentively and entreatingly fixed upon him, ‘Don’t.’
  


  
    ‘I’ll show you a wrist,’ repeated Mr. Jaggers, with an immovable determination to show it. ‘Molly, let them see your wrist.’
  


  
    ‘Master,’ she again murmured. ‘Please!’
  


  
    ‘Molly,’ said Mr. Jaggers, not looking at her, but obstinately looking at the opposite side of the room ‘let them see both your wrists. Show them. Come!’
  


  
    He took his hand from hers, and turned that wrist up on the table. She brought her other hand from behind her, and held the two out side by side. The last wrist was much disfigured—deeply scarred and scarred across and across. When she held her hands out, she took her eyes from Mr. Jaggers, and turned them watchfully on every one of the rest of us in succession.
  


  
    ‘There’s power here,’ said Mr. Jaggers, coolly tracing out the sinews with his forefinger. ‘Very few men have the power of wrist that this woman has. It’s remarkable what mere force of grip there is in these hands. I have had occasion to notice many hands; but I never saw stronger in that respect, man’s or woman’s, than these.’
  


  
    While he said these words in a leisurely critical style, she continued to look at every one of us in regular succession as we sat. The moment he ceased, she looked at him again. ‘That’ll do, Molly,’ said Mr. Jaggers, giving her a slight nod; ‘you have been admired, and can go.’ She withdrew her hands and went out of the room, and Mr. Jaggers, putting the decanters on from his dumb-waiter, filled his glass and passed round the wine.
  


  
    ‘At half-past nine, gentlemen,’ said he, ‘we must break up. Pray make the best use of your time. I am glad to see you all. Mr. Drummle, I drink to you.’
  


  
    If his object in singling out Drummle were to bring him out still more, it perfectly succeeded. In a sulky triumph, Drummle showed his morose depreciation of the rest of us, in a more and more offensive degree, until he became downright intolerable. Through all his stages, Mr. Jaggers followed him with the same strange interest. He actually seemed to serve as a zest to Mr. Jaggers’s wine.
  


  
    In our boyish want of discretion I dare say we took too much to drink, and I know we talked too much. We became particularly hot upon some boorish sneer of Drummle’s, to the effect that we were too free with our money. It led to my remarking, with more zeal than discretion, that it came with a bad grace from him, to whom Startop had lent money in my presence but a week or so before.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ retorted Drummle, ‘he’ll be paid.’
  


  
    ‘I don’t mean to imply that he won’t,’ said I, ‘but it might make you hold your tongue about us and our money, I should think.’
  


  
    ‘You should think,’ retorted Drummle. ‘Oh Lord!’
  


  
    ‘I dare say,’ I went on, meaning to be very severe, ‘that you wouldn’t lend money to any of us if we wanted it.’
  


  
    ‘You are right,’ said Drummle. ‘I wouldn’t lend one of you a sixpence. I wouldn’t lend anybody a sixpence.’
  


  
    ‘Rather mean to borrow under those circumstances, I should say.’
  


  
    ‘You should say,’ repeated Drummle. ‘Oh Lord!’
  


  
    This was so very aggravating—the more especially as I found myself making no way against his surly obtuseness—that I said, disregarding Herbert’s efforts to check me:
  


  
    ‘Come, Mr. Drummle, since we are on the subject, I’ll tell you what passed between Herbert here and me, when you borrowed that money.’
  


  
    ‘I don’t want to know what passed between Herbert there and you,’ growled Drummle. And I think he added in a lower growl, that we might both go to the devil and shake ourselves.
  


  
    ‘I’ll tell you, however,’ said I, ‘whether you want to know or not. We said that as you put it into your pocket very glad to get it, you seemed to be immensely amused at his being so weak as to lend it.’
  


  
    Drummle laughed outright, and sat laughing in our faces, with his hands in his pockets and his round shoulders raised; plainly signifying that it was quite true, and that he despised us as asses all.
  


  
    Hereupon Startop took him in hand, though with a much better grace than I had shown, and exhorted him to be a little more agreeable. Startop, being a lively bright young fellow, and Drummle being the exact opposite, the latter was always disposed to resent him as a direct personal affront. He now retorted in a coarse lumpish way, and Startop tried to turn the discussion aside with some small pleasantry that made us all laugh. Resenting this little success more than anything, Drummle, without any threat or warning, pulled his hands out of his pockets, dropped his round shoulders, swore, took up a large glass, and would have flung it at his adversary’s head, but for our entertainer’s dexterously seizing it at the instant when it was raised for that purpose.
  


  
    ‘Gentlemen,’ said Mr. Jaggers, deliberately putting down the glass, and hauling out his gold repeater by its massive chain, ‘I am exceedingly sorry to announce that it’s half-past nine.’
  


  
    On this hint we all rose to depart. Before we got to the street door, Startop was cheerily calling Drummle ‘old boy,’ as if nothing had happened. But the old boy was so far from responding, that he would not even walk to Hammersmith on the same side of the way; so, Herbert and I, who remained in town, saw them going down the street on opposite sides; Startop leading, and Drummle lagging behind in the shadow of the houses, much as he was wont to follow in his boat.
  


  
    As the door was not yet shut, I thought I would leave Herbert there for a moment, and run up-stairs again to say a word to my guardian. I found him in his dressing-room surrounded by his stock of boots, already hard at it, washing his hands of us.
  


  
    I told him I had come up again to say how sorry I was that anything disagreeable should have occurred, and that I hoped he would not blame me much.
  


  
    ‘Pooh!’ said he, sluicing his face, and speaking through the water-drops; ‘it’s nothing, Pip. I like that Spider though.’
  


  
    He had turned towards me now, and was shaking his head, and blowing, and towelling himself.
  


  
    ‘I am glad you like him, sir,’ said I—‘but I don’t.’
  


  
    ‘No, no,’ my guardian assented; ‘don’t have too much to do with him. Keep as clear of him as you can. But I like the fellow, Pip; he is one of the true sort. Why, if I was a fortune-teller——’
  


  
    Looking out of the towel, he caught my eye.
  


  
    ‘But I am not a fortune-teller,’ he said, letting his head drop into a festoon of towel, and towelling away at his two ears. ‘You know what I am, don’t you? Good night, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘Good night, sir.’
  


  
    In about a month after that, the Spider’s time with Mr. Pocket was up for good, and, to the great relief of all the house but Mrs. Pocket, he went home to the family hole.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXVII
  


  
    ‘MY DEAR MR. PIP,
  


  
    ‘I write this by request of Mr. Gargery, for to let you know that he is going to London in company with Mr. Wopsle and would be glad if agreeable to be allowed to see you. He would call at Barnard’s Hotel Tuesday morning at nine o’clock, when if not agreeable please leave word. Your poor sister is much the same as when you left. We talk of you in the kitchen every night, and wonder what you are saying and doing. If now considered in the light of a liberty, excuse it for the love of poor old days. No more, dear Mr. Pip, from
  


  
    ‘Your ever obliged, and affectionate servant,
  


  
    ‘BIDDY.
  


  
    ‘P.S. He wishes me most particular to write what larks. He says you will understand. I hope and do not doubt it will be agreeable to see him even though a gentleman, for you had ever a good heart, and he is a worthy worthy man. I have read him all excepting only the last little sentence, and he wishes me most particular to write again what larks.’
  


  
    I received this letter by post on Monday morning, and therefore its appointment was for next day. Let me confess exactly, with what feelings I looked forward to Joe’s coming.
  


  
    Not with pleasure, though I was bound to him by so many ties; no; with considerable disturbance, some mortification, and a keen sense of incongruity. If I could have kept him away by paying money, I certainly would have paid money. My greatest reassurance was, that he was coming to Barnard’s Inn, not to Hammersmith, and consequently would not fall in Bentley Drummle’s way. I had little objection to his being seen by Herbert or his father, for both of whom I had a respect; but I had the sharpest sensitiveness as to his being seen by Drummle, whom I held in contempt. So, throughout life, our worst weaknesses and meannesses are usually committed for the sake of the people whom we most despise.
  


  
    I had begun to be always decorating the chambers in some quite unnecessary and inappropriate way or other, and very expensive those wrestles with Barnard proved to be. By this time, the rooms were vastly different from what I had found them, and I enjoyed the honour of occupying a few prominent pages in the books of a neighbouring upholsterer. I had got on so fast of late, that I had even started a boy in boots—top boots—in bondage and slavery to whom I might be said to pass my days. For, after I had made this monster (out of the refuse of my washerwoman’s family) and had clothed him with a blue coat, canary waistcoat, white cravat, creamy breeches, and the boots already mentioned, I had to find him a little to do and a great deal to eat; and with both of these horrible requirements he haunted my existence.
  


  
    This avenging phantom was ordered to be on duty at eight on Tuesday morning in the hall (it was two feet square, as charged for floorcloth), and Herbert suggested certain things for breakfast that he thought Joe would like. While I felt sincerely obliged to him for being so interested and considerate, I had an odd half-provoked sense of suspicion upon me, that if Joe had been coming to see him, he wouldn’t have been quite so brisk about it.
  


  
    However, I came into town on the Monday night to be ready for Joe, and I got up early in the morning, and caused the sitting-room and breakfast-table to assume their most splendid appearance. Unfortunately the morning was drizzly, and an angel could not have concealed the fact that Barnard was shedding sooty tears outside the window, like some weak giant of a Sweep.
  


  
    As the time approached I should have liked to run away, but the Avenger pursuant to orders was in the hall, and presently I heard Joe, on the staircase. I knew it was Joe, by his clumsy manner of coming up-stairs—his state boots being always too big for him—and by the time it took him to read the names on the other floors in the course of his ascent. When at last he stopped outside our door, I could hear his finger tracing over the painted letters of my name, and I afterwards distinctly heard him breathing in at the keyhole. Finally he gave a faint single rap, and Pepper—such was the compromising name of the avenging boy—announced ‘Mr. Gargery!’ I thought he never would have done wiping his feet, and that I must have gone out to lift him off the mat, but at last he came in.
  


  
    ‘Joe, how are you, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Pip, how AIR you, Pip?’
  


  
    With his good honest face all glowing and shining, and his hat put down on the floor between us, he caught both my hands and worked them straight up and down, as if I had been the last-patented Pump.
  


  
    ‘I am glad to see you, Joe. Give me your hat.’
  


  
    But Joe, taking it up carefully with both hands, like a bird’s-nest with eggs in it, wouldn’t hear of parting with that piece of property, and persisted in standing talking over it in a most uncomfortable way.
  


  
    ‘Which you have that growed,’ said Joe, ‘and that swelled, and that gentle-folked;’ Joe considered a little before he discovered this word; ‘as to besure you are a honour to your king and country.’
  


  
    ‘And you, Joe, look wonderfully well.’
  


  
    ‘Thank God,’ said Joe, ‘I’m ekerval to most. And your sister, she’s no worse than she were. And Biddy, she’s ever right and ready. And all friends is no backerder, if not no forarder. ’Ceptin’ Wopsle: he’s had a drop.’
  


  
    All this time (still with both hands taking great care of the bird’s-nest), Joe was rolling his eyes round and round the room, and round and round the flowered pattern of my dressing-gown.
  


  
    ‘Had a drop, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Why, yes,’ said Joe, lowering his voice, ‘he’s left the Church and went into the playacting. Which the playacting have likewise brought him to London along with me. And his wish were,’ said Joe, getting the bird’s-nest under his left arm for the moment, and groping in it for an egg with his right; ‘if no offence, as I would ’and you that.’
  


  
    I took what Joe gave me, and found it to be the crumpled playbill of a small metropolitan theatre, announcing the first appearance, in that very week, of ‘the celebrated Provincial Amateur of Roscian renown, whose unique performance in the highest tragic walk of our National Bard has lately occasioned so great a sensation in local dramatic circles.’
  


  
    ‘Were you at his performance, Joe?’ I inquired.
  


  
    ‘I were,’ said Joe, with emphasis and solemnity.
  


  
    ‘Was there a great sensation?’
  


  
    ‘Why,’ said Joe, ‘yes, there certainly were a peck of orange-peel. Partickler when he see the ghost. Though I put it to yourself, sir, whether it were calc’lated to keep a man up to his work with a good hart, to be continiwally cutting in betwixt him and the Ghost with “Amen!” A man may have had a misfortun’ and been in the Church,’ said Joe, lowering his voice to an argumentative and feeling tone, ‘but that is no reason why you should put him out at such a time. Which I meantersay, if the ghost of a man’s own father cannot be allowed to claim his attention, what can, Sir? Still more, when his mourning ’at is unfortunately made so small as that the weight of the black feathers brings it off, try to keep it on how you may.’
  


  
    A ghost-seeing effect in Joe’s own countenance informed me that Herbert had entered the room. So I presented Joe to Herbert, who held out his hand; but Joe backed from it, and held on by the bird’s-nest.
  


  
    ‘Your servant, Sir,’ said Joe, ‘which I hope as you and Pip’—here his eye fell on the Avenger, who was putting some toast on table, and so plainly denoted an intention to make that young gentleman one of the family, that I frowned it down and confused him more—‘I meantersay, you two gentlemen—which I hope as you gets your elths in this close spot? For the present may be a wery good inn, according to London opinions,’ said Joe, confidentially, ‘and I believe its character do stand i; but I wouldn’t keep a pig in it myself—not in the case that I wished him to fatten wholesome and to eat with a meller flavour on him.’
  


  
    Having borne this flattering testimony to the merits of our dwelling-place, and having incidentally shown this tendency to call me ‘sir,’ Joe, being invited to sit down to table, looked all round the room for a suitable spot on which to deposit his hat—as if it were only on some few very rare substances in nature that it could find a resting-place—and ultimately stood it on an extreme corner of the chimney-piece, from which it ever afterwards fell off at intervals.
  


  
    ‘Do you take tea, or coffee, Mr. Gargery?’ asked Herbert, who always presided of a morning.
  


  
    ‘Thankee, Sir,’ said Joe, stiff from head to foot, ‘I’ll take whichever is most agreeable to yourself.’
  


  
    ‘What do you say to coffee?’
  


  
    ‘Thankee, Sir,’ returned Joe, evidently dispirited by the proposal, ‘since you are so kind as make chice of coffee, I will not run contrairy to your own opinions. But don’t you never find it a little ’eating?’
  


  
    ‘Say tea, then,’ said Herbert, pouring it out.
  


  
    Here Joe’s hat tumbled off the mantel-piece, and he started out of his chair and picked it up, and fitted it to the same exact spot. As if it were an absolute point of good breeding that it should tumble off again soon.
  


  
    ‘When did you come to town, Mr. Gargery?’
  


  
    ‘Were it yesterday afternoon?’ said Joe, after coughing behind his hand as if he had had time to catch the whooping-cough since he came. ‘No it were not. Yes it were. Yes. It were yesterday afternoon’ (with an appearance of mingled wisdom, relief, and strict impartiality).
  


  
    ‘Have you seen anything of London, yet?’
  


  
    ‘Why, yes, Sir,’ said Joe, ‘me and Wopsle went off straight to look at the Blacking Ware’us. But we didn’t find that it come up to its likeness in the red bills at the shop doors: which I meantersay,’ added Joe, in an explanatory manner, ‘as it is there drawd too architectooralooral.’
  


  
    I really believe Joe would have prolonged this word (mightily expressive to my mind of some architecture that I know) into a perfect Chorus, but for his attention being providentially attracted by his hat, which was toppling. Indeed, it demanded from him a constant attention, and a quickness of eye and hand, very like that exacted by wicket-keeping. He made extraordinary play with it, and showed the greatest skill; now, rushing at it and catching it neatly as it dropped; now, merely stopping it midway, beating it up, and humouring it in various parts of the room and against a good deal of the pattern of the paper on the wall, before he felt it safe to close with it; finally splashing it into the slop-basin, where I took the liberty of laying hands upon it.
  


  
    As to his shirt-collar, and his coat-collar, they were perplexing to reflect upon—insoluble mysteries both. Why should a man scrape himself to that extent, before he could consider himself full dressed? Why should he suppose it necessary to be purified by suffering for his holiday clothes? Then he fell into such unaccountable fits of meditation, with his fork midway between his plate and his mouth; had his eyes attracted in such strange directions; was afflicted with such remarkable coughs; sat so far from the table, and dropped so much more than he ate, and pretended that he hadn’t dropped it; that I was heartily glad when Herbert left us for the city.
  


  
    I had neither the good sense nor the good feeling to know that this was all my fault, and that if I had been easier with Joe, Joe would have been easier with me. I felt impatient of him and out of temper with him; in which condition he heaped coals of fire on my head.
  


  
    ‘Us two being now alone, Sir’—began Joe.
  


  
    ‘Joe,’ I interrupted, pettishly, ‘how can you call me Sir?’
  


  
    Joe looked at me for a single instant with something faintly like reproach. Utterly preposterous as his cravat was, and as his collars were, I was conscious of a sort of dignity in the look.
  


  
    ‘Us two being now alone,’ resumed Joe, ‘and me having the intentions and abilities to stay not many minutes more, I will now conclude—leastways begin—to mention what have led to my having had the present honour. For was it not,’ said Joe, with his old air of lucid exposition, ‘that my only wish were to be useful to you, I should not have had the honour of breaking wittles in the company and abode of gentlemen.’
  


  
    I was so unwilling to see the look again, that I made no remonstrance against this tone.
  


  
    ‘Well, Sir,’ pursued Joe, ‘this is how it were. I were at the Bargemen t’other night, Pip;’ whenever he subsided into affection, he called me Pip, and whenever he relapsed into politeness he called me Sir; ‘when there come up in his shay-cart Pumblechook. Which that same identical,’ said Joe, going down a new track, ‘do comb my ’air the wrong way sometimes, awful, by giving out up and down town as it were him which ever had your infant companionation and were looked upon as a playfellow by yourself.’
  


  
    ‘Nonsense. It was you, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Which I fully believed it were, Pip,’ said Joe, slightly tossing his head, ‘though it signify little now, Sir. Well, Pip; this same identical, which his manners is given to blusterous, come to me at the Bargemen (wot a pipe and a pint of beer do give refreshment to the working-man, Sir, and do not over stimulate), and his word were, “Joseph, Miss Havisham she wish to speak to you.”’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘“She wished,” were Pumblechook’s word, “to speak to you.”’ Joe sat and rolled his eyes at the ceiling.
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe? Go on, please.’
  


  
    ‘Next day, Sir,’ said Joe, looking at me as if I were a long way off, ‘having cleaned myself, I go and I see Miss A.’
  


  
    ‘Miss A., Joe? Miss Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘Which I say, Sir,’ replied Joe, with an air of legal formality, as if he were making his will, ‘Miss A., or otherways Havisham. Her expression air then as follering: “Mr. Gargery. You air in correspondence with Mr. Pip?” Having had a letter from you, I were able to say “I am.” (When I married your sister, Sir, I said, “I will;” and when I answered your friend, Pip, I said, “I am.”) “Would you tell him, then,” said she, “that which Estella has come home, and would be glad to see him.”’
  


  
    I felt my face fire up as I looked at Joe. I hope one remote cause of its firing may have been my consciousness that if I had known his errand, I should have given him more encouragement.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ pursued Joe, ‘when I got home and asked her fur to write the message to you, a little hung back. Biddy says, “I know he will be very glad to have it by word of mouth, it is holiday-time, you want to see him, go!” I have now concluded, Sir,’ said Joe, rising from his chair, ‘and, Pip, I wish you ever well and ever prospering to a greater and greater height.’
  


  
    ‘But you are not going now, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Yes I am,’ said Joe.
  


  
    ‘But you are coming back to dinner, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘No I am not,’ said Joe.
  


  
    Our eyes met, and all the ‘Sir’ melted out of that manly heart as he gave me his hand.
  


  
    ‘Pip, dear old chap, life is made of ever so many partings welded together, as I may say, and one man’s a blacksmith, and one’s a whitesmith, and one’s a goldsmith, and one’s a coppersmith. Diwisions among such must come, and must be met as they come. If there’s been any fault at all to-day, it’s mine. You and me is not two figures to be together in London; nor yet anywheres else but what is private, and beknown, and understood among friends. It ain’t that I am proud, but that I want to be right, as you shall never see me no more in these clothes. I’m wrong in these clothes. I’m wrong out of the forge, the kitchen, or off th’ meshes. You won’t find half so much fault in me if you think of me in my forge dress, with my hammer in my hand, or even my pipe. You won’t find half so much fault in me if, supposing as you should ever wish to see me, you come and put your head in at the forge window and see Joe the blacksmith, there, at the old anvil, in the old burnt apron, sticking to the old work. I’m awful dull, but I hope I’ve beat out something nigh the rights of this at last. And so GOD bless you, dear old Pip, old chap, GOD bless you!’
  


  
    I had not been mistaken in my fancy that there was a simple dignity in him. The fashion of his dress could no more come in its way when he spoke these words, than it could come in its way in Heaven. He touched me gently on the forehead, and went out. As soon as I could recover myself sufficiently, I hurried out after him and looked for him in the neighbouring streets; but he was gone.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXVIII
  


  
    IT was clear that I must repair to our town next day, and in the first flow of my repentance it was equally clear that I must stay at Joe’s. But, when I had secured my box-place by to-morrow’s coach, and had been down to Mr. Pocket’s and back, I was not by any means convinced on the last point, and began to invent reasons and make excuses for putting up at the Blue Boar. I should be an inconvenience at Joe’s; I was not expected, and my bed would not be ready; I should be too far from Miss Havisham’s, and she was exacting and mightn’t like it. All other swindlers upon earth are nothing to the self-swindlers, and with such pretences did I cheat myself. Surely a curious thing. That I should innocently take a bad half-crown of somebody else’s manufacture, is reasonable enough; but that I should knowingly reckon the spurious coin of my own make, as good money! An obliging stranger, under pretence of compactly folding up my bank-notes for security’s sake, abstracts the notes and gives me nutshells; but what is his sleight of hand to mine, when I fold up my own nutshells and pass them on myself as notes!
  


  
    Having settled that I must go to the Blue Boar, my mind was much disturbed by indecision whether or no to take the Avenger. It was tempting to think of that expensive Mercenary publicly airing his boots in the archway of the Blue Boar’s posting-yard: it was almost solemn to imagine him casually produced in the tailor’s shop and confounding the disrespectful senses of Trabb’s boy. On the other hand, Trabb’s boy might worm himself into his intimacy and tell him things; or, reckless and desperate wretch as I knew he could be, might hoot him in the High-street. My patroness, too, might hear of him, and not approve. On the whole, I resolved to leave the Avenger behind.
  


  
    It was the afternoon coach by which I had taken my place, and, as winter had now come round, I should not arrive at my destination until two or three hours after dark. Our time of starting from the Cross Keys was two o’clock. I arrived on the ground with a quarter of an hour to spare, attended by the Avenger—if I may connect that expression with one who never attended on me if he could possibly help it.
  


  
    At that time it was customary to carry Convicts down to the dockyards by stage-coach. As I had often heard of them in the capacity of outside passengers, and had more than once seen them on the high road dangling their ironed legs over the coach roof, I had no cause to be surprised when Herbert, meeting me in the yard, came up and told me there were two convicts going down with me. But I had a reason that was an old reason now, for constitutionally faltering whenever I heard the word convict.
  


  
    ‘You don’t mind them, Handel?’ said Herbert.
  


  
    ‘Oh no!’
  


  
    ‘I thought you seemed as if you didn’t like them?’
  


  
    ‘I can’t pretend that I do like them, and I suppose you don’t particularly, But I don’t mind them.’
  


  
    ‘See! There they are,’ said Herbert, ‘coming out of the Tap. What a degraded and vile sight it is!’
  


  
    They had been treating their guard, I suppose, for they had a gaoler with them, and all three came out wiping their mouths on their hands. The two convicts were handcuffed together, and had irons on their legs—iron of a pattern that I knew well. They wore the dress that I likewise knew well. Their keeper had a brace of pistols, and carried a thick-knobbed bludgeon under his arm; but he was on terms of good understanding with them, and stood, with them beside him, looking on at the putting-to of the horses, rather with an air as if the convicts were an interesting Exhibition not formally open at the moment, and he the Curator. One was a taller and stouter man that the other, and appeared as a matter of course, according to the mysterious ways of the world both convict and free, to have had allotted to him the smaller suit of clothes. His arms and legs were like great pincushions of those shapes, and his attire disguised him absurdly; but I knew his half-closed eye at one glance. There stood the man whom I had seen on the settle at the Three Jolly Bargemen on a Saturday night, and who had brought me down with his invisible gun!
  


  
    It was easy to make sure that as yet he knew me no more than if he had never seen me in his life. He looked across at me, and his eye appraised my watch-chain, and then he incidentally spat and said something to the other convict, and they laughed and slued themselves round with a clink of their coupling manacle, and looked at something else. The great numbers on their backs, as if they were street doors; their coarse mangy ungainly outer surface, as if they were lower animals; their ironed legs, apologetically garlanded with pocket-handkerchiefs; and the way in which all present looked at them and kept from them; made them (as Herbert had said) a most disagreeable and degraded spectacle.
  


  
    But this was not the worst of it. It came out that the whole of the back of the coach had been taken by a family removing from London, and that there were no places for the two prisoners but on the seat in front, behind the coachman. Hereupon, a choleric gentleman, who had taken the fourth place on that seat, flew into a most violent passion, and said that it was a breach of contract to mix him up with such villainous company, and that it was poisonous and pernicious and infamous and shameful, and I don’t know what else. At this time the coach was ready and the coachman impatient, and we were all preparing to get up, and the prisoners had come over with their keeper—bringing with them that curious flavour of bread-poultice, baize, rope-yarn, and hearthstone, which attends the convict presence.
  


  
    ‘Don’t take it so much amiss, sir,’ pleaded the keeper to the angry passenger; ‘I’ll sit next you myself. I’ll put ’em on the outside of the row. They won’t interfere with you, sir. You needn’t know they’re there.’
  


  
    ‘And don’t blame me,’ growled the convict I had recognised. ‘I don’t want to go. I am quite ready to stay behind. As fur as I am concerned any one’s welcome to my place.’
  


  
    ‘Or mine,’ said the other, gruffly. ‘I wouldn’t have incommoded none of you, if I’d a had my way.’ Then, they both laughed, and began cracking nuts, and spitting the shells about.—As I really think I should have liked to do myself, if I had been in their place and so despised.
  


  
    At length, it was voted that there was no help for the angry gentleman, and that he must either go in his chance company or remain behind. So he got into his place, still making complaints, and the keeper got into the place next him, and the convicts hauled themselves up as well as they could, and the convict I had recognised sat behind me with his breath on the hair of my head.
  


  
    ‘Good-bye, Handel!’ Herbert called out as we started. I thought what a blessed fortune it was, that he had found another name for me than Pip.
  


  
    It is impossible to express with what acuteness I felt the convict’s breathing, not only on the back of my head, but all along my spine. The sensation was like being touched in the marrow with some pungent and searching acid, and it set my very teeth on edge. He seemed to have more breathing business to do than another man, and to make more noise in doing it; and I was conscious of growing high-shouldered on one side, in my shrinking endeavours to fend him off.
  


  
    The weather was miserably raw, and the two cursed the cold. It made us all lethargic before we had gone far, and when we had left the Half-way House behind, we habitually dozed and shivered and were silent. I dozed off, myself, in considering the question whether I ought to restore a couple of pounds sterling to this creature before losing sight of him, and how it could best be done. In the act of dipping forward as if I were going to bathe among the horses, I woke in a fright and took the question up again.
  


  
    But I must have lost it longer than I had thought, since, although I could recognise nothing in the darkness and the fitful lights and shadows of our lamps, I traced marsh country in the cold damp wind that blew at us. Cowering forward for warmth and to make me a screen against the wind, the convicts were closer to me than before. The very first words I heard them interchange as I became conscious, were the words of my own thought, ‘Two One-Pound notes.’
  


  
    ‘How did he get ’em?’ said the convict I had never seen.
  


  
    ‘How should I know?’ returned the other. ‘He had ’em stowed away somehows. Giv him by friends, I expect.’
  


  
    ‘I wish,’ said the other, with a bitter curse upon the cold, ‘that I had ’em here.’
  


  
    ‘Two one-pound notes, or friends?’
  


  
    ‘Two one-pound notes. I’d sell all the friends I ever had, for one, and think it a blessed good bargain. Well? So he says?——?’
  


  
    ‘So he says,’ resumed the convict I had recognised—‘it was all said and done in half a minute, behind a pile of timber in the Dockyard—“You’re a going to be discharged!” Yes, I was. Would I find out that boy that had fed him and kep his secret, and give him them two one-pound notes? Yes, I would. And I did.’
  


  
    ‘More fool you,’ growled the other. ‘I’d have spent ’em on a Man, in wittles and drink. He must have been a green one. Mean to say he knowed nothing of you?’
  


  
    ‘Not a ha’porth. Different gangs and different ships. He was tried again for prison-breaking, and got made a Lifer.’
  


  
    ‘And was that—Honour!—the only time you worked out, in this part of the country?’
  


  
    ‘The only time.’
  


  
    ‘What might have been your opinion of the place?’
  


  
    ‘A most beastly place. Mudbank, mist, swamp, and work: work, swamp, mist, and mudbank.’
  


  
    They both execrated the place in very strong language, and gradually growled themselves out, and had nothing left to say.
  


  
    After overhearing this dialogue, I should assuredly have got down and been left in the solitude and darkness of the highway, but for feeling certain that the man had no suspicion of my identity. Indeed, I was not only so changed in the course of nature, but so differently dressed and so differently circumstanced, that it was not at all likely he could have known me without accidental help. Still, the coincidence of our being together on the coach, was sufficiently strange to fill me with a dread that some other coincidence might at any moment connect me, in his hearing, with my name. For this reason, I resolved to alight as soon as we touched the town, and put myself out of his hearing. This device I executed successfully. My little portmanteau was in the boot under my feet; I had but to turn a hinge to get it out; I threw it down before me, got down after it, and was left at the first lamp on the first stones of the town pavement. As to the convicts, they went their way with the coach, and I knew at what point they would be spirited off to the river. In my fancy, I saw the boat with its convict crew waiting for them at the slime-washed stairs,—again heard the gruff ‘Give way, you!’ like an order to dogs—again saw the wicked Noah’s Ark lying out on the black water.
  


  
    I could not have said what I was afraid of, for my fear was altogether undefined and vague, but there was great fear upon me. As I walked on to the hotel, I felt that a dread, much exceeding the mere apprehension of a painful or disagreeable recognition, made me tremble. I am confident that it took no distinctness of shape, and that it was the revival for a few minutes of the terror of childhood.
  


  
    The coffee-room at the Blue Boar was empty, and I had not only ordered my dinner there, but had sat down to it, before the waiter knew me. As soon as he had apologised for the remissness of his memory, he asked me if he should send Boots for Mr. Pumblechook?
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I, ‘certainly not.’
  


  
    The waiter (it was he who had brought up the Great Remonstrance from the Commercials on the day when I was bound) appeared surprised, and took the earliest opportunity of putting a dirty old copy of a local newspaper so directly in my way, that I took it up and read this paragraph:
  


  
    ‘Our readers will learn, not altogether without interest, in reference to the recent romantic rise in fortune of a young artificer in iron of this neighbourhood (what a theme, by the way, for the magic pen of our as yet not universally acknowledged townsman TOOBY, the poet of our columns!) that the youth’s earliest patron, companion, and friend, was a highly-respected individual not entirely unconnected with the corn and seed trade, and whose eminently convenient and commodious business premises are situate within a hundred miles of the High-street. It is not wholly irrespective of our personal feelings that we record HIM as the Mentor of our young Telemachus, for it is good to know that our town produced the founder of the latter’s fortunes. Does the thought-contracted brow of the local Sage or the lustrous eye of local Beauty inquire whose fortunes? We believe that Quintin Matsys was the BLACKSMITH of Antwerp. VERB. SAP.’
  


  
    I entertain a conviction, based upon large experience, that if in the days of my prosperity I had gone to the North Pole, I should have met somebody there, wandering Esquimaux or civilised man, who would have told me that Pumblechook was my earliest patron and the founder of my fortunes.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXIX
  


  
    BETIMES in the morning I was up and out. It was too early yet to go to Miss Havisham’s, so I loitered into the country on Miss Havisham’s side of town—which was not Joe’s side; I could go there to-morrow—thinking about my patroness, and painting brilliant pictures of her plans for me.
  


  
    She had adopted Estella, she had as good as adopted me, and it could not fail to be her intention to bring us together. She reserved it for me to restore the desolate house, admit the sunshine into the dark rooms, set the clocks a going and the cold hearths a blazing, tear down the cobwebs, destroy the vermin—in short, do all the shining deeds of the young Knight of romance, and marry the Princess. I had stopped to look at the house as I passed; and its seared red brick walls, blocked windows, and strong green ivy clasping even the stacks of chimneys with its twigs and tendons, as if with sinewy old arms, had made up a rich attractive mystery, of which I was the hero. Estella was the inspiration of it, and the heart of it, of course. But, though she had taken such strong possession of me, though my fancy and my hope were so set upon her, though her influence on my boyish life and character had been all-powerful, I did not, even that romantic morning, invest her with any attributes save those she possessed. I mention this in this place, of a fixed purpose, because it is the clue by which I am to be followed into my poor labyrinth. According to my experience, the conventional notion of a lover cannot be always true. The unqualified truth is, that when I loved Estella with the love of a man, I loved her simply because I found her irresistible. Once for all; I knew to my sorrow, often and often, if not always, that I loved her against reason, against promise, against peace, against hope, against happiness, against all discouragement that could be. Once for all; I loved her none the less because I knew it, and it had no more influence in restraining me, than if I had devoutly believed her to be human perfection.
  


  
    I so shaped out my walk as to arrive at the gate at my old time. When I had rung at the bell with an unsteady hand, I turned my back upon the gate, while I tried to get my breath and keep the beating of my heart moderately quiet. I heard the side door open, and steps come across the court-yard; but I pretended not to hear, even when the gate swung on its rusty hinges.
  


  
    Being at last touched on the shoulder, I started and turned. I started much more naturally then, to find myself confronted by a man in a sober grey dress. The last man I should have expected to see in that place of porter at Miss Havisham’s door.
  


  
    ‘Orlick!’
  


  
    ‘Ah, young master, there’s more changes than yours. But come in, come in. It’s opposed to my orders to hold the gate open.’
  


  
    I entered and he swung it, and locked it, and took the key out. ‘Yes!’ said he, facing round, after doggedly preceding me a few steps towards the house. ‘Here I am!’
  


  
    ‘How did you come here?’
  


  
    ‘I come here,’ he retorted, ‘on my legs. I had my box brought alongside me in a barrow.’
  


  
    ‘Are you here for good?’
  


  
    ‘I ain’t here for harm, young master, I suppose.’
  


  
    I was not so sure of that. I had leisure to entertain the retort in my mind, while he slowly lifted his heavy glance from the pavement, up my legs and arms, to my face.
  


  
    ‘Then you have left the forge?’ I said.
  


  
    ‘Do this look like a forge?’ replied Orlick, sending his glance all round him with an air of injury. ‘Now, do it look like it?’
  


  
    I asked him how long he had left Gargery’s forge?
  


  
    ‘One day is so like another here,’ he replied, ‘that I don’t know without casting it up. However, I come here some time since you left.’
  


  
    ‘I could have told you that, Orlick.’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ said he, drily. ‘But then you’ve got to be a scholar.’
  


  
    By this time we had come to the house, where I found his room to be one just within the side door, with a little window in it looking on the courtyard. In its small proportions, it was not unlike the kind of place usually assigned to a gate-porter in Paris. Certain keys were hanging on the wall, to which he now added the gate-key; and his patchwork-covered bed was in a little inner division or recess. The whole had a slovenly, confined and sleepy look, like a cage for a human dormouse: while he, looming dark and heavy in the shadow of a corner by the window, looked like the human dormouse for whom it was fitted up—as indeed he was.
  


  
    ‘I never saw this room before,’ I remarked; ‘but there used to be no Porter here.’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said he; ‘not till it got about that there was no protection on the premises, and it come to be considered dangerous, with convicts and Tag and Rag and Bobtail going up and down. And then I was recommended to the place as a man who could give another man as good as he brought, and I took it. It’s easier than bellowsing and hammering.—That’s loaded, that is.’
  


  
    My eye had been caught by a gun with a brass-bound stock over the chimney-piece, and his eye had followed mine.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ said I, not desirous of more conversation, ‘shall I go up to Miss Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘Burn me, if I know!’ he retorted, first stretching himself and then shaking himself; ‘my orders ends here, young master. I give this here bell a rap with this here hammer, and you go on along the passage till you meet somebody.’
  


  
    ‘I am expected, I believe?’
  


  
    ‘Burn me twice over, if I can say!’ said he.
  


  
    Upon that I turned down the long passage which I had first trodden in my thick boots, and he made his bell sound. At the end of the passage, while the bell was still reverberating, I found Sarah Pocket: who appeared to have now become constitutionally green and yellow by reason of me.
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ said she. ‘You, is it, Mr. Pip?’
  


  
    ‘It is, Miss Pocket. I am glad to tell you that Mr. Pocket and family are all well.’
  


  
    ‘Are they any wiser?’ said Sarah, with a dismal shake of the head; ‘they had better be wiser than well. Ah, Matthew, Matthew! You know your way, sir?’
  


  
    Tolerably, for I had gone up the staircase in the dark, many a time. I ascended it now, in lighter boots than of yore, and tapped in my old way at the door of Miss Havisham’s room. ‘Pip’s rap,’ I heard her say, immediately; ‘come in, Pip.’
  


  
    She was in her chair near the old table, in the old dress, with her two hands crossed on her stick, her chin resting on them, and her eyes on the fire. Sitting near her, with the white shoe, that had never been worn, in her hand, and her head bent as she looked at it, was an elegant lady whom I had never seen.
  


  
    ‘Come in, Pip,’ Miss Havisham continued to mutter, without looking round or up; ‘come in, Pip; how do you do, Pip? so you kiss my hand as if I were a queen, eh?——Well?’
  


  
    She looked up at me suddenly, only moving her eyes, and repeated in a grimly playful manner,
  


  
    ‘Well?’
  


  
    ‘I heard, Miss Havisham,’ said I, rather at a loss, ‘that you were so kind as to wish me to come and see you, and I came directly.’
  


  
    ‘Well?’
  


  
    The lady, whom I had never seen before, lifted up her eyes and looked archly at me, and then I saw that the eyes were Estella’s eyes. But she was so much changed, was so much more beautiful, so much more womanly, in all things winning admiration, had made such wonderful advance, that I seemed to have made none. I fancied, as I looked at her, that I slipped hopelessly back into the coarse and common boy again. O the sense of distance and disparity that came upon me, and the inaccessibility that came about her !
  


  
    She gave me her hand. I stammered something about the pleasure I felt in seeing her again, and about my having looked forward to it for a long, long time.
  


  
    ‘Do you find her much changed, Pip?’ asked Miss Havisham, with her greedy look, and striking her stick upon a chair that stood between them, as a sign to me to sit down there.
  


  
    ‘When I came in, Miss Havisham, I thought there was nothing of Estella in the face or figure; but now it all settles down so curiously into the old——’
  


  
    ‘What? You are not going to say into the old Estella?’ Miss Havisham interrupted. ‘She was proud and insulting, and you wanted to go away from her. Don’t you remember?’
  


  
    I said confusedly that that was long ago, and that I knew no better then, and the like. Estella smiled with perfect composure, and said she had no doubt of my having been quite right, and of her having been very disagreeable.
  


  
    ‘Is he changed?’ Miss Havisham asked her.
  


  
    ‘Very much,’ said Estella, looking at me.
  


  
    ‘Less coarse and common?’ said Miss Havisham, playing with Estella’s hair.
  


  
    Estella laughed, and looked at the shoe in her hand, and laughed again, and looked at me, and put the shoe down. She treated me as a boy still, but she lured me on.
  


  
    We sate in the dreamy room among the old strange influences which had so wrought upon me, and I learnt that she had but just come home from France, and that she was going to London. Proud and wilful as of old, she had brought those qualities into such subjection to her beauty that it was impossible and out of nature—or I thought so—to separate them from her beauty. Truly it was impossible to dissociate her presence from all those wretched hankerings after money and gentility that had disturbed my boyhood—from all those ill-regulated aspirations that had first made me ashamed of home and Joe—from all those visions that had raised her face in the glowing fire, struck it out of the iron on the anvil, extracted it from the darkness of night to look in at the wooden window of the forge and flit away. In a word, it was impossible for me to separate her, in the past or in the present, from the innermost life of my life.
  


  
    It was settled that I should stay there all the rest of the day, and return to the hotel at night, and to London to-morrow. When we had conversed for a while, Miss Havisham sent us two out to walk in the neglected garden: on our coming in by-and-by, she said I should wheel her about a little, as in times of yore.
  


  
    So, Estella and I went out into the garden by the gate through which I had strayed to my encounter with the pale young gentleman, now Herbert; I, trembling in spirit and worshipping the very hem of her dress; she, quite composed and most decidedly not worshipping the hem of mine. As we drew near to the place of encounter, she stopped and said:
  


  
    ‘I must have been a singular little creature to hide and see that fight that day: but I did, and I enjoyed it very much.’
  


  
    ‘You rewarded me very much.’
  


  
    ‘Did I?’ she replied, in an incidental and forgetful way. ‘I remember I entertained a great objection to your adversary, because I took it ill that he should be brought here to pester me with his company.’
  


  
    ‘He and I are great friends now.’
  


  
    ‘Are you? I think I recollect though, that you read with his father?’
  


  
    ‘Yes.’
  


  
    I made the admission with reluctance, for it seemed to have a boyish look, and she already treated me more than enough like a boy.
  


  
    ‘Since your change of fortune and prospects, you have changed your companions,’ said Estella.
  


  
    ‘Naturally,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘And necessarily,’ she added, in a haughty tone; ‘what was fit company for you once, would be quite unfit company for you now.’
  


  
    In my conscience, I doubt very much whether I had any lingering intention left of going to see Joe; but if I had, this observation put it to flight.
  


  
    ‘You had no idea of your impending good fortune, in those times?’ said Estella, with a slight wave of her hand, signifying the fighting times.
  


  
    ‘Not the least.’
  


  
    The air of completeness and superiority with which she walked at my side, and the air of youthfulness and submission with which I walked at hers, made a contrast that I strongly felt. It would have rankled in me more than it did, if I had not regarded myself as eliciting it by being so set apart for her and assigned to her.
  


  
    The garden was too overgrown and rank for walking in with ease, and after we had made the round of it twice or thrice, we came out again into the brewery yard. I showed her to a nicety where I had seen her walking on the casks, that first old day, and she said with a cold and careless look in that direction, ‘Did I?’ I reminded her where she had come out of the house and given me my meat and drink, and she said, ‘I don’t remember.’ ‘Not remember that you made me cry?’ said I. ‘No,’ said she, and shook her head and looked about her. I verily believe that her not remembering and not minding in the least, made me cry again, inwardly—and that is the sharpest crying of all.
  


  
    ‘You must know,’ said Estella, condescending to me as a brilliant and beautiful woman might, ‘that I have no heart—if that has anything to do with my memory.’
  


  
    I got through some jargon to the effect that I took the liberty of doubting that. That I knew better. That there could be no such beauty without it.
  


  
    ‘Oh! I have a heart to be stabbed in or shot in, I have no doubt,’ said Estella, ‘and, of course, if it ceased to beat I should cease to be. But you know what I mean. I have no softness there, no—sympathy—sentiment—nonsense.’
  


  
    What was it that was borne in upon my mind when she stood still and looked attentively at me? Anything that I had seen in Miss Havisham? No. In some of her looks and gestures there was that tinge of resemblance to Miss Havisham which may often be noticed to have been acquired by children, from grown persons with whom they have been much associated and secluded, and which, when childhood is passed, will produce a remarkable occasional likeness of expression between faces that are otherwise quite different. And yet I could not trace this to Miss Havisham. I looked again, and though she was still looking at me, the suggestion was gone.
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    What was it?
  


  
    ‘I am serious,’ said Estella, not so much with a frown (for her brow was smooth) as with a darkening of her face; ‘if we are to be thrown much together, you had better believe it at once. No!’ imperiously stopping me as I opened my lips. ‘I have not bestowed my tenderness anywhere. I have never had any such thing.’
  


  
    In another moment we were in the brewery so long disused, and she pointed to the high gallery where I had seen her going out on that same first day, and told me she remembered to have been up there, and to have seen me standing scared below. As my eyes followed her white hand, again the same dim suggestion that I could not possibly grasp, crossed me. My involuntary start occasioned her to lay her hand upon my arm. Instantly the ghost passed once more and was gone.
  


  
    What was it?
  


  
    ‘What is the matter?’ asked Estella. ‘Are you scared again?’
  


  
    ‘I should be if I believed what you said just now,’ I replied, to turn it off.
  


  
    ‘Then you don’t? Very well. It is said, at any rate. Miss Havisham will soon be expecting you at your old post, though I think that might be laid aside now, with other old belongings. Let us make one more round of the garden, and then go in. Come! You shall not shed tears for my cruelty to-day; you shall be my Page, and give me your shoulder.’
  


  
    Her handsome dress had trailed upon the ground. She held it in one hand now, and with the other lightly touched my shoulder as we walked. We walked round the ruined garden twice or thrice more, and it was all in bloom for me. If the green and yellow growth of weed in the chinks of the old wall had been the most precious flowers that ever blew, it could not have been more cherished in my remembrance.
  


  
    There was no discrepancy of years between us, to remove her far from me; we were of nearly the same age, though of course the age told for more in her case than in mine; but the air of inaccessibility which her beauty and her manner gave her, tormented me in the midst of my delight, and at the height of the assurance I felt that our patroness had chosen us for one another. Wretched boy!
  


  
    At last we went back into the house, and there I heard, with surprise, that my guardian had come down to see Miss Havisham on business, and would come back to dinner. The old wintry branches of chandeliers in the room where the mouldering table was spread, had been lighted while we were out, and Miss Havisham was in her chair and waiting for me.
  


  
    It was like pushing the chair itself back into the past, when we began the old slow circuit round about the ashes of the bridal feast. But, in the funereal room, with that figure of the grave fallen back in the chair fixing its eyes upon her, Estella looked more bright and beautiful than before, and I was under stronger enchantment.
  


  
    The time so melted away, that our early dinner-hour drew close at hand, and Estella left us to prepare herself. We had stopped near the centre of the long table, and Miss Havisham, with one of her withered arms stretched out of the chair, rested that clenched hand upon the yellow cloth. As Estella looked back over her shoulder before going out at the door, Miss Havisham kissed that hand to her, with a ravenous intensity that was of its kind quite dreadful.
  


  
    Then, Estella being gone and we two left alone, she turned to me and said in a whisper:
  


  
    ‘Is she beautiful, graceful, well-grown? Do you admire her?’
  


  
    ‘Everybody must who sees her, Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    She drew an arm round my neck, and drew my head close down to hers as she sat in the chair. ‘Love her, love her, love her! How does she use you?’
  


  
    Before I could answer (if I could have answered so difficult a question at all), she repeated, ‘Love her, love her, love her ! If she favours you, love her. If she wounds you, love her. If she tears your heart to pieces—and as it gets older and stronger it will tear deeper—love her, love her!’
  


  
    Never had I seen such passionate eagerness as was joined to her utterance of these words. I could feel the muscles of the thin arm round my neck, swell with the vehemence that possessed her.
  


  
    ‘Hear me, Pip! I adopted her to be loved. I bred her and educated her, to be loved. I developed her into what she is, that she might be loved. Love her!’
  


  
    She said the word often enough, and there could be no doubt that she meant to say it; but if the often repeated word had been hate instead of love—despair—revenge—dire death—it could not have sounded from her lips more like a curse.
  


  
    ‘I’ll tell you,’ said she, in the same hurried passionate whisper, ‘what real love is. It is blind devotion, unquestioning self-humiliation, utter submission, trust and belief against yourself and against the whole world, giving up your whole heart and soul to the smiter—as I did!’
  


  
    When she came to that, and to a wild cry that followed that, I caught her round the waist. For she rose up in the chair, in her shroud of a dress, and struck at the air as if she would as soon have struck herself against the wall and fallen dead.
  


  
    All this passed in a few seconds. As I drew her down into her chair, I was conscious of a scent that I knew, and turning, saw my guardian in the room.
  


  
    He always carried (I have not yet mentioned it, I think) a pocket-handkerchief of rich silk and of imposing proportions, which was of great value to him in his profession. I have seen him so terrify a client or a witness by ceremoniously unfolding this pocket-handkerchief as if he were immediately going to blow his nose, and then pausing, as if he knew he should not have time to do it, before such client or witness committed himself, that the self-committal has followed directly, quite as a matter of course. When I saw him in the room he had this expressive pocket-handkerchief in both hands, and was looking at us. On meeting my eye, he said plainly, by a momentary and silent pause in that attitude, ‘Indeed? Singular!’ and then put the handkerchief to its right use with wonderful effect.
  


  
    Miss Havisham had seen him as soon as I, and was (like everybody else) afraid of him. She made a strong attempt to compose herself, and stammered that he was as punctual as ever.
  


  
    ‘As punctual as ever,’ he repeated, coming up to us. ‘(How do you do, Pip? Shall I give you a ride, Miss Havisham? Once round?) And so you are here, Pip?’
  


  
    I told him when I had arrived, and how Miss Havisham wished me to come and see Estella. To which he replied, ‘Ah ! Very fine young lady!’ Then he pushed Miss Havisham in her chair before him, with one of his large hands, and put the other in his trousers-pocket as if the pocket were full of secrets.
  


  
    ‘Well, Pip! How often have you seen Miss Estella before?’ said he, when he came to a stop.
  


  
    ‘How often?’
  


  
    ‘Ah! How many times? Ten thousand times?’
  


  
    ‘Oh! Certainly not so many.’
  


  
    ‘Twice?’
  


  
    ‘Jaggers,’ interposed Miss Havisham, much to my relief; ‘leave my Pip alone, and go with him to your dinner.’
  


  
    He complied, and we groped our way down the dark stairs together. While we were still on our way to those detached apartments across the paved yard at the back, he asked me how often I had seen Miss Havisham eat and drink; offering me a breadth of choice, as usual, between a hundred times and once.
  


  
    I considered, and said, ‘Never.’
  


  
    ‘And never will, Pip,’ he retorted, with a frowning smile. ‘She has never allowed herself to be seen doing either, since she lived this present life of hers. She wanders about in the night, and then lays hands on such food as she takes.’
  


  
    ‘Pray, sir,’ said I, ‘may I ask you a question?’
  


  
    ‘You may,’ said he, ‘and I may decline to answer it. Put your question.’
  


  
    ‘Estella’s name, is it Havisham or––?’ I had nothing to add.
  


  
    ‘Or what?’ said he.
  


  
    ‘Is it Havisham?’
  


  
    ‘It is Havisham.’
  


  
    This brought us to the dinner-table, where she and Sarah Pocket awaited us. Mr. Jaggers presided, Estella sat opposite to him, I faced my green and yellow friend. We dined very well, and were waited on by a maid-servant whom I had never seen in all my comings and goings, but who, for anything I know, had been in that mysterious house the whole time. After dinner a bottle of choice old port was placed before my guardian (he was evidently well acquainted with the vintage), and the two ladies left us.
  


  
    Anything to equal the determined reticence of Mr. Jaggers under that roof I never saw elsewhere, even in him. He kept his very looks to himself, and scarcely directed his eyes to Estella’s face once during dinner. When she spoke to him, he listened, and in due course, answered, but never looked at her that I could see. On the other hand, she often looked at him, with interest and curiosity, if not distrust, but his face never showed the least consciousness. Throughout dinner he took a dry delight in making Sarah Pocket greener and yellower, by often referring in conversation with me to my expectations: but here, again, he showed no consciousness, and even made it appear that he extorted—and even did extort, though I don’t know how—those references out of my innocent self.
  


  
    And when he and I were left alone together, he sat with an air upon him of general lying by in consequence of information he possessed, that really was too much for me. He cross-examined his very wine when he had nothing else in hand. He held it between himself and the candle, tasted the port, rolled it in his mouth, swallowed it, looked at his glass again, smelt the port, tried it, drank it, filled again, and cross-examined the glass again, until I was as nervous as if I had known the wine to be telling him something to my disadvantage. Three or four times I feebly thought I would start conversation; but whenever he saw me going to ask him anything, he looked at me with his glass in his hand, and rolling his wine about in his mouth, as if requesting me to take notice that it was of no use, for he couldn’t answer.
  


  
    I think Miss Pocket was conscious that the sight of me involved her in the danger of being goaded to madness, and perhaps tearing off her cap—which was a very hideous one, in the nature of a muslin mop—and strewing the ground with her hair—which assuredly had never grown on her head. She did not appear when we afterwards went up to Miss Havisham’s room, and we four played at whist. In the interval, Miss Havisham, in a fantastic way, had put some of the most beautiful jewels from her dressing-table into Estella’s hair, and about her bosom and arms; and I saw even my guardian look at her from under his thick eyebrows, and raise them a little when her loveliness was before him, with those rich flushes of glitter and colour in it.
  


  
    Of the manner and extent to which he took our trumps into custody, and came out with mean little cards at the ends of hands, before which the glory of our Kings and Queens was utterly abased, I say nothing; nor, of the feeling that I had, respecting his looking upon us personally in the light of three very obvious and poor riddles that he had found out long ago. What I suffered from, was the incompatibility between his cold presence and my feelings towards Estella. It was not that I knew I could never bear to speak to him about her, that I knew I could never bear to hear him creak his boots at her, that I knew I could never bear to see him wash his hands of her; it was, that my admiration should be within a foot or two of him—it was, that my feelings should be in the same place with him—that, was the agonising circumstance.
  


  
    We played until nine o’clock, and then it was arranged that when Estella came to London I should be forewarned of her coming and should meet her at the coach; and then I took leave of her, and touched her and left her.
  


  
    My guardian lay at the Boar in the next room to mine. Far into the night, Miss Havisham’s words, ‘Love her, love her, love her!’ sounded in my ears. I adapted them for my own repetition, and said to my pillow, ‘I love her, I love her, I love her!’ hundreds of times. Then, a burst of gratitude came upon me, that she should be destined for me, once the blacksmith’s boy. Then, I thought if she were, as I feared, by no means rapturously grateful for that destiny yet, when would she begin to be interested in me? When should I awaken the heart within her, that was mute and sleeping now?
  


  
    Ah me! I thought those were high and great emotions. But I never thought there was anything low and small in my keeping away from Joe, because I knew she would be contemptuous of him. It was but a day gone, and Joe had brought the tears into my eyes; they had soon dried, God forgive me ! soon dried.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXX
  


  
    AFTER well considering the matter while I was dressing at the Blue Boar in the morning, I resolved to tell my guardian that I doubted Orlick’s being the right sort of man to fill a post of trust at Miss Havisham’s. ‘Why, of course he is not the right sort of man, Pip,’ said my guardian, comfortably satisfied beforehand on the general head, ‘because the man who fills the post of trust never is the right sort of man.’ It seemed quite to put him in spirits, to find that this particular post was not exceptionally held by the right sort of man, and he listened in a satisfied manner while I told him what knowledge I had of Orlick. ‘Very good, Pip,’ he observed, when I had concluded, ‘I’ll go round presently, and pay our friend off.’ Rather alarmed by this summary action, I was for a little delay, and even hinted that our friend himself might be difficult to deal with. ‘Oh no, he won’t,’ said my guardian, making his pocket-handkerchief-point, with perfect confidence; ‘I should like to see him argue the question with me.’
  


  
    As we were going back together to London by the mid-day coach, and as I breakfasted under such terrors of Pumblechook that I could scarcely hold my cup, this gave me an opportunity of saying that I wanted a walk, and that I would go on along the London-road while Mr. Jaggers was occupied, if he would let the coachman know that I would get into my place when overtaken. I was thus enabled to fly from the Blue Boar immediately after breakfast. By then making a loop of about a couple of miles into the open country at the back of Pumblechook’s premises, I got round into the High-street again, a little beyond that pitfall, and felt myself in comparative security.
  


  
    It was interesting to be in the quiet old town once more, and it was not disagreeable to be here and there suddenly recognised and stared after. One or two of the tradespeople even darted out of their shops, and went a little way down the street before me, that they might turn, as if they had forgotten something, and pass me face to face—on which occasions I don’t know whether they or I made the worse pretence; they of not doing it, or I of not seeing it. Still my position was a distinguished one, and I was not at all dissatisfied with it, until Fate threw me in the way of that unlimited miscreant, Trabb’s boy.
  


  
    Casting my eyes along the street at a certain point of my progress, I beheld Trabb’s boy approaching, lashing himself with an empty blue bag. Deeming that a serene and unconscious contemplation of him would best beseem me, and would be most likely to quell his evil mind, I advanced with that expression of countenance, and was rather congratulating myself on my success, when suddenly the knees of Trabb’s boy smote together, his hair uprose, his cap fell off, he trembled violently in every limb, staggered out into the road, and crying to the populace, ‘Hold me! I’m so frightened!’ feigned to be in a paroxysm of terror and contrition, occasioned by the dignity of my appearance. As I passed him, his teeth loudly chattered in his head, and with every mark of extreme humiliation, he prostrated himself in the dust.
  


  
    This was a hard thing to bear, but this was nothing. I had not advanced another two hundred yards, when, to my inexpressible terror, amazement, and indignation, I again beheld Trabb’s boy approaching. He was coming round a narrow corner. His blue bag was slung over his shoulder, honest industry beamed in his eyes, a determination to proceed to Trabb’s with cheerful briskness was indicated in his gait. With a shock he became aware of me, and was severely visited as before; but this time his motion was rotatory, and he staggered round and round me with knees more afflicted, and with uplifted hands as if beseeching for mercy. His sufferings were hailed with the greatest joy by a knot of spectators, and I felt utterly confounded.
  


  
    I had not got as much further down the street as the post-office, when I again beheld Trabb’s boy shooting round by a back way. This time, he was entirely changed. He wore the blue bag in the manner of my great-coat, and was strutting along the pavement towards me on the opposite side of the street, attended by a company of delighted young friends to whom he from time to time exclaimed, with a wave of his hand, ‘Don’t know yah!’ Words cannot state the amount of aggravation and injury wreaked upon me by Trabb’s boy, when, passing abreast of me, he pulled up his shirt-collar, twined his side-hair, stuck an arm akimbo, and smirked extravagantly by, wriggling his elbows and body, and drawling to his attendants, ‘Don’t know yah, don’t know yah, pon my soul don’t know yah!’ The disgrace attendant on his immediately afterwards taking to crowing and pursuing me across the bridge with crows, as from an exceedingly dejected fowl who had known me when I was a blacksmith, culminated the disgrace with which I left the town, and was, so to speak, ejected by it into the open country.
  


  
    But unless I had taken the life of Trabb’s boy on that occasion, I really do not even now see what I could have done save endure. To have struggled with him in the street, or to have exacted any lower recompense from him than his heart’s best blood, would have been futile and degrading. Moreover, he was a boy whom no man could hurt; an invulnerable and dodging serpent who, when chased into a corner, flew out again between his captor’s legs, scornfully yelping. I wrote, however, to Mr. Trabb by next day’s post, to say that Mr. Pip must decline to deal further with one who could so far forget what he owed to the best interests of society, as to employ a boy who excited Loathing in every respectable mind.
  


  
    The coach, with Mr. Jaggers inside, came up in due time, and I took my box-seat again, and arrived in London safe—but not sound, for my heart was gone. As soon as I arrived, I sent a penitential codfish and barrel of oysters to Joe (as reparation for not having gone myself), and then went on to Barnard’s Inn.
  


  
    I found Herbert dining on cold meat, and delighted to welcome me back. Having despatched the Avenger to the coffee-house for an addition to the dinner, I felt that I must open my breast that very evening to my friend and chum. As confidence was out of the question with the Avenger in the hall, which could merely be regarded in the light of an ante-chamber to the keyhole, I sent him to the Play. A better proof of the severity of my bondage to that task-master could scarcely be afforded, than the degrading shifts to which I was constantly driven to find him employment. So mean is extremity, that I sometimes sent him to Hyde Park Corner to see what o’clock it was.
  


  
    Dinner done and we sitting with our feet upon the fender, I said to Herbert, ‘My dear Herbert, I have something very particular to tell you.’
  


  
    ‘My dear Handel,’ he returned, ‘I shall esteem and respect your confidence.’
  


  
    ‘It concerns myself, Herbert,’ said I, ‘and one other person.’
  


  
    Herbert crossed his feet, looked at the fire with his head on one side, and having looked at it in vain for some time, looked at me because I didn’t go on.
  


  
    ‘Herbert,’ said I, laying my hand upon his knee, ‘I love—I adore—Estella.’
  


  
    Instead of being transfixed, Herbert replied in an easy matter-of-course way, ‘Exactly. Well?’
  


  
    ‘Well, Herbert. Is that all you say? Well?’
  


  
    ‘What next, I mean?’ said Herbert. ‘Of course I know that.’
  


  
    ‘How do you know it?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘How do I know it, Handel? Why, from you.’
  


  
    ‘I never told you.’
  


  
    ‘Told me! You have never told me when you have got your hair cut, but I have had senses to perceive it. You have always adored her, ever since I have known you. You brought your adoration and your portmanteau here, together. Told me! Why, you have always told me all day long. When you told me your own story, you told me plainly that you began adoring her the first time you saw her, when you were very young indeed.’
  


  
    ‘Very well, then,’ said I, to whom this was a new and not unwelcome light, ‘I have never left off adoring her. And she has come back, a most beautiful and most elegant creature. And I saw her yesterday. And if I adored her before, I now doubly adore her.’
  


  
    ‘Lucky for you then, Handel,’ said Herbert, ‘that you are picked out for her and allotted to her. Without encroaching on forbidden ground, we may venture to say, that there can be no doubt between ourselves of that fact. Have you any idea yet, of Estella’s views on the adoration question?’
  


  
    I shook my head gloomily. ‘Oh! She is thousands of miles away, from me,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Patience, my dear Handel: time enough, time enough. But you have something more to say?’
  


  
    ‘I am ashamed to say it,’ I returned, ‘and yet it’s no worse to say it than to think it. You call me a lucky fellow. Of course, I am. I was a blacksmith’s boy but yesterday; I am—what shall I say I am—to-day?’
  


  
    ‘Say, a good fellow, if you want a phrase,’ returned Herbert, smiling, and clapping his hands on the back of mine: ‘a good fellow, with impetuosity and hesitation, boldness and diffidence, action and dreaming, curiously mixed in him.’
  


  
    I stopped for a moment to consider whether there really was this mixture in my character. On the whole, I by no means recognised the analysis, but thought it not worth disputing.
  


  
    ‘When I ask what I am to call myself to-day, Herbert,’ I went on, ‘I suggest what I have in my thoughts. You say I am lucky. I know I have done nothing to raise myself in life, and that Fortune alone has raised me; that is being very lucky. And yet, when I think of Estella––’
  


  
    (‘And when don’t you, you know!’ Herbert threw in, with his eyes on the fire; which I thought kind and sympathetic of him.)
  


  
    ‘—Then, my dear Herbert, I cannot tell you how dependent and uncertain I feel, and how exposed to hundreds of chances. Avoiding forbidden ground, as you did just now, I may still say that on the constancy of one person (naming no person) all my expectations depend. And at the best, how indefinite and unsatisfactory, only to know so vaguely what they are!’ In saying this, I relieved my mind of what had always been there, more or less, though no doubt most since yesterday.
  


  
    ‘Now, Handel,’ Herbert replied, in his gay hopeful way, ‘it seems to me that in the despondency of the tender passion, we are looking into our gift-horse’s mouth with a magnifying-glass. Likewise, it seems to me that, concentrating our attention on the examination, we altogether overlook one of the best points of the animal. Didn’t you tell me that your guardian, Mr. Jaggers, told you in the beginning, that you were not endowed with expectations only? And even if he had not told you so—though that is a very large If, I grant—could you believe that of all men in London, Mr. Jaggers is the man to hold his present relations towards you unless he were sure of his ground?’
  


  
    I said I could not deny that this was a strong point. I said it (people often do so in such cases) like a rather reluctant concession to truth and justice;—as if I wanted to deny it !
  


  
    ‘I should think it was a strong point,’ said Herbert, ‘and I should think you would be puzzled to imagine a stronger; as to the rest, you must bide your guardian’s time, and he must bide his client’s time. You’ll be one-and-twenty before you know where you are, and then perhaps you’ll get some further enlightenment. At all events, you’ll be nearer getting it, for it must come at last.’
  


  
    ‘What a hopeful disposition you have!’ said I, gratefully admiring his cheery ways.
  


  
    ‘I ought to have,’ said Herbert, ‘for I have not much else. I must acknowledge, by-the-bye, that the good sense of what I have just said is not my own, but my father’s. The only remark I ever heard him make on your story was the final one: “The thing is settled and done, or Mr. Jaggers would not be in it.” And now, before I say anything more about my father, or my father’s son, and repay confidence with confidence, I want to make myself seriously disagreeable to you for a moment—positively repulsive.’
  


  
    ‘You won’t succeed,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Oh yes, I shall!’ said he. ‘One, two, three, and now I am in for it. Handel, my good fellow:’ though he spoke in this light tone, he was very much in earnest: ‘I have been thinking since we have been talking with our feet on this fender, that Estella cannot surely be a condition of your inheritance, if she was never referred to by your guardian. Am I right in so understanding what you have told me, as that he never referred to her, directly or indirectly, in any way? Never even hinted, for instance, that your patron might have views as to your marriage ultimately?’
  


  
    ‘Never.’
  


  
    ‘Now, Handel, I am quite free from the flavour of sour grapes, upon my soul and honour ! Not being bound to her, can you not detach yourself from her?—I told you I should be disagreeable.’
  


  
    I turned my head aside, for, with a rush and a sweep, like the old marsh winds coming up from the sea, a feeling like that which had subdued me on the morning when I left the forge, when the mists were solemnly rising, and when I laid my hand upon the village finger-post, smote upon my heart again. There was silence between us for a little while.
  


  
    ‘Yes; but, my dear Handel,’ Herbert went on, as if we had been talking instead of silent, ‘its having been so strongly rooted in the breast of a boy whom nature and circumstances made so romantic, renders it very serious. Think of her bringing-up, and think of Miss Havisham. Think of what she is herself (now I am repulsive and you abominate me). This may lead to miserable things.’
  


  
    ‘I know it, Herbert,’ said I, with my head still turned away, ‘but I can’t help it.’
  


  
    ‘You can’t detach yourself?’
  


  
    ‘No. Impossible!’
  


  
    ‘You can’t try, Handel?’
  


  
    ‘No. Impossible!’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said Herbert, getting up with a lively shake as if he had been asleep, and stirring the fire; ‘now I’ll endeavour to make myself agreeable again!’
  


  
    So, he went round the room and shook the curtains out, put the chairs in their places, tidied the books and so forth that were lying about, looked into the hall, peeped into the letterbox, shut the door, and came back to his chair by the fire; when he sat down, nursing his left leg in both arms.
  


  
    ‘I was going to say a word or two, Handel, concerning my father and my father’s son. I am afraid it is scarcely necessary for my father’s son to remark that my father’s establishment is not particularly brilliant in its housekeeping.’
  


  
    ‘There is always plenty, Herbert,’ said I, to say something encouraging.
  


  
    ‘Oh yes ! and so the dustman says, I believe, with the strongest approval, and so does the marine-store shop in the back street. Gravely, Handel, for the subject is grave enough, you know how it is, as well as I do. I suppose there was a time once, when my father had not given matters up; but if ever there was, the time is gone. May I ask you if you have ever had an opportunity of remarking, down in your part of the country, that the children of not exactly suitable marriages, are always most particularly anxious to be married?’
  


  
    This was such a singular question, that I asked him, in return, ‘Is it so?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t know,’ said Herbert; ‘that’s what I want to know. Because it is decidedly the case with us. My poor sister Charlotte, who was next me and died before she was fourteen, was a striking example. Little Jane is the same. In her desire to be matrimonially established, you might suppose her to have passed her short existence in the perpetual contemplation of domestic bliss. Little Alick in a frock has already made arrangements for his union with a suitable young person at Kew. And, indeed, I think we are all engaged, except the baby.’
  


  
    ‘Then you are?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I am,’ said Herbert; ‘but it’s a secret.’
  


  
    I assured him of my keeping the secret, and begged to be favoured with further particulars. He had spoken so sensibly and feelingly of my weakness, that I wanted to know something about his strength.
  


  
    ‘May I ask the name?’ I said.
  


  
    ‘Name of Clara,’ said Herbert.
  


  
    ‘Live in London?’
  


  
    ‘Yes. Perhaps I ought to mention,’ said Herbert, who had become curiously crestfallen and meek, since we entered on the interesting theme, ‘that she is rather below my mother’s nonsensical family notions. Her father had to do with the victualling of passenger-ships. I think he was a species of purser.’
  


  
    ‘What is he now?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘He’s an invalid now,’ replied Herbert.
  


  
    ‘Living on——?’
  


  
    ‘On the first floor,’ said Herbert. Which was not at all what I meant, for I had intended my question to apply to his means. ‘I have never seen him, for he has always kept his room overhead, since I have known Clara. But I have heard him constantly. He makes tremendous rows—roars, and pegs at the floor with some frightful instrument.’ In looking at me and then laughing heartily, Herbert for the time recovered his usual lively manner.
  


  
    ‘Don’t you expect to see him?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Oh yes, I constantly expect to see him,’ returned Herbert, ‘because I never hear him, without expecting him to come tumbling through the ceiling. But I don’t know how long the rafters may hold.’
  


  
    When he had once more laughed heartily, he became meek again, and told me that the moment he began to realise Capital, it was his intention to marry this young lady. He added as a self-evident proposition, engendering low spirits, ‘But you can’t marry, you know, while you’re looking about you.’
  


  
    As we contemplated the fire, and as I thought what a difficult vision to realise this same Capital sometimes was, I put my hands in my pockets. A folded piece of paper in one of them attracting my attention, I opened it and found it to be the playbill I had received from Joe, relative to the celebrated provincial amateur of Roscian renown. ‘And bless my heart,’ I involuntarily added aloud, ‘it’s to-night!’
  


  
    This changed the subject in an instant, and made us hurriedly resolve to go to the play. So, when I had pledged myself to comfort and abet Herbert in the affair of his heart by all practicable and impracticable means, and when Herbert had told me that his affianced already knew me by reputation, and that I should be presented to her, and when we had warmly shaken hands upon our mutual confidence, we blew out our candles, made up our fire, locked our door, and issued forth in quest of Mr. Wopsle and Denmark.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXI
  


  
    ON our arrival in Denmark, we found the king and queen of that country elevated in two arm-chairs on a kitchen-table, holding a Court. The whole of the Danish nobility were in attendance; consisting of a noble boy in the wash-leather boots of a gigantic ancestor, a venerable Peer with a dirty face, who seemed to have risen from the people late in life, and the Danish chivalry with a comb in its hair and a pair of white silk legs, and presenting on the whole a feminine appearance. My gifted townsman stood gloomily apart, with folded arms, and I could have wished that his curls and forehead had been more probable.
  


  
    Several curious little circumstances transpired as the action proceeded. The late king of the country not only appeared to have been troubled with a cough at the time of his decease, but to have taken it with him to the tomb, and to have brought it back. The royal phantom also carried a ghostly manuscript round its truncheon, to which it had the appearance of occasionally referring, and that, too, with an air of anxiety and a tendency to lose the place of reference which were suggestive of a state of mortality. It was this, I conceive, which led to the Shade’s being advised by the gallery to ‘turn over!’—a recommendation which it took extremely ill. It was likewise to be noted of this majestic spirit that whereas it always appeared with an air of having been out a long time and walked an immense distance, it perceptibly came from a closely-contiguous wall. This occasioned its terrors to be received derisively. The Queen of Denmark, a very buxom lady, though no doubt historically brazen, was considered by the public to have too much brass about her; her chin being attached to her diadem by a broad band of that metal (as if she had a gorgeous toothache), her waist being encircled by another, and each of her arms by another, so that she was openly mentioned as ‘the kettle-drum.’ The noble boy in the ancestral boots, was inconsistent; representing himself, as it were in one breath, as an able seaman, a strolling actor, a gravedigger, a clergyman, and a person of the utmost importance at a Court fencing-match, on the authority of whose practised eye and nice discrimination the finest strokes were judged. This gradually led to a want of toleration for him, and even—on his being detected in holy orders, and declining to perform the funeral service—to the general indignation taking the form of nuts. Lastly, Ophelia was a prey to such slow musical madness, that when, in course of time, she had taken off her white muslin scarf, folded it up, and buried it, a sulky man who had been long cooling his impatient nose against an iron bar in the front row of the gallery, growled, ‘Now the baby’s put to bed, let’s have supper!’ Which, to say the least of it, was out of keeping.
  


  
    Upon my unfortunate townsman all these incidents accumulated with playful effect. Whenever that undecided Prince had to ask a question or state a doubt, the public helped him out with it. As for example; on the question whether ’twas nobler in the mind to suffer, some roared yes, and some no, and some inclining to both opinions said ‘toss up for it;’ and quite a Debating Society arose. When he asked what should such fellows as he do crawling between earth and heaven, he was encouraged with loud cries of ‘Hear, hear!’ When he appeared with his stocking disordered (its disorder expressed, according to usage, by one very neat fold in the top, which I suppose to be always got up with a flat iron), a conversation took place in the gallery respecting the paleness of his leg, and whether it was occasioned by the turn the ghost had given him. On his taking the recorders—very like a little black flute that had just been played in the orchestra and handed out at the door—he was called upon unanimously for Rule Britannia. When he recommended the player not to saw the air thus, the sulky man said, ‘And don’t you do it, neither; you’re a deal worse than him!’ And I grieve to add that peals of laughter greeted Mr. Wopsle on every one of these occasions.
  


  
    But his greatest trials were in the churchyard: which had the appearance of a primeval forest, with a kind of small ecclesiastical wash-house on one side, and a turnpike gate on the other. Mr. Wopsle, in a comprehensive black cloak, being descried entering at the turnpike, the gravedigger was admonished in a friendly way, ‘Look out! Here’s the undertaker a coming, to see how you’re getting on with your work!’ I believe it is well known in a constitutional country that Mr. Wopsle could not possibly have returned the skull, after moralising over it, without dusting his fingers on a white napkin taken from his breast; but even that innocent and indispensable action did not pass without the comment ‘Wai-ter !’ The arrival of the body for interment (in an empty black box with the lid tumbling open), was the signal for a general joy which was much enhanced by the discovery, among the bearers, of an individual obnoxious to identification. The joy attended Mr. Wopsle through his struggle with Laertes on the brink of the orchestra and the grave, and slackened no more until he had tumbled the king off the kitchen-table, and had died by inches from the ankles upward.
  


  
    We had made some pale efforts in the beginning to applaud Mr. Wopsle; but they were too hopeless to be persisted in. Therefore we had sat, feeling keenly for him, but laughing, nevertheless, from ear to ear. I laughed in spite of myself all the time, the whole thing was so droll; and yet I had a latent impression that there was something decidedly fine in Mr. Wopsle’s elocution—not for old associations’ sake, I am afraid, but because it was very slow, very dreary, very up-hill and down-hill, and very unlike any way in which any man in any natural circumstances of life or death ever expressed himself about anything. When the tragedy was over, and he had been called for and hooted, I said to Herbert, ‘Let us go at once, or perhaps we shall meet him.’
  


  
    We made all the haste we could down-stairs, but we were not quick enough either. Standing at the door was a Jewish man with an unnatural heavy smear of eyebrow, who caught my eyes as we advanced, and said, when we came up with him:
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pip and friend?’
  


  
    Identity of Mr. Pip and friend confessed.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Waldengarver,’ said the man, ‘would be glad to have the honour.’
  


  
    ‘Waldengarver?’ I repeated—when Herbert murmured in my ear, ‘Probably Wopsle.’
  


  
    ‘Oh!’ said I. ‘Yes. Shall we follow you?’
  


  
    ‘A few steps, please.’ When we were in a side alley, he turned and asked, ‘How do you think he looked?—I dressed him.’
  


  
    I don’t know what he had looked like, except a funeral; with the addition of a large Danish sun or star hanging round his neck by a blue ribbon, that had given him the appearance of being insured in some extraordinary Fire Office. But I said he had looked very nice.
  


  
    ‘When he come to the grave,’ said our conductor, ‘he showed his cloak beautiful. But, judging from the wing, it looked to me that when he see the ghost in the queen’s apartment, he might have made more of his stockings.’
  


  
    I modestly assented, and we all fell through a little dirty swing door, into a sort of hot packing-case immediately behind it. Here Mr. Wopsle was divesting himself of his Danish garments, and here there was just room for us to look at him over one another’s shoulders, by keeping the packing-case door, or lid, wide open.
  


  
    ‘Gentlemen,’ said Mr. Wopsle, ‘I am proud to see you. I hope, Mr. Pip, you will excuse my sending round. I had the happiness to know you in former times, and the Drama has ever had a claim which has ever been acknowledged, on the noble and the affluent.’
  


  
    Meanwhile, Mr. Waldengarver, in a frightful perspiration, was trying to get himself out of his princely sables.
  


  
    ‘Skin the stockings off, Mr. Waldengarver,’ said the owner of that property, ‘or you’ll bust ’em. Bust ’em, and you’ll bust five-and-thirty shillings. Shakspeare never was complimented with a finer pair. Keep quiet in your chair now, and leave ’em to me.’
  


  
    With that, he went upon his knees, and began to flay his victim; who, on the first stocking coming off, would certainly have fallen over backward with his chair, but for there being no room to fall anyhow.
  


  
    I had been afraid until then to say a word about the play. But then, Mr. Waldengarver looked up at us complacently, and said:
  


  
    ‘Gentlemen, how did it seem to you to go, in front?’
  


  
    Herbert said from behind (at the same time poking me), ‘capitally.’ So I said ‘capitally.’
  


  
    ‘How did you like my reading of the character, gentlemen?’ said Mr. Waldengarver, almost, if not quite, with patronage.
  


  
    Herbert said from behind (again poking me), ‘massive and concrete.’ So I said boldly, as if I had originated it, and must beg to insist upon it, ‘massive and concrete.’
  


  
    ‘I am glad to have your approbation, gentlemen,’ said Mr. Waldengarver, with an air of dignity, in spite of his being ground against the wall at the time, and holding on by the seat of the chair.
  


  
    ‘But I’ll tell you one thing, Mr. Waldengarver,’ said the man who was on his knees, ‘in which you’re out in your reading. Now mind ! I don’t care who says contrary; I tell you so. You’re out in your reading of Hamlet when you get your legs in profile. The last Hamlet as I dressed, made the same mistakes in his reading at rehearsal, till I got him to put a large red wafer on each of his shins, and then at that rehearsal (which was the last) I went in front, sir, to the back of the pit, and whenever his reading brought him into profile, I called out, ‘I don’t see no wafers!’ And at night his reading was lovely.’
  


  
    Mr. Waldengarver smiled at me, as much as to say ‘a faithful dependent—I overlook his folly;’ and then said aloud, ‘My view is a little too classic and thoughtful for them here; but they will improve, they will improve.’
  


  
    Herbert and I said together, Oh, no doubt they would improve.
  


  
    ‘Did you observe, gentlemen,’ said Mr. Waldengarver, ‘that there was a man in the gallery who endeavoured to cast derision on the service—I mean, the representation?’
  


  
    We basely replied that we rather thought we had noticed such a man. I added, ‘He was drunk, no doubt.’
  


  
    ‘Oh dear no, sir,’ said Mr. Wopsle, ‘not drunk. His employer would see to that, sir. His employer would not allow him to be drunk.’
  


  
    ‘You know his employer?’ said I.
  


  
    Mr. Wopsle shut his eyes, and opened them again; performing both ceremonies very slowly. ‘You must have observed, gentlemen,’ said he, ‘an ignorant and a blatant ass, with a rasping throat and a countenance expressive of low malignity, who went through—I will not say sustained—the rôle (if I may use a French expression) of Claudius King of Denmark. That is his employer, gentlemen. Such is the profession!’
  


  
    Without distinctly knowing whether I should have been more sorry for Mr. Wopsle if he had been in despair, I was so sorry for him as it was, that I took the opportunity of his turning round to have his braces put on—which jostled us out at the doorway—to ask Herbert what he thought of having him home to supper? Herbert said he thought it would be kind to do so; therefore I invited him, and he went to Barnard’s with us, wrapped up to the eyes, and we did our best for him, and he sat until two o’clock in the morning, reviewing his success and developing his plans. I forget in detail what they were, but I have a general recollection that he was to begin with reviving the Drama, and to end with crushing it; inasmuch as his decease would leave it utterly bereft and without a chance or hope.
  


  
    Miserably I went to bed after all, and miserably thought of Estella, and miserably dreamed that my expectations were all cancelled, and that I had to give my hand in marriage to Herbert’s Clara, or play Hamlet to Miss Havisham’s Ghost, before twenty thousand people, without knowing twenty words of it.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXII
  


  
    ONE day when I was busy with my books and Mr. Pocket, I received a note by the post, the mere outside of which threw me into a great flutter; for, though I had never seen the handwriting in which it was addressed, I divined whose hand it was. It had no set beginning, as Dear Mr. Pip, or Dear Pip, or Dear Sir, or Dear Anything, but ran thus:
  


  
    ‘I am to come to London the day after to-morrow by the mid-day coach. I believe it was settled you should meet me? At all events Miss Havisham has that impression, and I write in obedience to it. She sends you her regard.—Yours, ESTELLA.’
  


  
    If there had been time, I should probably have ordered several suits of clothes for this occasion; but as there was not, I was fain to be content with those I had. My appetite vanished instantly, and I knew no peace or rest until the day arrived. Not that its arrival brought me either; for, then I was worse than ever, and began haunting the coach-office in Wood-street, Cheapside, before the coach had left the Blue Boar in our town. For all that I knew this perfectly well, I still felt as if it were not safe to let the coach-office be out of my sight longer than five minutes at a time; and in this condition of unreason I had performed the first half-hour of a watch of four or five hours, when Wemmick ran against me.
  


  
    ‘Halloa, Mr. Pip,’ said he, ‘how do you do? I should hardly have thought this was your beat.’
  


  
    I explained that I was waiting to meet somebody who was coming up by coach, and I inquired after the Castle and the Aged.
  


  
    ‘Both flourishing, thankye,’ said Wemmick, ‘and particularly the Aged. He’s in wonderful feather. He’ll be eighty-two next birthday. I have a notion of firing eighty-two times, if the neighbourhood shouldn’t complain, and that cannon of mine should prove equal to the pressure. However, this is not London talk. Where do you think I am going to?’
  


  
    ‘To the office,’ said I, for he was tending in that direction.
  


  
    ‘Next thing to it,’ returned Wemmick, ‘I am going to Newgate. We are in a banker’s-parcel case just at present, and I have been down the road taking a squint at the scene of action, and thereupon must have a word or two with our client.’
  


  
    ‘Did your client commit the robbery?’ I asked.
  


  
    ‘Bless your soul and body, no,’ answered Wemmick, very drily. ‘But he is accused of it. So might you or I be. Either of us might be accused of it, you know.’
  


  
    ‘Only neither of us is,’ I remarked.
  


  
    ‘Yah!’ said Wemmick, touching me on the breast with his forefinger; ‘you’re a deep one, Mr. Pip! Would you like to have a look at Newgate? Have you time to spare?’
  


  
    I had so much time to spare that the proposal came as a relief, notwithstanding its irreconcilability with my latent desire to keep my eye on the coach-office. Muttering that I would make the inquiry whether I had time to walk with him, I went into the office, and ascertained from the clerk with the nicest precision and much to the trying of his temper, the earliest moment at which the coach could be expected—which I knew beforehand, quite as well as he. I then rejoined Mr. Wemmick, and affecting to consult my watch and to be surprised by the information I had received, accepted his offer.
  


  
    We were at Newgate in a few minutes, and we passed through the lodge where some fetters were hanging up on the bare walls among the prison rules, into the interior of the jail. At that time, jails were much neglected, and the period of exaggerated reaction consequent on all public wrong-doing—and which is always its heaviest and longest punishment—was still far off. So, felons were not lodged and fed better than soldiers (to say nothing of paupers), and seldom set fire to their prisons with the excusable object of improving the flavour of their soup. It was visiting time when Wemmick took me in; and a potman was going his rounds with beer; and the prisoners, behind bars in yards, were buying beer, and talking to friends; and a frouzy, ugly, disorderly, depressing scene it was.
  


  
    It struck me that Wemmick walked among the prisoners, much as a gardener might walk among his plants. This was first put into my head by his seeing a shoot that had come up in the night, and saying, ‘What, Captain Tom? Are you there? Ah, indeed?’ and also, ‘Is that Black Bill behind the cistern? Why I didn’t look for you these two months; how do you find yourself?’ Equally in his stopping at the bars and attending to anxious whisperers—always singly—Wemmick, with his post-office in an immovable state, looked at them while in conference, as if he were taking particular notice of the advance they had made, since last observed, towards coming out in full blow at their trial.
  


  
    He was highly popular, and I found that he took the familiar department of Mr. Jaggers’s business: though something of the state of Mr. Jaggers hung about him too, forbidding approach beyond certain limits. His personal recognition of each successive client was comprised in a nod, and in his settling his hat a little easier on his head with both hands, and then tightening the post-office, and putting his hands in his pockets. In one or two instances, there was a difficulty respecting the raising of fees, and then Mr. Wemmick, backing as far as possible from the insufficient money produced, said, ‘It’s no use, my boy. I am only a subordinate. I can’t take it. Don’t go on in that way with a subordinate. If you are unable to make up your quantum, my boy, you had better address yourself to a principal; there are plenty of principals in the profession, you know, and what is not worth the while of one, may be worth the while of another; that’s my recommendation to you, speaking as a subordinate. Don’t try on useless measures. Why should you? Now who’s next?’
  


  
    Thus, we walked through Wemmick’s greenhouse, until he turned to me and said, ‘Notice the man I shall shake hands with.’ I should have done so, without the preparation, as he had shaken hands with no one yet.
  


  
    Almost as soon as he had spoken, a portly upright man (whom I can see now, as I write) in a well-worn olive-coloured frock-coat, with a peculiar pallor overspreading the red in his complexion, and eyes that went wandering about when he tried to fix them, came up to a corner of the bars, and put his hand to his hat—which had a greasy and fatty surface like cold broth—with a half-serious and half-jocose military salute.
  


  
    ‘Colonel, to you!’ said Wemmick; ‘how are you, Colonel?’
  


  
    ‘All right, Mr. Wemmick.’
  


  
    ‘Everything was done that could be done, but the evidence was too strong for us, Colonel.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, it was too strong, sir—but I don’t care.’
  


  
    ‘No, no,’ said Wemmick, coolly, ‘you don’t care.’ Then, turning to me, ‘Served His Majesty, this man. Was a soldier in the line and bought his discharge.’
  


  
    I said, ‘Indeed?’ and the man’s eyes looked at me, and then looked over my head, and then looked all round me, and then he drew his hand across his lips and laughed.
  


  
    ‘I think I shall be out of this on Monday, sir,’ he said to Wemmick.
  


  
    ‘Perhaps,’ returned my friend, ‘but there’s no knowing.’
  


  
    ‘I am glad to have the chance of bidding you good-bye, Mr. Wemmick,’ said the man, stretching out his hand between two bars.
  


  
    ‘Thankye,’ said Wemmick, shaking hands with him. ‘Same to you, Colonel.’
  


  
    ‘If what I had upon me when taken, had been real, Mr. Wemmick,’ said the man, unwilling to let his hand go, ‘I should have asked the favour of your wearing another ring—in acknowledgment of your attentions.’
  


  
    ‘I’ll accept the will for the deed,’ said Wemmick. ‘By-the-bye; you were quite a pigeon-fancier.’ The man looked up at the sky. ‘I am told you had a remarkable breed of tumblers. Could you commission any friend of yours to bring me a pair, if you’ve no further use for ’em?’
  


  
    ‘It shall be done, sir.’
  


  
    ‘All right,’ said Wemmick, ‘they shall be taken care of. Good afternoon, Colonel. Good-bye!’ They shook hands again, and as we walked away Wemmick said to me, ‘A Coiner, a very good workman. The Recorder’s report is made to-day, and he is sure to be executed on Monday. Still you see, as far as it goes, a pair of pigeons are portable property, all the same.’ With that he looked back, and nodded at his dead plant, and then cast his eyes about him in walking out of the yard, as if he were considering what other pot would go best in its place.
  


  
    As we came out of the prison through the lodge, I found that the great importance of my guardian was appreciated by the turnkeys, no less than by those whom they held in charge. ‘Well, Mr. Wemmick,’ said the turnkey, who kept us between the two studded and spiked lodge gates, and who carefully locked one before he unlocked the other, ‘what’s Mr. Jaggers going to do with that Waterside murder? Is he going to make it manslaughter, or what is he going to make of it?’
  


  
    ‘Why don’t you ask him?’ returned Wemmick.
  


  
    ‘Oh, yes, I dare say!’ said the turnkey.
  


  
    ‘Now, that’s the way with them here, Mr. Pip.’ remarked Wemmick, turning to me with his post-office elongated. ‘They don’t mind what they ask of me, the subordinate; but you’ll never catch ’em asking any questions of my principal.’
  


  
    ‘Is this young gentleman one of the ’prentices or articled ones of your office?’ asked the turnkey, with a grin at Mr. Wemmick’s humour.
  


  
    ‘There he goes again, you see!’ cried Wemmick, ‘I told you so! Asks another question of the subordinate before the first is dry! Well, supposing Mr. Pip is one of them?’
  


  
    ‘Why then,’ said the turnkey, grinning again, ‘he knows what Mr. Jaggers is.’
  


  
    ‘Yah!’ cried Wemmick, suddenly hitting out at the turnkey in a facetious way, ‘you’re as dumb as one of your own keys when you have to do with my principal, you know you are. Let us out, you old fox, or I’ll get him to bring an action against you for false imprisonment.’
  


  
    The turnkey laughed, and gave us good day, and stood laughing at us over the spikes of the wicket when we descended the steps into the street.
  


  
    ‘Mind you, Mr. Pip,’ said Wemmick, gravely in my ear, as he took my arm to be more confidential; ‘I don’t know that Mr. Jaggers does a better thing than the way in which he keeps himself so high. He’s always so high. His constant height is of a piece with his immense abilities. That Colonel durst no more take leave of him, than that turnkey durst ask him his intentions respecting a case. Then, between his height and them, he slips in his subordinate—don’t you see?—and so he has ’em, soul and body.’
  


  
    I was very much impressed, and not for the first time, by my guardian’s subtlety. To confess the truth, I very heartily wished, and not for the first time, that I had had some other guardian of minor abilities.
  


  
    Mr. Wemmick and I parted at the office in Little Britain, where suppliants for Mr. Jaggers’s notice were lingering about as usual, and I returned to my watch in the street of the coach-office, with some three hours on hand. I consumed the whole time in thinking how strange it was that I should be encompassed by all this taint of prison and crime; that, in my childhood out on our lonely marshes on a winter evening I should have first encountered it; that, it should have reappeared on two occasions, starting out like a stain that was faded but not gone; that, it should in this new way pervade my fortune and advancement. While my mind was thus engaged, I thought of the beautiful young Estella, proud and refined, coming towards me, and I thought with absolute abhorrence of the contrast between the jail and her. I wished that Wemmick had not met me, or that I had not yielded to him and gone with him, so that, of all days in the year on this day, I might not have had Newgate in my breath and on my clothes. I beat the prison dust off my feet as I sauntered to and fro, and I shook it out of my dress, and I exhaled its air from my lungs. So contaminated did I feel, remembering who was coming, that the coach came quickly after all, and I was not yet free from the soiling consciousness of Mr. Wemmick’s conservatory, when I saw her face at the coach window and her hand waving to me.
  


  
    What was the nameless shadow which again in that one instant had passed?
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXIII
  


  
    IN her furred travelling-dress, Estella seemed more delicately beautiful than she had ever seemed yet, even in my eyes. Her manner was more winning than she had cared to let it be to me before, and I thought I saw Miss Havisham’s influence in the change.
  


  
    We stood in the Inn Yard while she pointed out her luggage to me, and when it was all collected I remembered—having forgotten everything but herself in the meanwhile—that I knew nothing of her destination.
  


  
    ‘I am going to Richmond,’ she told me. ‘Our lesson is, that there are two Richmonds, one is Surrey and one in Yorkshire, and that mine is the Surrey Richmond. The distance is ten miles. I am to have a carriage, and you are to take me. This is my purse, and you are to pay my charges out of it. Oh, you must take the purse! We have no choice, you and I, but to obey our instructions. We are not free to follow our own devices, you and I.’
  


  
    As she looked at me in giving me the purse, I hoped there was an inner meaning in her words. She said them slightingly, but not with displeasure.
  


  
    ‘A carriage will have to be sent for, Estella. Will you rest here a little?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, I am to rest here a little, and I am to drink some tea, and you are to take care of me the while.’
  


  
    She drew her arm through mine, as if it must be done, and I requested a waiter who had been staring at the coach like a man who had never seen such a thing in his life, to show us a private sitting-room. Upon that, he pulled out a napkin, as if it were a magic clue without which he couldn’t find the way up-stairs, and led us to the black hole of the establishment: fitted up with a diminishing mirror (quite a superfluous article considering the hole’s proportions), an anchovy sauce-cruet, and somebody’s pattens. On my objecting to this retreat, he took us into another room with a dinner-table for thirty, and in the grate a scorched leaf of a copy-book under a bushel of coal-dust. Having looked at this extinct conflagration and shaken his head, he took my order: which, proving to be merely ‘Some tea for the lady,’ sent him out of the room in a very low state of mind.
  


  
    I was, and I am, sensible that the air of this chamber, in its strong combination of stable with soup-stock, might have led one to infer that the coaching department was not doing well, and that the enterprising proprietor was boiling down the horses for the refreshment department. Yet the room was all in all to me, Estella being in it. I thought that with her I could have been happy there for life. (I was not at all happy there at the time, observe, and I knew it well.)
  


  
    ‘Where are you going to, at Richmond?’ I asked Estella.
  


  
    ‘I am going to live,’ said she, ‘at a great expense, with a lady there, who has the power—or says she has—of taking me about, and introducing me, and showing people to me and showing me to people.’
  


  
    ‘I suppose you will be glad of variety and admiration?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, I suppose so.’
  


  
    She answered so carelessly, that I said, ‘You speak of yourself as if you were some one else.’
  


  
    ‘Where did you learn how I speak of others? Come, come,’ said Estella, smiling delightfully, ‘you must not expect me to go to school to you; I must talk in my own way. How do you thrive with Mr. Pocket?’
  


  
    ‘I live quite pleasantly there; at least——’ It appeared to me that I was losing a chance.
  


  
    ‘At least?’ repeated Estella.
  


  
    ‘As pleasantly as I could anywhere, away from you.’
  


  
    ‘You silly boy,’ said Estella, quite composedly, ‘how can you talk such nonsense? Your friend Mr. Matthew, I believe, is superior to the rest of his family?’
  


  
    ‘Very superior indeed. He is nobody’s enemy——’
  


  
    ‘—Don’t add but his own,’ interposed Estella, ‘for I hate that class of man. But he really is disinterested, and above small jealousy and spite, I have heard?’
  


  
    ‘I am sure I have every reason to say so.’
  


  
    ‘You have not every reason to say so of the rest of his people,’ said Estella, nodding at me with an expression of face that was at once grave and rallying, ‘for they beset Miss Havisham with reports and insinuations to your disadvantage. They watch you, misrepresent you, write letters about you (anonymous sometimes), and you are the torment and occupation of their lives. You can scarcely realise to yourself the hatred those people feel for you.’
  


  
    ‘They do me no harm, I hope?’
  


  
    Instead of answering, Estella burst out laughing. This was very singular to me, and I looked at her in considerable perplexity. When she left off—and she had not laughed languidly, but with real enjoyment—I said, in my diffident way with her:
  


  
    ‘I hope I may suppose that you would not be amused if they did me any harm?’
  


  
    ‘No, no, you may be sure of that,’ said Estella. ‘You may be certain that I laugh because they fail. Oh, those people with Miss Havisham, and the tortures they undergo!’ She laughed again, and even now, when she had told me why, her laughter was very singular to me, for I could not doubt its being genuine, and yet it seemed too much for the occasion. I thought there must really be something more here than I knew; she saw the thought in my mind and answered it.
  


  
    ‘It is not easy for even you,’ said Estella, ‘to know what satisfaction it gives me to see those people thwarted, or what an enjoyable sense of the ridiculous I have when they are made ridiculous. For you were not brought up in that strange house from a mere baby.—I was. You had not your little wits sharpened by their intriguing against you, suppressed and defenceless, under the mask of sympathy and pity and what not, that is soft and soothing.—I had. You did not gradually open your round childish eyes wider and wider to the discovery of that impostor of a woman who calculates her stores of peace of mind for when she wakes up in the night.—I did.’
  


  
    It was no laughing matter with Estella now, nor was she summoning these remembrances from any shallow place. I would not have been the cause of that look of hers, for all my expectations in a heap.
  


  
    ‘Two things I can tell you,’ said Estella. ‘First, notwithstanding the proverb, that constant dropping will wear away a stone, you may set your mind at rest that these people never will—never would in a hundred years—impair your ground with Miss Havisham, in any particular, great or small. Second, I am beholden to you as the cause of their being so busy and so mean in vain, and there is my hand upon it.’
  


  
    As she gave it me playfully—for her darker mood had been but momentary—I held it and put it to my lips. ‘You ridiculous boy,’ said Estella, ‘will you never take warning? Or do you kiss my hand in the same spirit in which I once let you kiss my cheek?’
  


  
    ‘What spirit was that?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I must think a moment. A spirit of contempt for the fawners and plotters.’
  


  
    ‘If I say yes, may I kiss the cheek again?’
  


  
    ‘You should have asked before you touched the hand. But, yes, if you like.’
  


  
    I leaned down, and her calm face was like a statue’s. ‘Now,’ said Estella, gliding away the instant I touched her cheek, ‘you are to take care that I have some tea, and you are to take me to Richmond.’
  


  
    Her reverting to this tone, as if our association were forced upon us and we were mere puppets, gave me pain; but everything in our intercourse did give me pain. Whatever her tone with me happened to be, I could put no trust in it, and build no hope on it; and yet I went on against trust and against hope. Why repeat it a thousand times? So it always was.
  


  
    I rang for the tea, and the waiter, reappearing with his magic clue, brought in by degrees some fifty adjuncts to that refreshment, but of tea not a glimpse. A tea-board, cups and saucers, plates, knives and forks (including carvers), spoons (various), salt-cellars, a meek little muffin confined with the utmost precaution under a strong iron cover, Moses in the bulrushes typified by a soft bit of butter in a quantity of parsley, a pale loaf with a powdered head, two proof impressions of the bars of the kitchen fireplace on triangular bits of bread, and ultimately a fat family urn: which the waiter staggered in with, expressing in his countenance burden and suffering. After a prolonged absence at this stage of the entertainment, he at length came back with a casket of precious appearance containing twigs. These I steeped in hot water, and so from the whole of these appliances extracted one cup of I don’t know what, for Estella.
  


  
    The bill paid, and the waiter remembered, and the ostler not forgotten, and the chambermaid taken into consideration—in a word, the whole house bribed into a state of contempt and animosity, and Estella’s purse much lightened—we got into our post-coach and drove away. Turning into Cheapside and rattling up Newgate-street, we were soon under the walls of which I was so ashamed.
  


  
    ‘What place is that?’ Estella asked me.
  


  
    I made a foolish pretence of not at first recognising it, and then told her. As she looked at it, and drew in her head again, murmuring ‘Wretches!’ I would not have confessed to my visit for any consideration.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Jaggers,’ said I, by way of putting it neatly on somebody else, ‘has the reputation of being more in the secrets of that dismal place than any man in London.’
  


  
    ‘He is more in the secrets of every place, I think,’ said Estella, in a low voice.
  


  
    ‘You have been accustomed to see him often, I suppose?’
  


  
    ‘I have been accustomed to see him at uncertain intervals, ever since I can remember. But I know him no better now, than I did before I could speak plainly. What is your own experience of him? Do you advance with him?’
  


  
    ‘Once habituated to his distrustful manner,’ said I, ‘I have done very well.’
  


  
    ‘Are you intimate?’
  


  
    ‘I have dined with him at his private house.’
  


  
    ‘I fancy,’ said Estella, shrinking, ‘that must be a curious place.’
  


  
    ‘It is a curious place.’
  


  
    I should have been chary of discussing my guardian too freely even with her; but I should have gone on with the subject so far as to describe the dinner in Gerrard-street, if we had not then come into a sudden glare of gas. It seemed, while it lasted, to be all alight and alive with that inexplicable feeling I had had before; and when we were out of it, I was as much dazed for a few moments as if I had been in Lightning.
  


  
    So, we fell into other talk, and it was principally about the way by which we were travelling, and about what parts of London lay on this side of it, and what on that. The great city was almost new to her, she told me, for she had never left Miss Havisham’s neighbourhood until she had gone to France, and she had merely passed through London then in going and returning. I asked her if my guardian had any charge of her while she remained here? To that she emphatically said, ‘God forbid!’ and no more.
  


  
    It was impossible for me to avoid seeing that she cared to attract me; that she made herself winning; and would have won me even if the task had needed pains. Yet this made me none the happier, for, even if she had not taken that tone of our being disposed of by others, I should have felt that she held my heart in her hand because she wilfully chose to do it, and not because it would have wrung any tenderness in her, to crush it and throw it away.
  


  
    When we passed through Hammersmith, I showed her where Mr. Matthew Pocket lived, and said it was no great way from Richmond, and that I hoped I should see her sometimes.
  


  
    ‘Oh yes, you are to see me; you are to come when you think proper; you are to be mentioned to the family; indeed you are already mentioned.’
  


  
    I inquired was it a large household she was going to be a member of?
  


  
    ‘No; there are only two; mother and daughter. The mother is a lady of some station, though not averse to increasing her income.’
  


  
    ‘I wonder Miss Havisham could part with you again so soon.’
  


  
    ‘It is a part of Miss Havisham’s plans for me, Pip,’ said Estella, with a sigh, as if she were tired; ‘I am to write to her constantly and see her regularly, and report how I go on—I and the jewels—for they are nearly all mine now.’
  


  
    It was the first time she had ever called me by my name. Of course she did so purposely, and knew that I should treasure it up.
  


  
    We came to Richmond all too soon, and our destination there was a house by the Green: a staid old house, where hoops and powder and patches, embroidered coats, rolled stockings, ruffles, and swords, had had their court days many a time. Some ancient trees before the house were still cut into fashions as formal and unnatural as the hoops and wigs and stiff skirts; but their own allotted places in the great procession of the dead were not far off, and they would soon drop into them and go the silent way of the rest.
  


  
    A bell with an old voice—which I dare say in its time had often said to the house, Here is the green farthingale, Here is the diamond-hilted sword, Here are the shoes with red heels and the blue solitaire,—sounded gravely in the moonlight, and two cherry-coloured maids came fluttering out to receive Estella. The doorway soon absorbed her boxes, and she gave me her hand and a smile, and said good night, and was absorbed likewise. And still I stood looking at the house, thinking how happy I should be if I lived there with her, and knowing that I never was happy with her, but always miserable.
  


  
    I got into the carriage to be taken back to Hammersmith, and I got in with a bad heart-ache, and I got out with a worse heart-ache. At our own door I found little Jane Pocket coming home from a little party, escorted by her little lover; and I envied her little lover, in spite of his being subject to Flopson.
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    The Flaying of Hamlet (p. 261)
  


  


  
    Mr. Pocket was out lecturing; for he was a most delightful lecturer on domestic economy, and his treatises on the management of children and servants were considered the very best text-books on those themes. But Mrs. Pocket was at home, and was in a little difficulty, on account of the baby’s having been accommodated with a needle-case to keep him quiet during the unaccountable absence (with a relative in the Foot Guards) of Millers. And more needles were missing than it could be regarded as quite wholesome for a patient of such tender years either to apply externally or to take as a tonic.
  


  
    Mr. Pocket being justly celebrated for giving most excellent practical advice, and for having a clear and sound perception of things and a highly judicious mind, I had some notion in my heart-ache of begging him to accept my confidence. But happening to look up at Mrs. Pocket as she sat reading her book of dignities after prescribing Bed as a sovereign remedy for baby, I thought—Well—No, I wouldn’t.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXIV
  


  
    AS I had grown accustomed to my expectations, I had insensibly begun to notice their effect upon myself and those around me. Their influence on my own character I disguised from my recognition as much as possible, but I knew very well that it was not all good. I lived in a state of chronic uneasiness respecting my behaviour to Joe. My conscience was not by any means comfortable about Biddy. When I woke up in the night—like Camilla—I used to think, with a weariness in my spirits, that I should have been happier and better if I had never seen Miss Havisham’s face, and had risen to manhood content to be partners with Joe in the honest old forge. Many a time of an evening, when I sat alone looking at the fire, I thought, after all, there was no fire like the forge fire and the kitchen fire at home.
  


  
    Yet Estella was so inseparable from all my restlessness and disquiet of mind, that I really fell into confusion as to the limits of my own part in its production. That is to say, supposing I had had no expectations, and yet had had Estella to think of, I could not make out to my satisfaction that I should have done much better. Now, concerning the influence of my position on others, I was in no such difficulty, and so I perceived—though dimly enough perhaps—that it was not beneficial to anybody, and, above all, that it was not beneficial to Herbert. My lavish habits led his easy nature into expenses that he could not afford, corrupted the simplicity of his life, and disturbed his peace with anxieties and regrets. I was not at all remorseful for having unwittingly set those other branches of the Pocket family to the poor arts they practised: because such littlenesses were their natural bent, and would have been evoked by anybody else, if I had left them slumbering. But Herbert’s was a very different case, and it often caused me a twinge to think that I had done him evil service in crowding his sparsely-furnished chambers with incongruous upholstery work, and placing the canary-breasted Avenger at his disposal.
  


  
    So now, as an infallible way of making little ease great ease, I began to contract a quantity of debt. I could hardly begin but Herbert must begin too, so he soon followed. At Startop’s suggestion, we put ourselves down for election into a club called the Finches of the Grove: the object of which institution I have never divined, if it were not that the members should dine expensively once a fortnight, to quarrel among themselves as much as possible after dinner, and to cause six waiters to get drunk on the stairs. I know that these gratifying social ends were so invariably accomplished, that Herbert and I understood nothing else to be referred to in the first standing toast of the society: which ran, ‘Gentlemen, may the present promotion of good feeling ever reign predominant among the Finches of the Grove.’
  


  
    The Finches spent their money foolishly (the Hotel we dined at was in Covent Garden), and the first Finch I saw when I had the honour of joining the Grove was Bentley Drummle: at that time floundering about town in a cab of his own, and doing a great deal of damage to the posts at the street corners. Occasionally, he shot himself out of his equipage head-foremost over the apron; and I saw him on one occasion deliver himself at the door of the Grove in this unintentional way—like coals. But here I anticipate a little, for I was not a Finch, and could not be, according to the sacred laws of the society, until I came of age.
  


  
    In my confidence in my own resources, I would willingly have taken Herbert’s expenses on myself; but Herbert was proud, and I could make no such proposal to him. So, he got into difficulties in every direction, and continued to look about him. When we gradually fell into keeping late hours and late company, I noticed that he looked about him with a desponding eye at breakfast-time; that he began to look about him more hopefully about mid-day; that he drooped when he came into dinner; that he seemed to descry Capital in the distance, rather clearly, after dinner; that he all but realised Capital towards midnight; and that about two o’clock in the morning, he became so deeply despondent again as to talk of buying a rifle and going to America, with a general purpose of compelling buffaloes to make his fortune.
  


  
    I was usually at Hammersmith about half the week, and when I was at Hammersmith I haunted Richmond: whereof separately by-and-by. Herbert would often come to Hammersmith when I was there, and I think at those seasons his father would occasionally have some passing perception that the opening he was looking for had not appeared yet. But in the general tumbling up of the family, his tumbling out in life somewhere was a thing to transact itself somehow. In the meantime Mr. Pocket grew greyer, and tried oftener to lift himself out of his perplexities by the hair. While Mrs. Pocket tripped up the family with her footstool, read her book of dignities, lost her pocket-handkerchief, told us about her grandpapa, and taught the young idea how to shoot, by shooting it into bed whenever it attracted her notice.
  


  
    As I am now generalising a period of my life with the object of clearing my way before me, I can scarcely do so better than by at once completing the description of our usual manners and customs at Barnard’s Inn.
  


  
    We spent as much money as we could, and got as little for it as people could make up their minds to give us. We were always more or less miserable, and most of our acquaintance were in the same condition. There was a gay fiction among us that we were constantly enjoying ourselves, and a skeleton truth that we never did. To the best of my belief, our case was in the last aspect a rather common one.
  


  
    Every morning, with an air ever new, Herbert went into the City to look about him. I often paid him a visit in the dark back-room in which he consorted with an ink-jar, a hat-peg, a coal-box, a string-box, an almanack, a desk and stool, and a ruler; and I do not remember that I ever saw him do anything else but look about him. If we all did what we undertake to do, as faithfully as Herbert did, we might live in a Republic of the Virtues. He had nothing else to do, poor fellow, except at a certain hour of every afternoon to ‘go to Lloyd’s’—in observance of a ceremony of seeing his principal, I think. He never did anything else in connexion with Lloyd’s that I could find out, except come back again. When he felt his case unusually serious, and that he positively must find an opening, he would go on ’Change at a busy time, and walk in and out, in a kind of gloomy country dance figure, among the assembled magnates. ‘For,’ says Herbert to me, coming home to dinner on one of those special occasions, ‘I find the truth to be, Handel, that an opening won’t come to one, but one must go to it—so I have been.’
  


  
    If we had been less attached to one another, I think we must have hated one another regularly every morning. I detested the chambers beyond expression at that period of repentance, and could not endure the sight of the Avenger’s livery: which had a more expensive and a less remunerative appearance then, than at any other time in the four-and-twenty hours. As we got more and more into debt, breakfast became a hollower and hollower form, and being on one occasion at breakfast-time threatened (by letter) with legal proceedings, ‘not unwholly unconnected’, as my local paper might put it, ‘with jewellery,’ I went so far as to seize the Avenger by his blue collar and shake him off his feet—so that he was actually in the air, like a booted Cupid—for presuming to suppose that we wanted a roll.
  


  
    At certain times—meaning at uncertain times, for they depended on our humour—I would say to Herbert, as if it were a remarkable discovery:
  


  
    ‘My dear Herbert, we are getting on badly.’
  


  
    ‘My dear Handel,’ Herbert would say to me, in all sincerity, ‘if you will believe me, those very words were on my lips, by a strange coincidence.’
  


  
    ‘Then, Herbert,’ I would respond, ‘let us look into our affairs.’
  


  
    We always derived profound satisfaction from making an appointment for this purpose. I always thought this was business, this was the way to confront the thing, this was the way to take the foe by the throat. And I know Herbert thought so too.
  


  
    We ordered something rather special for dinner, with a bottle of something similarly out of the common way, in order that our minds might be fortified for the occasion, and we might come well up to the mark. Dinner over, we produced a bundle of pens, a copious supply of ink, and a goodly show of writing and blotting paper. For there was something very comfortable in having plenty of stationery.
  


  
    I would then take a sheet of paper, and write across the top of it, in a neat hand, the heading, ‘Memorandum of Pip’s debts;’ with Barnard’s Inn and the date very carefully added. Herbert would also take a sheet of paper, and write across it with similar formalities, ‘Memorandum of Herbert’s debts.’
  


  
    Each of us would then refer to a confused heap of papers at his side, which had been thrown into drawers, worn into holes in pockets, half-burnt in lighting candles, stuck for weeks into the looking-glass, and otherwise damaged. The sound of our pens going refreshed us exceedingly, insomuch that I sometimes found it difficult to distinguish between this edifying business proceeding and actually paying the money. In point of meritorious character, the two things seemed about equal.
  


  
    When we had written a little while, I would ask Herbert how he got on? Herbert would probably have been scratching his head in a most rueful manner at the sight of his accumulating figures.
  


  
    ‘They are mounting up, Handel,’ Herbert would say; ‘upon my life they are mounting up.’
  


  
    ‘Be firm, Herbert,’ I would retort, plying my own pen with great assiduity. ‘Look the thing in the face. Look into your affairs. Stare them out of countenance.’
  


  
    ‘So I would, Handel, only they are staring me out of countenance.’
  


  
    However, my determined manner would have its effect, and Herbert would fall to work again. After a time he would give up once more, on the plea that he had not got Cobbs’s bill, or Lobbs’s, or Nobbs’s, as the case might be.
  


  
    ‘Then, Herbert, estimate; estimate it in round numbers, and put it down.’
  


  
    ‘What a fellow of resource you are!’ my friend would reply, with admiration. ‘Really your business powers are very remarkable.’
  


  
    I thought so too. I established with myself, on these occasions, the reputation of a first-rate man of business—prompt, decisive, energetic, clear, cool-headed. When I had got all my responsibilities down upon my list, I compared each with the bill, and ticked it off. My self-approval when I ticked an entry was quite a luxurious sensation. When I had no more ticks to make, I folded all my bills up uniformly, docketed each on the back, and tied the whole into a symmetrical bundle. Then I did the same for Herbert (who modestly said he had not my administrative genius), and felt that I had brought his affairs into a focus for him.
  


  
    My business habits had one other bright feature, which I called ‘leaving a Margin.’ For example: supposing Herbert’s debts to be one hundred and sixty-four pounds four-and-twopence, I would say, ‘Leave a margin, and put them down at two hundred.’ Or, supposing my own to be four times as much, I would leave a margin, and put them down at seven hundred. I had the highest opinion of the wisdom of this same Margin, but I am bound to acknowledge that, on looking back, I deem it to have been an expensive device. For we always ran into new debt immediately, to the full extent of the margin, and sometimes, in the sense of freedom and solvency it imparted, got pretty far on into another margin.
  


  
    But there was a calm, a rest, a virtuous hush, consequent on these examinations of our affairs, that gave me, for the time, an admirable opinion of myself. Soothed by my exertions, my method, and Herbert’s compliments, I would sit with his symmetrical bundle and my own on the table before me among the stationery, and feel like a Bank of some sort, rather than a private individual.
  


  
    We shut our outer door on these solemn occasions in order that we might not be interrupted. I had fallen into my serene state one evening, when we heard a letter dropped through the slit in the said door, and fall on the ground. ‘It’s for you, Handel,’ said Herbert, going out and coming back with it, ‘and I hope there is nothing the matter.’ This was in allusion to its heavy black seal and border.
  


  
    The letter was signed TRABB & Co., and its contents were simply, that I was an honoured sir, and that they begged to inform me that Mrs. J. Gargery had departed this life on Monday last at twenty minutes past six in the evening, and that my attendance was requested at the interment on Monday next at three o’clock in the afternoon.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXV
  


  
    IT was the first time that a grave had opened in my road of life, and the gap it made in the smooth ground was wonderful. The figure of my sister in her chair by the kitchen fire haunted me night and day. That the place could possibly be, without her, was something my mind seemed unable to compass; and whereas she had seldom or never been in my thoughts of late, I had now the strangest idea that she was coming towards me in the street, or that she would presently knock at the door. In my rooms too, with which she had never been at all associated, there was at once the blankness of death and a perpetual suggestion of the sound of her voice or the turn of her face or figure, as if she were still alive and had been often there.
  


  
    Whatever my fortunes might have been, I could scarcely have recalled my sister with much tenderness. But I suppose there is a shock of regret which may exist without much tenderness. Under its influence (and perhaps to make up for the want of the softer feeling) I was seized with a violent indignation against the assailant from whom she had suffered so much; and I felt that on sufficient proof I could have revengefully pursued Orlick, or any one else, to the last extremity.
  


  
    Having written to Joe, to offer him consolation, and to assure him that I would come to the funeral, I passed the intermediate days in the curious state of mind I have glanced at. I went down early in the morning, and alighted at the Blue Boar, in good time to walk over to the forge.
  


  
    It was fine summer weather again, and, as I walked along, the times when I was a little helpless creature, and my sister did not spare me, vividly returned. But they returned with a gentle tone upon them, that softened even the edge of Tickler. For now, the very breath of the beans and clover whispered to my heart that the day must come when it would be well for my memory that others walking in the sunshine should be softened as they thought of me.
  


  
    At last I came within sight of the house, and saw that Trabb and Co. had put in a funereal execution and taken possession. Two dismally absurd persons, each ostentatiously exhibiting a crutch done up in a black bandage—as if that instrument could possibly communicate any comfort to anybody—were posted at the front door; and in one of them I recognised a postboy discharged from the Boar for turning a young couple into a sawpit on their bridal morning, in consequence of intoxication rendering it necessary for him to ride his horse clasped round the neck with both arms. All the children of the village, and most of the women, were admiring these sable warders and the closed windows of the house and forge; and as I came up, one of the two warders (the postboy) knocked at the door—implying that I was far too much exhausted by grief, to have strength remaining to knock for myself.
  


  
    Another sable warder (a carpenter, who had once eaten two geese for a wager) opened the door, and showed me into the best parlour. Here, Mr. Trabb had taken unto himself the best table, and had got all the leaves up, and was holding a kind of black Bazaar, with the aid of a quantity of black pins. At the moment of my arrival, he had just finished putting somebody’s hat into black long-clothes, like an African baby; so he held out his hand for mine. But I, misled by the action, and confused by the occasion, shook hands with him with every testimony of warm affection.
  


  
    Poor dear Joe, entangled in a little black cloak tied in a large bow under his chin, was seated apart at the upper end of the room; where, as chief mourner, he had evidently been stationed by Trabb. When I bent down and said to him, ‘Dear Joe, how are you?’ he said, ‘Pip, old chap, you know’d her when she were a fine figure of a——’ and clasped my hand and said no more.
  


  
    Biddy, looking very neat and modest in her black dress, went quietly here and there, and was very helpful. When I had spoken to Biddy, as I thought it not a time for talking, I went and sat down near Joe, and there began to wonder in what part of the house it—she—my sister—was. The air of the parlour being faint with the smell of sweet cake, I looked about for the table of refreshments; it was scarcely visible until one had got accustomed to the gloom, but there was a cut-up plum-cake upon it, and there were cut-up oranges, and sandwiches, and biscuits, and two decanters that I knew very well as ornaments, but had never seen used in all my life: one full of port, and one of sherry. Standing at this table, I became conscious of the servile Pumblechook in a black cloak and several yards of hatband, who was alternately stuffing himself, and making obsequious movements to catch my attention. The moment he succeeded, he came over to me (breathing sherry and crumbs), and said in a subdued voice, ‘May I, dear sir?’ and did. I then descried Mr. and Mrs. Hubble; the last-named in a decent speechless paroxysm in a corner. We were all going to ‘follow,’ and were all in course of being tied up separately (by Trabb) into ridiculous bundles.
  


  
    ‘Which I meantersay, Pip,’ Joe whispered me, as we were being what Mr. Trabb called ‘formed’ in the parlour, two and two—and it was dreadfully like a preparation for some grim kind of dance; ‘which I meantersay, sir, as I would in preference have carried her to the church myself, along with three or four friendly ones wot come to it with willing harts and arms, but it were considered wot the neighbours would look down on such and would be of opinions as it were wanting in respect.’
  


  
    ‘Pocket-handkerchiefs out, all!’ cried Mr. Trabb at this point, in a depressed business-like voice—‘Pocket-handkerchiefs out! We are ready!’
  


  
    So, we all put our pocket-handkerchiefs to our faces, as if our noses were bleeding, and filed out two and two; Joe and I; Biddy and Pumblechook; Mr. and Mrs. Hubble. The remains of my poor sister had been brought round by the kitchen door, and, it being a point of Undertaking ceremony that the six bearers must be stifled and blinded under a horrible black velvet housing with a white border, the whole looked like a blind monster with twelve human legs, shuffling and blundering along under the guidance of two keepers—the postboy and his comrade.
  


  
    The neighbourhood, however, highly approved of these arrangements, and we were much admired as we went through the village; the more youthful and vigorous part of the community making dashes now and then to cut us off, and lying in wait to intercept us at points of vantage. At such times the more exuberant among them called out in an excited manner on our emergence round some corner of expectancy, ‘Here they come!’ ‘Here they are!’ and we were all but cheered. In this progress I was much annoyed by the abject Pumblechook, who, being behind me, persisted all the way, as a delicate attention, in arranging my streaming hatband, and smoothing my cloak. My thoughts were further distracted by the excessive pride of Mr. and Mrs. Hubble, who were surpassingly conceited and vainglorious in being members of so distinguished a procession.
  


  
    And now the range of marshes lay clear before us, with the sails of the ships on the river growing out of it; and we went into the churchyard, close to the graves of my unknown parents, Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and Also Georgiana, Wife of the Above. And there, my sister was laid quietly in the earth while the larks sang high above it, and the light wind strewed it with beautiful shadows of clouds and trees.
  


  
    Of the conduct of the worldly-minded Pumblechook while this was doing, I desire to say no more than it was all addressed to me; and that even when those noble passages were read which reminded humanity how it brought nothing into the world and can take nothing out, and how it fleeth like a shadow and never continueth long in one stay, I heard him cough a reservation of the case of a young gentleman who came unexpectedly into a large property. When we got back, he had the hardihood to tell me that he wished my sister could have known I had done her so much honour, and to hint that she would have considered it reasonably purchased at the price of her death. After that, he drank all the rest of the sherry, and Mr. Hubble drank the port, and the two talked (which I have since observed to be customary in such cases) as if they were of quite another race from the deceased, and were notoriously immortal. Finally, he went away with Mr. and Mrs. Hubble—to make an evening of it, I felt sure, and to tell the Jolly Bargemen that he was the founder of my fortunes and my earliest benefactor.
  


  
    When they were all gone, and when Trabb and his men—but not his boy: I looked for him—had crammed their mummery into bags, and were gone too, the house felt wholesomer. Soon afterwards, Biddy, Joe, and I, had a cold dinner together; but we dined in the best parlour, not in the old kitchen, and Joe was so exceedingly particular what he did with his knife and fork and the salt-cellar and what not, that there was great restraint upon us. But after dinner, when I made him take his pipe, and when I had loitered with him about the forge, and when we sat down together on the great block of stone outside it, we got on better. I noticed that after the funeral Joe changed his clothes so far, as to make a compromise between his Sunday dress and working dress: in which the dear fellow looked natural, and like the Man he was.
  


  
    He was very much pleased by my asking if I might sleep in my own little room, and I was pleased too; for I felt that I had done rather a great thing in making the request. When the shadows of evening were closing in, I took an opportunity of getting into the garden with Biddy for a little talk.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, ‘I think you might have written to me about these sad matters.’
  


  
    ‘Do you, Mr. Pip?’ said Biddy. ‘I should have written if I had thought that.’
  


  
    ‘Don’t suppose that I mean to be unkind, Biddy, when I say I consider that you ought to have thought that.’
  


  
    ‘Do you, Mr. Pip?’
  


  
    She was so quiet, and had such an orderly, good, and pretty way with her, that I did not like the thought of making her cry again. After looking a little at her downcast eyes as she walked beside me, I gave up that point.
  


  
    ‘I suppose it will be difficult for you to remain here now, Biddy, dear?’
  


  
    ‘Oh! I can’t do so, Mr. Pip,’ said Biddy, in a tone of regret, but still of quiet conviction. ‘I have been speaking to Mrs. Hubble, and I am going to her to-morrow. I hope we shall be able to take some care of Mr. Gargery, together, until he settles down.’
  


  
    ‘How are you going to live, Biddy? If you want any mo——’
  


  
    ‘How am I going to live?’ repeated Biddy, striking in, with a momentary flush upon her face. ‘I’ll tell you, Mr. Pip. I am going to try to get the place of mistress in the new school nearly finished here. I can be well recommended by all the neighbours, and I hope I can be industrious and patient, and teach myself while I teach others. You know, Mr. Pip,’ pursued Biddy, with a smile, as she raised her eyes to my face, ‘the new schools are not like the old, but I learnt a good deal from you after that time, and have had time since then to improve.’
  


  
    ‘I think you would always improve, Biddy, under any circumstances.’
  


  
    ‘Ah! Except in my bad side of human nature,’ murmured Biddy.
  


  
    It was not so much a reproach, as an irresistible thinking aloud. Well! I thought I would give up that point too. So, I walked a little further with Biddy, looking silently at her downcast eyes.
  


  
    ‘I have not heard the particulars of my sister’s death, Biddy.’
  


  
    ‘They are very slight, poor thing. She had been in one of her bad states—though they had got better of late, rather than worse—for four days, when she came out of it in the evening, just at tea-time, and said quite plainly, “Joe”. As she had never said any word for a long while, I ran and fetched in Mr. Gargery from the forge. She made signs to me that she wanted him to sit down close to her, and wanted me to put her arms round his neck. So I put them round his neck, and she laid her head down on his shoulder quite content and satisfied. And so she presently said “Joe” again, and once “Pardon,” and once “Pip.” And so she never lifted her head up any more, and it was just an hour later when we laid it down on her own bed, because we found she was gone.’
  


  
    Biddy cried; the darkening garden, and the lane, and the stars that were coming out, were blurred in my own sight.
  


  
    ‘Nothing was ever discovered, Biddy?’
  


  
    ‘Nothing.’
  


  
    ‘Do you know what is become of Orlick?’
  


  
    ‘I should think from the colour of his clothes that he is working in the quarries.’
  


  
    ‘Of course you have seen him then?—Why are you looking at that dark tree in the lane?’
  


  
    ‘I saw him there, on the night she died.’
  


  
    ‘That was not the last time either, Biddy?’
  


  
    ‘No; I have seen him there since we have been walking here.—It is of no use,’ said Biddy, laying her hand upon my arm, as I was for running out, ‘you know I would not deceive you; he was not there a minute, and he is gone.’
  


  
    It revived my utmost indignation to find that she was still pursued by this fellow, and I felt inveterate against him. I told her so, and told her that I would spend any money or take any pains to drive him out of that country. By degrees she led me into more temperate talk, and she told me how Joe loved me, and how Joe never complained of anything—she didn’t say, of me; she had no need; I knew what she meant—but ever did his duty in his way of life, with a strong hand, a quiet tongue, and a gentle heart.
  


  
    ‘Indeed, it would be hard to say too much for him,’ said I; ‘and, Biddy, we must often speak of these things, for of course I shall be often down here now. I am not going to leave poor Joe alone.’
  


  
    Biddy said never a single word.
  


  
    ‘Biddy, don’t you hear me?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Mr. Pip.’
  


  
    ‘Not to mention your calling me Mr. Pip—which appears to me to be in bad taste, Biddy—what do you mean?’
  


  
    ‘What do I mean?’ asked Biddy, timidly.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, in a virtuously self-asserting manner, ‘I must request to know what you mean by this?’
  


  
    ‘By this?’ said Biddy.
  


  
    ‘No, don’t echo,’ I retorted. ‘You used not to echo, Biddy.’
  


  
    ‘Used not!’ said Biddy. ‘O Mr. Pip! Used!’
  


  
    Well! I rather thought I would give up that point too. After another silent turn in the garden, I fell back on the main position.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, ‘I made a remark respecting my coming down here often, to see Joe, which you received with a marked silence. Have the goodness, Biddy, to tell me why.’
  


  
    ‘Are you quite sure, then, that you WILL come to see him often?’ asked Biddy, stopping in the narrow garden walk, and looking at me under the stars, with a clear and honest eye.
  


  
    ‘Oh dear me!’ said I, as I found myself compelled to give up Biddy in despair. ‘This really is a very bad side of human nature! Don’t say any more, if you please, Biddy. This shocks me very much.’
  


  
    For which cogent reason I kept Biddy at a distance during supper, and when I went up to my own old little room, took as stately a leave of her as I could, in my murmuring soul, deem reconcilable with the churchyard and the event of the day. As often as I was restless in the night, and that was every quarter of an hour, I reflected what an unkindness, what an injury, what an injustice, Biddy had done me.
  


  
    Early in the morning, I was to go. Early in the morning, I was out, and looking in, unseen, at one of the wooden windows of the forge. There I stood, for minutes, looking at Joe, already at work with a glow of health and strength upon his face that made it show as if the bright sun of the life in store for him were shining on it.
  


  
    ‘Good-bye, dear Joe!—No, don’t wipe it off—for God’s sake, give me your blackened hand!—I shall be down soon and often.’
  


  
    ‘Never too soon, sir,’ said Joe, ‘and never too often, Pip!’
  


  
    Biddy was waiting for me at the kitchen door, with a mug of new milk and a crust of bread. ‘Biddy,’ said I, when I gave her my hand at parting, ‘I am not angry, but I am hurt.’
  


  
    ‘No, don’t be hurt,’ she pleaded quite pathetically; ‘let only me be hurt, if I have been ungenerous.’
  


  
    Once more, the mists were rising as I walked away. If they disclosed to me as I suspect they did, that I should not come back, and that Biddy was quite right, all I can say is—they were quite right too.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXVI
  


  
    HERBERT and I went on from bad to worse, in the way of increasing our debts, looking into our affairs, leaving Margins, and the like exemplary transactions; and Time went on, whether or no, as he has a way of doing; and I came of age—in fulfilment of Herbert’s prediction, that I should do so before I knew where I was.
  


  
    Herbert himself had come of age, eight months before me. As he had nothing else than his majority to come into, the event did not make a profound sensation in Barnard’s Inn. But we had looked forward to my one-and-twentieth birthday, with a crowd of speculations and anticipations, for we had both considered that my guardian could hardly help saying something definite on that occasion.
  


  
    I had taken care to have it well understood in Little Britain when my birthday was. On the day before it, I received an official note from Wemmick, informing me that Mr. Jaggers would be glad if I would call upon him at five in the afternoon of the auspicious day. This convinced us that something great was to happen, and threw me into an unusual flutter when I repaired to my guardian’s office, a model of punctuality.
  


  
    In the outer office Wemmick offered me his congratulations, and incidentally rubbed the side of his nose with a folded piece of tissue-paper that I liked the look of. But he said nothing respecting it, and motioned me with a nod into my guardian’s room. It was November, and my guardian was standing before his fire leaning his back against the chimney-piece, with his hands under his coat-tails.
  


  
    ‘Well, Pip,’ said he, ‘I must call you Mr. Pip to-day. Congratulations, Mr. Pip.’
  


  
    We shook hands—he was always a remarkably short shaker—and I thanked him.
  


  
    ‘Take a chair, Mr. Pip,’ said my guardian.
  


  
    As I sat down, and he preserved his attitude and bent his brows at his boots, I felt at a disadvantage, which reminded me of that old time when I had been put upon a tombstone. The two ghastly casts on the shelf were not far from him, and their expression was as if they were making a stupid apoplectic attempt to attend to the conversation.
  


  
    ‘Now, my young friend,’ my guardian began, as if I were a witness in the box, ‘I am going to have a word or two with you.’
  


  
    ‘If you please, sir.’
  


  
    ‘What do you suppose,’ said Mr. Jaggers, bending forward to look at the ground, and then throwing his head back to look at the ceiling, ‘what do you suppose you are living at the rate of?’
  


  
    ‘At the rate of, sir?’
  


  
    ‘At,’ repeated Mr. Jaggers, still looking at the ceiling, ‘the—rate—of?’ And then looked all round the room, and paused with his pocket-handkerchief in his hand, halfway to his nose.
  


  
    I had looked into my affairs so often, that I had thoroughly destroyed any slight notion I might ever have had of their bearings. Reluctantly, I confessed myself quite unable to answer the question. This reply seemed agreeable to Mr. Jaggers, who said, ‘I thought so!’ and blew his nose with an air of satisfaction.
  


  
    ‘Now, I have asked you a question, my friend,’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘Have you anything to ask me?’
  


  
    ‘Of course it would be a great relief to me to ask you several questions, sir; but I remember your prohibition.’
  


  
    ‘Ask one,’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Is my benefactor to be made known to me to-day?’
  


  
    ‘No. Ask another.’
  


  
    ‘Is that confidence to be imparted to me soon?’
  


  
    ‘Waive that, a moment,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘and ask another.’
  


  
    I looked about me, but there appeared to be now no possible escape from the inquiry, ‘Have—I—anything to receive, sir?’ On that, Mr. Jaggers said, triumphantly, ‘I thought we should come to it!’ and called to Wemmick to give him that piece of paper. Wemmick appeared, handed it in, and disappeared.
  


  
    ‘Now, Mr. Pip,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘attend if you please. You have been drawing pretty freely here; your name occurs pretty often in Wemmick’s cash-book: but you are in debt, of course?’
  


  
    ‘I am afraid I must say yes, sir.’
  


  
    ‘You know you must say yes; don’t you?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir.’
  


  
    ‘I don’t ask you what you owe, because you don’t know; and if you did know, you wouldn’t tell me; you would say less. Yes, yes, my friend,’ cried Mr. Jaggers, waving his forefinger to stop me, as I made a show of protesting: ‘it’s likely enough that you think you wouldn’t, but you would. You’ll excuse me, but I know better than you. Now, take this piece of paper in your hand. You have got it? Very good. Now, unfold it and tell me what it is.’
  


  
    ‘This is a bank-note,’ said I, ‘for five hundred pounds.’
  


  
    ‘That is a bank-note,’ repeated Mr. Jaggers, ‘for five hundred pounds. And a very handsome sum of money too, I think. You consider it so?’
  


  
    ‘How could I do otherwise!’
  


  
    ‘Ah! But answer the question,’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Undoubtedly.’
  


  
    ‘You consider it, undoubtedly, a handsome sum of money. Now, that handsome sum of money, Pip, is your own. It is a present to you on this day, in earnest of your expectations. And at the rate of that handsome sum of money per annum, and at no higher rate, you are to live until the donor of the whole appears. That is to say, you will now take your money affairs entirely into your own hands, and you will draw from Wemmick one hundred and twenty-five pounds per quarter, until you are in communication with the fountain-head, and no longer with the mere agent. As I have told you before, I am the mere agent, I execute my instructions, and I am paid for doing so. I think them injudicious, but I am not paid for giving any opinion on their merits.
  


  
    I was beginning to express my gratitude to my benefactor for the great liberality with which I was treated, when Mr. Jaggers stopped me. ‘I am not paid, Pip,’ said he, coolly, ‘to carry your words to any one;’ and then gathered up his coat-tails, as he had gathered up the subject, and stood frowning at his boots as if he suspected them of designs against him.
  


  
    After a pause, I hinted:
  


  
    ‘There was a question just now, Mr. Jaggers, which you desired me to waive for a moment. I hope I am doing nothing wrong in asking it again?’
  


  
    ‘What is it?’ said he.
  


  
    I might have known that he would never help me out; but it took me aback to have to shape the question afresh, as if it were quite new. ‘Is it likely,’ I said, after hesitating, ‘that my patron, the fountain-head you have spoken of, Mr. Jaggers, will soon ——’ there I delicately stopped.
  


  
    ‘Will soon what?’ asked Mr. Jaggers. ‘That’s no question as it stands, you know.’
  


  
    ‘Will soon come to London,’ said I, after casting about for a precise form of words, ‘or summon me anywhere else?’
  


  
    ‘Now here,’ replied Mr. Jaggers, fixing me for the first time with his dark deep-set eyes, ‘we must revert to the evening when we first encountered one another in your village. What did I tell you then, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘You told me, Mr. Jaggers, that it might be years hence when that person appeared.’
  


  
    ‘Just so,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘that’s my answer.’
  


  
    As we looked full at one another, I felt my breath come quicker in my strong desire to get something out of him. And as I felt that it came quicker, and as I felt that he saw that it came quicker, I felt that I had less chance than ever of getting anything out of him.
  


  
    ‘Do you suppose it will still be years hence, Mr. Jaggers?’
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers shook his head—not in negativing the question, but in altogether negativing the notion that he could anyhow be got to answer it—and the two horrible casts of the twitched faces looked, when my eyes strayed up to them, as if they had come to a crisis in their suspended attention, and were going to sneeze.
  


  
    ‘Come!’ said Mr. Jaggers, warming the backs of his legs with the backs of his warmed hands, ‘I’ll be plain with you, my friend Pip. That’s a question I must not be asked. You’ll understand that, better, when I tell you it’s a question that might compromise me. Come! I’ll go a little further with you; I’ll say something more.’
  


  
    He bent down so low to frown at his boots, that he was able to rub the calves of his legs in the pause he made.
  


  
    ‘When that person discloses,’ said Mr. Jaggers, straightening himself, ‘you and that person will settle your own affairs. When that person discloses, my part in this business will cease and determine. When that person discloses, it will not be necessary for me to know anything about it. And that’s all I have got to say.’
  


  
    We looked at one another until I withdrew my eyes, and looked thoughtfully at the floor. From this last speech I derived the notion that Miss Havisham, for some reason or no reason, had not taken him into her confidence as to her designing me for Estella; that he resented this, and felt a jealousy about it; or that he really did object to that scheme, and would have nothing to do with it. When I raised my eyes again, I found that he had been shrewdly looking at me all the time, and was doing so still.
  


  
    ‘If that is all you have to say, sir,’ I remarked, ‘there can be nothing left for me to say.’
  


  
    He nodded assent, and pulled out his thief-dreaded watch, and asked me where I was going to dine? I replied at my own chambers, with Herbert. As a necessary sequence, I asked him if he would favour us with his company, and he promptly accepted the invitation. But he insisted on walking home with me, in order that I might make no extra preparation for him, and first he had a letter or two to write, and (of course) had his hands to wash. So I said I would go into the outer office and talk to Wemmick.
  


  
    The fact was, that when the five hundred pounds had come into my pocket, a thought had come into my head which had been often there before; and it appeared to me that Wemmick was a good person to advise with, concerning such thought.
  


  
    He had already locked up his safe, and made preparations for going home. He had left his desk, brought out his two greasy office candlesticks and stood them in line with the snuffers on a slab near the door, ready to be extinguished; he had raked his fire low, put his hat and great-coat ready, and was beating himself all over the chest with his safe-key as an athletic exercise after business.
  


  
    ‘Mr. Wemmick,’ said I, ‘I want to ask your opinion. I am very desirous to serve a friend.’
  


  
    Wemmick tightened his post-office and shook his head, as if his opinion were dead against any fatal weakness of that sort.
  


  
    ‘This friend,’ I pursued, ‘is trying to get on in commercial life, but has no money, and finds it difficult and disheartening to make a beginning. Now, I want somehow to help him to a beginning.’
  


  
    ‘With money down?’ said Wemmick, in a tone drier than any sawdust.
  


  
    ‘With some money down,’ I replied, for an uneasy remembrance shot across me of that symmetrical bundle of papers at home; ‘with some money down, and perhaps some anticipation of my expectations.’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pip,’ said Wemmick, ‘I should like just to run over with you on my fingers, if you please, the names of the various bridges up as high as Chelsea Reach. Let’s see; there’s London, one; Southwark, two; Blackfriars, three; Waterloo, four; West- minster, five; Vauxhall, six.’ He had checked off each bridge in its turn, with the handle of his safe-key on the palm of his hand. ‘There’s as many as six, you see, to choose from.’
  


  
    ‘I don’t understand you,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Choose your bridge, Mr. Pip,’ returned Wemmick, ‘and take a walk upon your bridge, and pitch your money into the Thames over the centre arch of your bridge, and you know the end of it. Serve a friend with it, and you may know the end of it too—but it’s a less pleasant and profitable end.’
  


  
    I could have posted a newspaper in his mouth, he made it so wide after saying this.
  


  
    ‘This is very discouraging,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Meant to be so,’ said Wemmick.
  


  
    ‘Then is it your opinion,’ I inquired, with some little indignation, ‘that a man should never ——’
  


  
    ‘—Invest portable property in a friend?’ said Wemmick. ‘Certainly he should not. Unless he wants to get rid of the friend—and then it becomes a question how much portable property it may be worth to get rid of him.’
  


  
    ‘And that,’ said I, ‘is your deliberate opinion, Mr. Wemmick?’
  


  
    ‘That,’ he returned, ‘is my deliberate opinion in this office.’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ said I, pressing him, for I thought I saw him near a loophole here; ‘but would that be your opinion at Walworth?’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pip,’ he replied with gravity, ‘Walworth is one place, and this office is another. Much as the Aged is one person, and Mr. Jaggers is another. They must not be confounded together. My Walworth sentiments must be taken at Walworth; none but my official sentiments can be taken in this office.’
  


  
    ‘Very well,’ said I, much relieved, ‘then I shall look you up at Walworth, you may depend upon it.’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Pip,’ he returned, ‘you will be welcome there, in a private and personal capacity.’
  


  
    We had held this conversation in a low voice, well knowing my guardian’s ears to be the sharpest of the sharp. As he now appeared in his doorway, towelling his hands, Wemmick got on his great-coat and stood by to snuff out the candles. We all three went into the street together, and from the door-step Wemmick turned his way, and Mr. Jaggers and I turned ours.
  


  
    I could not help wishing more than once that evening that Mr. Jaggers had had an Aged in Gerrard-street, or a Stinger, or a Something, or a Somebody, to unbend his brows a little. It was an uncomfortable consideration on a twenty-first birthday, that coming of age at all seemed hardly worth while in such a guarded and suspicious world as he made of it. He was a thousand times better informed and cleverer than Wemmick, and yet I would a thousand times rather have had Wemmick to dinner. And Mr. Jaggers made not me alone intensely melancholy, because, after he was gone, Herbert said of himself, with his eyes fixed on the fire, that he thought he must have committed a felony and forgotten the details of it, he felt so dejected and guilty.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXVII
  


  
    DEEMING Sunday the best day for taking Mr. Wemmick’s Walworth sentiments, I devoted the next ensuing Sunday afternoon to a pilgrimage to the Castle. On arriving before the battlements, I found the Union Jack flying and the drawbridge up, but undeterred by this show of defiance and resistance, I rang at the gate, and was admitted in a most pacific manner by the Aged.
  


  
    ‘My son, sir,’ said the old man, after securing the drawbridge, ‘rather had it in his mind that you might happen to drop in, and he left word that he would soon be home from his afternoon’s walk. He is very regular in his walks, is my son. Very regular in everything, is my son.’
  


  
    I nodded at the old gentleman as Wemmick himself might have nodded, and we went in and sat down by the fireside.
  


  
    ‘You made acquaintance with my son, sir,’ said the old man, in his chirping way, while he warmed his hands at the blaze, ‘at his office, I expect?’ I nodded. ‘Hah! I have heerd that my son is a wonderful hand at his business, sir?’ I nodded hard. ‘Yes; so they tell me. His business is the Law?’ I nodded harder. ‘Which makes it more surprising in my son,’ said the old man, ‘for he was not brought up to the Law, but to the Wine-Coopering.’
  


  
    Curious to know how the old gentleman stood informed concerning the reputation of Mr. Jaggers, I roared that name at him. He threw me into the greatest confusion by laughing heartily and replying in a very sprightly manner, ‘No, to be sure; you’re right.’ And to this hour I have not the faintest notion of what he meant, or what joke he thought I had made.
  


  
    As I could not sit there nodding at him perpetually, without making some other attempt to interest him, I shouted an inquiry whether his own calling in life had been ‘the Wine-Coopering’. By dint of straining that term out of myself several times and tapping the old gentleman on the chest to associate it with him, I at last succeeded in making my meaning understood.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said the old gentleman; ‘the warehousing, the warehousing. First, over yonder;’ he appeared to mean up the chimney, but I believe he intended to refer me to Liverpool; ‘and then in the City of London here. However, having an infirmity—for I am hard of hearing, sir ——’
  


  
    I expressed in pantomime the greatest astonishment. ‘—Yes, hard of hearing; having that infirmity coming upon me, my son he went into the Law, and he took charge of me, and he by little and little made out this elegant and beautiful property. But returning to what you said, you know,’ pursued the old man, again laughing heartily, ‘what I say is, No, to be sure; you’re right.’
  


  
    I was modestly wondering whether my utmost ingenuity would have enabled me to say anything that would have amused him half as much as this imaginary pleasantry, when I was startled by a sudden click in the wall on one side of the chimney, and the ghostly tumbling open of a little wooden flap with ‘John’ upon it. The old man, following my eyes, cried with great triumph, ‘My son’s come home!’ and we both went out to the drawbridge.
  


  
    It was worth any money to see Wemmick waving a salute to me from the other side of the moat, when we might have shaken hands across it with the greatest ease. The Aged was so delighted to work the drawbridge, that I made no offer to assist him, but stood quiet until Wemmick had come across, and had presented me to Miss Skiffins: a lady by whom he was accompanied.
  


  
    Miss Skiffins was of a wooden appearance, and was, like her escort, in the post-office branch of the service. She might have been some two or three years younger than Wemmick, and I judged her to stand possessed of portable property. The cut of her dress from the waist upward, both before and behind, made her figure very like a boy’s kite; and I might have pronounced her gown a little too decidedly orange, and her gloves a little too intensely green. But she seemed to be a good sort of fellow, and showed a high regard for the Aged. I was not long in discovering that she was a frequent visitor at the Castle; for, on our going in, and my complimenting Wemmick on his ingenious contrivance for announcing himself to the Aged, he begged me to give my attention for a moment to the other side of the chimney, and disappeared. Presently another click came, and another little door tumbled open with ‘Miss Skiffins’ on it; then Miss Skiffins shut up and John tumbled open; then Miss Skiffins and John both tumbled open together, and finally shut up together. On Wemmick’s return from working these mechanical appliances, I expressed the great admiration with which I regarded them, and he said, ‘Well, you know, they’re both pleasant and useful to the Aged. And by George, sir, it’s a thing worth mentioning, that of all the people who come to this gate, the secret of those pulls is only known to the Aged, Miss Skiffins, and me!’
  


  
    ‘And Mr. Wemmick made them,’ added Miss Skiffins, ‘with his own hands out of his own head.’
  


  
    While Miss Skiffins was taking off her bonnet (she retained her green gloves during the evening as an outward and visible sign that there was company), Wemmick invited me to take a walk with him round the property, and see how the island looked in winter-time. Thinking that he did this to give me an opportunity of taking his Walworth sentiments, I seized the opportunity as soon as we were out of the Castle.
  


  
    Having thought of the matter with care, I approached my subject as if I had never hinted at it before. I informed Wemmick that I was anxious in behalf of Herbert Pocket, and I told him how we had first met, and how we had fought. I glanced at Herbert’s home, and at his character, and at his having no means but such as he was dependent on his father for: those, uncertain and unpunctual. I alluded to the advantages I had derived in my first rawness and ignorance from his society, and I confessed that I feared I had but ill repaid them, and that he might have done better without me and my expectations. Keeping Miss Havisham in the background at a great distance, I still hinted at the possibility of my having competed with him in his prospects, and at the certainty of his possessing a generous soul, and being far above any mean distrusts, retaliations, or designs. For all these reasons (I told Wemmick), and because he was my young companion and friend, and I had a great affection for him, I wished my own good fortune to reflect some rays upon him, and therefore I sought advice from Wemmick’s experience and knowledge of men and affairs, how I could best try with my resources to help Herbert to some present income—say of a hundred a year, to keep him in good hope and heart—and gradually to buy him on to some small partnership. I begged Wemmick, in conclusion, to understand that my help must always be rendered without Herbert’s knowledge or suspicion, and that there was no one else in the world with whom I could advise. I wound up by laying my hand upon his shoulder, and saying ‘I can’t help confiding in you, though I know it must be troublesome to you; but that is your fault, in having ever brought me here.’
  


  
    Wemmick was silent for a little while, and then said with a kind of start, ‘Well, you know, Mr. Pip, I must tell you one thing. This is devilish good of you.’
  


  
    ‘Say you’ll help me to be good then,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Ecod,’ replied Wemmick, shaking his head, ‘that’s not my trade.’
  


  
    ‘Nor is this your trading-place,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘You are right,’ he returned. ‘You hit the nail on the head. Mr. Pip, I’ll put on my considering cap, and I think all you want to do may be done by degrees. Skiffins (that’s her brother) is an accountant and agent. I’ll look him up and go to work for you.’
  


  
    ‘I thank you ten thousand times.’
  


  
    ‘On the contrary,’ said he, ‘I thank you, for though we are strictly in our private and personal capacity, still it may be mentioned that there are Newgate cobwebs about, and it brushes them away.’
  


  
    After a little further conversation to the same effect, we returned into the Castle, where we found Miss Skiffins preparing tea. The responsible duty of making the toast was delegated to the Aged, and that excellent old gentleman was so intent upon it that he seemed to be in some danger of melting his eyes. It was no nominal meal that we were going to make, but a vigorous reality. The Aged prepared such a haystack of buttered toast, that I could scarcely see him over it as it simmered on an iron stand hooked on to the top-bar; while Miss Skiffins brewed such a jorum of tea, that the pig in the back premises became strongly excited, and repeatedly expressed his desire to participate in the entertainment.
  


  
    The flag had been struck, and the gun had been fired, at the right moment of time, and I felt as snugly cut off from the rest of Walworth as if the moat were thirty feet wide by as many deep. Nothing disturbed the tranquillity of the Castle, but the occasional tumbling open of John and Miss Skiffins: which little doors were a prey to some spasmodic infirmity that made me sympathetically uncomfortable until I got used to it. I inferred from the methodical nature of Miss Skiffins’s arrangements that she made tea there every Sunday night; and I rather suspected that a classic brooch she wore, representing the profile of an undesirable female with a very straight nose and a very new moon, was a piece of portable property that had been given her by Wemmick.
  


  
    We ate the whole of the toast, and drank tea in proportion, and it was delightful to see how warm and greasy we all got after it. The Aged especially, might have passed for some clean old chief of a savage tribe, just oiled. After a short pause of repose—Miss Skiffins, in the absence of the little servant, who, it seemed, retired to the bosom of her family on Sunday afternoons—washed up the tea-things, in a trifling lady-like amateur manner that compromised none of us. Then, she put on her gloves again, and we drew round the fire, and Wemmick said, ‘Now, Aged Parent, tip us the paper.’
  


  
    Wemmick explained to me while the Aged got his spectacles out, that this was according to custom, and that it gave the old gentleman infinite satisfaction to read the news aloud. ‘I won’t offer an apology,’ said Wemmick, ‘for he isn’t capable of many pleasures—are you, Aged P.?’
  


  
    ‘All right, John, all right,’ returned the old man, seeing himself spoken to.
  


  
    ‘Only tip him a nod every now and then when he looks off his paper,’ said Wemmick, ‘and he’ll be as happy as a king. We are all attention, Aged One.’
  


  
    ‘All right, John, all right!’ returned the cheerful old man: so busy and so pleased, that it really was quite charming.
  


  
    The Aged’s reading reminded me of the classes at Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt’s, with the pleasanter peculiarity that it seemed to come through a keyhole. As he wanted the candles close to him, and as he was always on the verge of putting either his head or the newspaper into them, he required as much watching as a powder-mill. But Wemmick was equally untiring and gentle in his vigilance, and the Aged read on, quite unconscious of his many rescues. Whenever he looked at us, we all expressed the greatest interest and amazement, and nodded until he resumed again.
  


  
    As Wemmick and Miss Skiffins sat side by side, and as I sat in a shadowy corner, I observed a slow and gradual elongation of Mr. Wemmick’s mouth, powerfully suggestive of his slowly and gradually stealing his arm round Miss Skiffins’s waist. In course of time I saw his hand appear on the other side of Miss Skiffins; but at that moment Miss Skiffins neatly stopped him with the green glove, unwound his arm again as if it were an article of dress, and with the greatest deliberation laid it on the table before her. Miss Skiffins’s composure while she did this was one of the most remarkable sights I have ever seen, and if I could have thought the act consistent with abstraction of mind, I should have deemed that Miss Skiffins performed it mechanically.
  


  
    By-and-by, I noticed Wemmick’s arm beginning to disappear again, and gradually fading out of view. Shortly afterwards, his mouth began to widen again. After an interval of suspense on my part that was quite enthralling and almost painful, I saw his hand appear on the other side of Miss Skiffins. Instantly, Miss Skiffins stopped it with the neatness of a placid boxer, took off that girdle or cestus as before, and laid it on the table. Taking the table to represent the path of virtue, I am justified in stating that during the whole time of the Aged’s reading, Wemmick’s arm was straying from the path of virtue and being recalled to it by Miss Skiffins.
  


  
    At last the Aged read himself into a light slumber. This was the time for Wemmick to produce a little kettle, a tray of glasses, and a black bottle with a porcelain-topped cork, representing some clerical dignitary of a rubicund and social aspect. With the aid of these appliances we all had something warm to drink: including the Aged, who was soon awake again. Miss Skiffins mixed, and I observed that she and Wemmick drank out of one glass. Of course I knew better than to offer to see Miss Skiffins home, and under the circumstances I thought I had best go first: which I did, taking a cordial leave of the Aged, and having passed a pleasant evening.
  


  
    Before a week was out, I received a note from Wemmick, dated Walworth, stating that he hoped he had made some advance in that matter appertaining to our private and personal capacities, and that he would be glad if I could come and see him again upon it. So I went out to Walworth again, and yet again, and yet again, and I saw him by appointment in the City several times, but never held any communication with him on the subject in or near Little Britain. The upshot was, that we found a worthy young merchant or shipping-broker, not long established in business, who wanted intelligent help, and who wanted capital, and who in due course of time and receipt would want a partner. Between him and me, secret articles were signed of which Herbert was the subject, and I paid him half of my five hundred pounds down, and engaged for sundry other payments; some, to fall due at certain dates out of my income: some contingent on my coming into my property. Miss Skiffins’s brother conducted the negotiation. Wemmick pervaded it throughout, but never appeared in it.
  


  
    The whole business was so cleverly managed, that Herbert had not the least suspicion of my hand being in it. I never shall forget the radiant face with which he came home one afternoon, and told me as a mighty piece of news, of his having fallen in with one Clarriker (the young merchant’s name,) and of Clarriker’s having shown an extraordinary inclination towards him, and of his belief that the opening had come at last. Day by day as his hopes grew stronger and his face brighter, he must have thought me a more and more affectionate friend, for I had the greatest difficulty in restraining my tears of triumph when I saw him so happy.
  


  
    At length, the thing being done, and he having that day entered Clarriker’s House, and he having talked to me for a whole evening in a flush of pleasure and success, I did really cry in good earnest when I went to bed, to think that my expectations had done some good to somebody.
  


  
    A great event in my life, the turning-point of my life, now opens on my view. But, before I proceed to narrate it, and before I pass on to all the changes it involved, I must give one chapter to Estella. It is not much to give to the theme that so long filled my heart.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXVIII
  


  
    IF that staid old house near the Green at Richmond should ever come to be haunted when I am dead, it will be haunted, surely, by my ghost. O the many, many nights and days through which the unquiet spirit within me haunted that house when Estella lived there! Let my body be where it would, my spirit was always wandering, wandering, wandering about that house.
  


  
    The lady with whom Estella was placed, Mrs. Brandley by name, was a widow, with one daughter several years older than Estella. The mother looked young and the daughter looked old; the mother’s complexion was pink, and the daughter’s was yellow; the mother set up for frivolity, and the daughter for theology. They were in what is called a good position, and visited, and were visited by, numbers of people. Little, if any, community of feeling subsisted between them and Estella, but the understanding was established that they were necessary to her, and that she was necessary to them. Mrs. Brandley had been a friend of Miss Havisham’s before the time of her seclusion.
  


  
    In Mrs. Brandley’s house and out of Mrs. Brandley’s house, I suffered every kind and degree of torture that Estella could cause me. The nature of my relations with her, which placed me on terms of familiarity without placing me on terms of favour, conduced to my distraction. She made use of me to tease other admirers, and she turned the very familiarity between herself and me, to the account of putting a constant slight on my devotion to her. If I had been her secretary, steward, half-brother, poor relation—if I had been a younger brother of her appointed husband—I could not have seemed to myself further from my hopes when I was nearest to her. The privilege of calling her by her name and hearing her call me by mine, became under the circumstances an aggravation of my trials; and while I think it likely that it almost maddened her other lovers, I knew too certainly that it almost maddened me.
  


  
    She had admirers without end. No doubt my jealousy made an admirer of every one who went near her; but there were more than enough of them without that.
  


  
    I saw her often at Richmond, I heard of her often in town, and I used often to take her and the Brandleys on the water; there were pic-nics, fête days, plays, operas, concerts, parties, all sorts of pleasures, through which I pursued her—and they were all miseries to me. I never had one hour’s happiness in her society, and yet my mind all round the four-and-twenty hours was harping on the happiness of having her with me unto death.
  


  
    Throughout this part of our intercourse—and it lasted, as will presently be seen, for what I then thought a long time—she habitually reverted to that tone which expressed that our association was forced upon us. There were other times when she would come to a sudden check in this tone and in all her many tones, and would seem to pity me.
  


  
    ‘Pip, Pip,’ she said one evening, coming to such a check, when we sat apart at a darkening window of the house in Richmond; ‘will you never take warning?’
  


  
    ‘Of what?’
  


  
    ‘Of me.’
  


  
    ‘Warning not to be attracted by you, do you mean, Estella?’
  


  
    ‘Do I mean! If you don’t know what I mean, you are blind.’
  


  
    I should have replied that Love was commonly reputed blind, but for the reason that I always was restrained—and this was not the least of my miseries—by a feeling that it was ungenerous to press myself upon her, when she knew that she could not choose but obey Miss Havisham. My dread always was, that this knowledge on her part laid me under a heavy disadvantage with her pride, and made me the subject of a rebellious struggle in her bosom.
  


  
    ‘At any rate,’ said I, ‘I have no warning given me just now, for you wrote to me to come to you, this time.’
  


  
    ‘That’s true,’ said Estella, with a cold careless smile that always chilled me.
  


  
    After looking at the twilight without, for a little while, she went on to say:
  


  
    ‘The time has come round when Miss Havisham wishes to have me for a day at Satis. You are to take me there, and bring me back, if you will. She would rather I did not travel alone, and objects to receiving my maid, for she has a sensitive horror of being talked of by such people. Can you take me?’
  


  
    ‘Can I take you, Estella!’
  


  
    ‘You can then? The day after to-morrow, if you please. You are to pay all charges out of my purse. You hear the condition of your going?’
  


  
    ‘And must obey,’ said I.
  


  
    This was all the preparation I received for that visit, or for others like it: Miss Havisham never wrote to me, nor had I ever so much as seen her handwriting. We went down on the next day but one, and we found her in the room where I had first beheld her, and it is needless to add that there was no change in Satis House.
  


  
    She was even more dreadfully fond of Estella than she had been when I last saw them together; I repeat the word advisedly, for there was something positively dreadful in the energy of her looks and embraces. She hung upon Estella’s beauty, hung upon her words, hung upon her gestures, and sat mumbling her own trembling fingers while she looked at her, as though she were devouring the beautiful creature she had reared.
  


  
    From Estella she looked at me, with a searching glance that seemed to pry into my heart and probe its wounds. ‘How does she use you, Pip, how does she use you?’ she asked me again, with her witch-like eagerness even in Estella’s hearing. But when we sat by her flickering fire at night, she was most weird; for then, keeping Estella’s hand drawn through her arm and clutched in her own hand, she extorted from her by dint of referring back to what Estella had told her in her regular letters, the names and conditions of the men whom she had fascinated; and as Miss Havisham dwelt upon this roll, with the intensity of a mind mortally hurt and diseased, she sat with her other hand on her crutch stick, and her chin on that, and her wan bright eyes glaring at me, a very spectre.
  


  
    I saw in this, wretched though it made me, and bitter the sense of dependence, even of degradation, that it awakened—I saw in this, that Estella was set to wreak Miss Havisham’s revenge on men, and that she was not to be given to me until she had gratified it for a term. I saw in this, a reason for her being beforehand assigned to me. Sending her out to attract and torment and do mischief, Miss Havisham sent her with the malicious assurance that she was beyond the reach of all admirers, and that all who staked upon that cast were secured to lose. I saw in this, that I, too, was tormented by a perversion of ingenuity, even while the prize was reserved for me. I saw in this, the reason for my being staved off so long, and the reason for my late guardian’s declining to commit himself to the formal knowledge of such a scheme. In a word, I saw in this, Miss Havisham as I had her then and there before my eyes, and always had had her before my eyes; and I saw in this, the distinct shadow of the darkened and unhealthy house in which her life was hidden from the sun.
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    Aged P. tips us the Paper (p. 307)
  


  


  
    The candles that lighted that room of hers were placed in sconces on the wall. They were high from the ground, and they burnt with the steady dulness of artificial light in air that is seldom renewed. As I looked round at them, and at the pale gloom they made, and at the stopped clock, and at the withered articles of bridal dress upon the table and the ground, and at her own awful figure with its ghostly reflection thrown large by the fire upon the ceiling and the wall, I saw in everything the construction that my mind had come to, repeated and thrown back to me. My thoughts passed into the great room across the landing where the table was spread, and I saw it written, as it were, in the falls of the cobwebs from the centrepiece, in the crawlings of the spiders on the cloth, in the tracks of the mice as they betook their little quickened hearts behind the panels, and in the gropings and pausings of the beetles on the floor.
  


  
    It happened on the occasion of this visit that some sharp words arose between Estella and Miss Havisham. It was the first time I had ever seen them opposed.
  


  
    We were seated by the fire, as just now described, and Miss Havisham still had Estella’s arm drawn through her own, and still clutched Estella’s hand in hers, when Estella gradually began to detach herself. She had shown a proud impatience more than once before, and had rather endured that fierce affection than accepted or returned it.
  


  
    ‘What!’ said Miss Havisham, flashing her eyes upon her, ‘are you tired of me?’
  


  
    ‘Only a little tired of myself,’ replied Estella, disengaging her arm, and moving to the great chimney-piece, where she stood looking down at the fire.
  


  
    ‘Speak the truth, you ingrate!’ cried Miss Havisham, passionately striking her stick upon the floor; ‘you are tired of me.’
  


  
    Estella looked at her with perfect composure, and again looked down at the fire. Her graceful figure and her beautiful face expressed a self-possessed indifference to the wild heat of the other, that was almost cruel.
  


  
    ‘You stock and stone!’ exclaimed Miss Havisham. ‘You cold, cold heart!’
  


  
    ‘What!’ said Estella, preserving her attitude of indifference as she leaned against the great chimney-piece and only moving her eyes; ‘do you reproach me for being cold? You?’
  


  
    ‘Are you not?’ was the fierce retort.
  


  
    ‘You should know,’ said Estella. ‘I am what you have made me. Take all the praise, take all the blame; take all the success, take all the failure; in short, take me.’
  


  
    ‘O, look at her, look at her!’ cried Miss Havisham, bitterly. ‘Look at her, so hard and thankless, on the hearth where she was reared! Where I took her into this wretched breast when it was first bleeding from its stabs, and where I have lavished years of tenderness upon her!’
  


  
    ‘At least I was no party to the compact,’ said Estella, ‘for if I could walk and speak, when it was made, it was as much as I could do. But what would you have? You have been very good to me, and I owe everything to you. What would you have?’
  


  
    ‘Love,’ replied the other.
  


  
    ‘You have it.’
  


  
    ‘I have not,’ said Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘Mother by adoption,’ retorted Estella, never departing from the easy grace of her attitude, never raising her voice as the other did, never yielding either to anger or tenderness, ‘Mother by adoption, I have said that I owe everything to you. All I possess is freely yours. All that you have given me is at your command to have again. Beyond that, I have nothing. And if you ask me to give you what you never gave me, my gratitude and duty cannot do impossibilities.’
  


  
    ‘Did I never give her love!’ cried Miss Havisham, turning wildly to me. ‘Did I never give her a burning love, inseparable from jealousy at all times, and from sharp pain, while she speaks thus to me! Let her call me mad, let her call me mad!’
  


  
    ‘Why should I call you mad,’ returned Estella, ‘I, of all people? Does any one live, who knows what set purposes you have, half as well as I do? Does any one live, who knows what a steady memory you have, half as well as I do? I who have sat on this same hearth on the little stool that is even now beside you there, learning your lessons and looking up into your face, when your face was strange and frightened me!’
  


  
    ‘Soon forgotten!’ moaned Miss Havisham. ‘Times soon forgotten!’
  


  
    ‘No, not forgotten,’ retorted Estella. ‘Not forgotten, but treasured up in my memory. When have you found me false to your teaching? When have you found me unmindful of your lessons? When have you found me giving admission here,’ she touched her bosom with her hand, ‘to anything that you excluded? Be just to me.’
  


  
    ‘So proud, so proud!’ moaned Miss Havisham, pushing away her grey hair with both her hands.
  


  
    ‘Who taught me to be proud?’ returned Estella. ‘Who praised me when I learnt my lesson?’
  


  
    ‘So hard, so hard!’ moaned Miss Havisham, with her former action.
  


  
    ‘Who taught me to be hard?’ returned Estella. ‘Who praised me when I learnt my lesson?’
  


  
    ‘But to be proud and hard to me!’ Miss Havisham quite shrieked, as she stretched out her arms. ‘Estella, Estella, Estella, to be proud and hard to me!’
  


  
    Estella looked at her for a moment with a kind of calm wonder, but was not otherwise disturbed; when the moment was passed, she looked down at the fire again.
  


  
    ‘I cannot think,’ said Estella, raising her eyes after a silence, ‘why you should be so unreasonable when I come to see you after a separation. I have never forgotten your wrongs and their causes. I have never been unfaithful to you or your schooling. I have never shown any weakness that I can charge myself with.’
  


  
    ‘Would it be weakness to return my love?’ exclaimed Miss Havisham. ‘But yes, yes, she would call it so!’
  


  
    ‘I begin to think,’ said Estella, in a musing way, after another moment of calm wonder, ‘that I almost understand how this comes about. If you had brought up your adopted daughter wholly in the dark confinement of these rooms, and had never let her know that there was such a thing as the daylight by which she has never once seen your face—if you had done that, and then, for a purpose, had wanted her to understand the daylight and know all about it, you would have been disappointed and angry?’
  


  
    Miss Havisham, with her head in her hands, sat making a low moaning, and swaying herself on her chair, but gave no answer.
  


  
    ‘Or,’ said Estella, ‘—which is a nearer case—if you had taught her, from the dawn of her intelligence, with your utmost energy and might, that there was such a thing as daylight, but that it was made to be her enemy and destroyer, and she must always turn against it, for it had blighted you and would else blight her;—if you had done this, and then, for a purpose, had wanted her to take naturally to the daylight and she could not do it, you would have been disappointed and angry?’
  


  
    Miss Havisham sat listening (or it seemed so, for I could not see her face), but still made no answer.
  


  
    ‘So,’ said Estella, ‘I must be taken as I have been made. The success is not mine, the failure is not mine, but the two together make me.’
  


  
    Miss Havisham had settled down, I hardly knew how, upon the floor, among the faded bridal relics with which it was strewn. I took advantage of the moment—I had sought one from the first—to leave the room, after beseeching Estella’s attention to her with a movement of my hand. When I left, Estella was yet standing by the great chimney-piece, just as she had stood throughout. Miss Havisham’s grey hair was all adrift upon the ground, among the other bridal wrecks, and was a miserable sight to see.
  


  
    It was with a depressed heart that I walked in the starlight for an hour and more, about the court-yard, and about the brewery, and about the ruined garden. When I at last took courage to return to the room, I found Estella sitting at Miss Havisham’s knee, taking up some stitches in one of those old articles of dress that were dropping to pieces, and of which I have often been reminded since by the faded tatters of old banners that I have seen hanging up in cathedrals. Afterwards, Estella and I played at cards, as of yore—only we were skilful now, and played French games—and so the evening wore away, and I went to bed.
  


  
    I lay in that separate building across the court-yard. It was the first time I had ever lain down to rest in Satis House, and sleep refused to come near me. A thousand Miss Havishams haunted me. She was on this side of my pillow, on that, at the head of the bed, at the foot, behind the half-opened door of the dressing-room, in the dressing-room, in the room overhead, in the room beneath—everywhere. At last, when the night was slow to creep on towards two o’clock, I felt that I absolutely could no longer bear the place as a place to lie down in, and that I must get up. I therefore got up and put on my clothes, and went out across the yard into the long stone passage, designing to gain the outer court-yard and walk there for the relief of my mind. But I was no sooner in the passage than I extinguished my candle; for I saw Miss Havisham going along it in a ghostly manner, making a low cry. I followed her at a distance, and saw her go up the staircase. She carried a bare candle in her hand, which she had probably taken from one of the sconces in her own room, and was a most unearthly object by its light. Standing at the bottom of the staircase, I felt the mildewed air of the feast-chamber, without seeing her open the door, and I heard her walking there, and so across into her own room, and so across again into that, never ceasing the low cry. After a time, I tried in the dark both to get out and to go back, but I could do neither until some streaks of day strayed in and showed me where to lay my hands. During the whole interval, whenever I went to the bottom of the staircase, I heard her footstep, saw her candle pass above, and heard her ceaseless low cry.
  


  
    Before we left next day, there was no revival of the difference between her and Estella, nor was it ever revived on any similar occasion; and there were four similar occasions, to the best of my remembrance. Nor did Miss Havisham’s manner towards Estella in anywise change, except that I believed it to have something like fear infused among its former characteristics.
  


  
    It is impossible to turn this leaf of my life without putting Bentley Drummle’s name upon it; or I would, very gladly.
  


  
    On a certain occasion when the Finches were assembled in force, and when good feeling was being promoted in the usual manner by nobody’s agreeing with anybody else, the presiding Finch called the Grove to order, forasmuch as Mr. Drummle had not yet toasted a lady; which, according to the solemn constitution of the society, it was the brute’s turn to do that day. I thought I saw him leer in an ugly way at me while the decanters were going round, but as there was no love lost between us, that might easily be. What was my indignant surprise when he called upon the company to pledge him to ‘Estella!’
  


  
    ‘Estella who?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Never you mind,’ retorted Drummle.
  


  
    ‘Estella of where?’ said I. ‘You are bound to say of where.’ Which he was, as a Finch.
  


  
    ‘Of Richmond, gentlemen,’ said Drummle, putting me out of the question, ‘and a peerless beauty.’
  


  
    Much he knew about peerless beauties, a mean miserable idiot! I whispered Herbert.
  


  
    ‘I know that lady,’ said Herbert, across the table, when the toast had been honoured.
  


  
    ‘Do you?’ said Drummle.
  


  
    ‘And so do I,’ I added with a scarlet face.
  


  
    ‘Do you?’ said Drummle. ‘Oh, Lord!’
  


  
    This was the only retort—except glass or crockery—that the heavy creature was capable of making; but, I became as highly incensed by it as if it had been barbed with wit, and I immediately rose in my place and said that I could not but regard it as being like the honourable Finch’s impudence to come down to that Grove—we always talked about coming down to that Grove, as a neat Parliamentary turn of expression—down to that Grove, proposing a lady of whom he knew nothing. Mr. Drummle upon this, starting up, demanded what I meant by that? Whereupon I made him the extreme reply that I believed he knew where I was to be found.
  


  
    Whether it was possible in a Christian country to get on without blood, after this, was a question on which the Finches were divided. The debate upon it grew so lively, indeed, that at least six more honourable members told six more, during the discussion, that they believed they knew where they were to be found. However, it was decided at last (the Grove being a Court of Honour) that if Mr. Drummle would bring never so slight a certificate from the lady, importing that he had the honour of her acquaintance, Mr. Pip must express his regret, as a gentleman and a Finch, for ‘having been betrayed into a warmth which.’ Next day was appointed for the production (lest our honour should take cold from delay), and next day Drummle appeared with a polite little avowal in Estella’s hand, that she had had the honour of dancing with him several times. This left me no course but to regret that I had been ‘betrayed into a warmth which,’ and on the whole to repudiate, as untenable, the idea that I was to be found anywhere. Drummle and I then sat snorting at one another for an hour, while the Grove engaged in indiscriminate contradiction, and finally the promotion of good feeling was declared to have gone ahead at an amazing rate.
  


  
    I tell this lightly, but it was no light thing to me. For I cannot adequately express what pain it gave me to think that Estella should show any favour to a contemptible, clumsy, sulky booby, so very far below the average. To the present moment, I believe it to have been referable to some pure fire of generosity and disinterestedness in my love for her, that I could not endure the thought of her stooping to that hound. No doubt I should have been miserable whomsoever she had favoured; but a worthier object would have caused me a different kind and degree of distress.
  


  
    It was easy for me to find out, and I did soon find out, that Drummle had begun to follow her closely, and that she allowed him to do it. A little while, and he was always in pursuit of her, and he and I crossed one another every day. He held on, in a dull persistent way, and Estella held him on; now with encouragement, now with discouragement, now almost flattering him, now openly despising him, now knowing him very well, now scarcely remembering who he was.
  


  
    The Spider, as Mr. Jaggers had called him, was used to lying in wait, however, and had the patience of his tribe. Added to that, he had a blockhead confidence in his money and in his family greatness, which sometimes did him good service—almost taking the place of concentration and determined purpose. So, the Spider, doggedly watching Estella, outwatched many brighter insects, and would often uncoil himself and drop at the right nick of time.
  


  
    At a certain Assembly Ball at Richmond (there used to be Assembly Balls at most places then), where Estella had outshone all other beauties, this blundering Drummle so hung about her, and with so much toleration on her part, that I resolved to speak to her concerning him. I took the next opportunity: which was when she was waiting for Mrs. Brandley to take her home, and was sitting apart among some flowers, ready to go. I was with her, for I almost always accompanied them to and from such places.
  


  
    ‘Are you tired, Estella?’
  


  
    ‘Rather, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘You should be.’
  


  
    ‘Say, rather, I should not be; for I have my letter to Satis House to write, before I go to sleep.’
  


  
    ‘Recounting to-night’s triumph?’ said I. ‘Surely a very poor one, Estella.’
  


  
    ‘What do you mean? I didn’t know there had been any.’
  


  
    ‘Estella,’ said I, ‘do look at that fellow in the corner yonder, who is looking over here at us.’
  


  
    ‘Why should I look at him?’ returned Estella, with her eyes on me instead. ‘What is there in that fellow in the corner yonder—to use your words—that I need look at?’
  


  
    ‘Indeed, that is the very question I want to ask you,’ said I. ‘For he has been hovering about you all night.’
  


  
    ‘Moths, and all sorts of ugly creatures,’ replied Estella, with a glance towards him, ‘hover about a lighted candle. Can the candle help it?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ I returned: ‘but cannot the Estella help it?’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said she, laughing after a moment, ‘perhaps. Yes. Anything you like.’
  


  
    ‘But, Estella, do hear me speak. It makes me wretched that you should encourage a man so generally despised as Drummle. You know he is despised.’
  


  
    ‘Well?’ said she.
  


  
    ‘You know he is as ungainly within as without. A deficient, ill-tempered, lowering, stupid fellow.’
  


  
    ‘Well?’ said she.
  


  
    ‘You know he has nothing to recommend him but money, and a ridiculous roll of addle-headed predecessors; now, don’t you?’
  


  
    ‘Well?’ said she again; and each time she said it, she opened her lovely eyes the wider.
  


  
    To overcome the difficulty of getting past that monosyllable, I took it from her, and said, repeating it with emphasis, ‘Well! Then, that is why it makes me wretched.’
  


  
    Now, if I could have believed that she favoured Drummle with any idea of making me—me—wretched, I should have been in better heart about it; but in that habitual way of hers, she put me so entirely out of the question, that I could believe nothing of the kind.
  


  
    ‘Pip,’ said Estella, casting her glance over the room, ‘don’t be foolish about its effect on you. It may have its effect on others, and may be meant to have. It’s not worth discussing.’
  


  
    ‘Yes it is,’ said I, ‘because I cannot bear that people should say, “she throws away her graces and attractions on a mere boor, the lowest in the crowd.”’
  


  
    ‘I can bear it,’ said Estella.
  


  
    ‘Oh! don’t be so proud, Estella, and so inflexible.’
  


  
    ‘Calls me proud and inflexible in this breath!’ said Estella, opening her hands. ‘And in his last breath reproached me for stooping to a boor!’
  


  
    ‘There is no doubt you do,’ said I, something hurriedly, ‘for I have seen you give him looks and smiles this very night, such as you never give to—me.’
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    On the Stairs (p. 322)
  


  


  
    ‘Do you want me then,’ said Estella, turning suddenly with a fixed and serious, if not angry look, ‘to deceive and entrap you?’
  


  
    ‘Do you deceive and entrap him, Estella?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, and many others—all of them but you. Here is Mrs. Brandley. I’ll say no more.’
  


  
    And now that I have given the one chapter to the theme that so filled my heart, and so often made it ache and ache again, I pass on, unhindered, to the event that had impended over me longer yet; the event that had begun to be prepared for, before I knew that the world held Estella, and in the days when her baby intelligence was receiving its first distortions from Miss Havisham’s wasting hands.
  


  
    In the Eastern story, the heavy slab that was to fall on the bed of state in the flush of conquest was slowly wrought out of the quarry, the tunnel for the rope to hold it in its place was slowly carried through the leagues of rock, the slab was slowly raised and fitted in the roof, the rope was rove to it and slowly taken through the miles of hollow to the great iron ring. All being made ready with much labour, and the hour come, the sultan was aroused in the dead of the night, and the sharpened axe that was to sever the rope from the great iron ring was put into his hand, and he struck with it, and the rope parted and rushed away, and the ceiling fell. So in my case; all the work, near and afar, that tended to the end, had been accomplished; and in an instant the blow was struck, and the roof of my Stronghold dropped upon me.
  


  
    CHAPTER XXXIX
  


  
    I WAS three-and-twenty years of age. Not another word had I heard to enlighten me on the subject of my expectations, and my twenty-third birthday was a week gone. We had left Barnard’s Inn more than a year, and lived in the Temple. Our chambers were in Garden-court, down by the river.
  


  
    Mr. Pocket and I had for some time parted company as to our original relations, though we continued on the best terms. Notwithstanding my inability to settle to anything—which I hope arose out of the restless and incomplete tenure on which I held my means—I had a taste for reading, and read regularly so many hours a day. That matter of Herbert’s was still progressing, and everything with me was as I have brought it down to the close of the last preceding chapter.
  


  
    Business had taken Herbert on a journey to Marseilles. I was alone, and had a dull sense of being alone. Dispirited and anxious, long hoping that to-morrow or next week would clear my way, and long disappointed, I sadly missed the cheerful face and ready response of my friend.
  


  
    It was wretched weather; stormy and wet, stormy and wet; mud, mud, mud, deep in all the streets. Day after day, a vast heavy veil had been driving over London from the East, and it drove still, as if in the East there were an eternity of cloud and wind. So furious had been the gusts, that high buildings in town had had the lead stripped off their roofs; and in the country, trees had been torn up, and sails of windmills carried away; and gloomy accounts had come in from the coast, of shipwreck and death. Violent blasts of rain had accompanied these rages of wind, and the day just closed as I sat down to read had been the worst of all.
  


  
    Alterations have been made in that part of the Temple since that time, and it has not now so lonely a character as it had then, nor is it so exposed to the river. We lived at the top of the last house, and the wind rushing up the river shook the house that night, like discharges of cannon, or breakings of a sea. When the rain came with it and dashed against the windows, I thought, raising my eyes to them as they rocked, that I might have fancied myself in a storm-beaten light-house. Occasionally, the smoke came rolling down the chimney as though it could not bear to go out into such a night; and when I set the doors open and looked down the staircase, the staircase lamps were blown out; and when I shaded my face with my hands and looked through the black windows (opening them, ever so little, was out of the question in the teeth of such wind and rain) I saw that the lamps in the court were blown out, and that the lamps on the bridges and the shore were shuddering, and that the coal fires in barges on the river were being carried away before the wind like red-hot splashes in the rain.
  


  
    I read with my watch upon the table, purposing to close my book at eleven o’clock. As I shut it, Saint Paul’s, and all the many church-clocks in the City—some leading, some accompanying, some following—struck that hour. The sound was curiously flawed by the wind; and I was listening, and thinking how the wind assailed and tore it, when I heard a footstep on the stair.
  


  
    What nervous folly made me start, and awfully connect it with the footstep of my dead sister, matters not. It was past in a moment and I listened again, and heard the footstep stumble in coming on. Remembering then that the staircase lights were blown out, I took up my reading-lamp and went out to the stair-head. Whoever was below had stopped on seeing my lamp, for all was quiet.
  


  
    ‘There is some one down there, is there not?’ I called out, looking down.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said a voice from the darkness beneath.
  


  
    ‘What floor do you want?’
  


  
    ‘The top. Mr. Pip.’
  


  
    ‘That is my name.—There is nothing the matter?’
  


  
    ‘Nothing the matter,’ returned the voice. And the man came on.
  


  
    I stood with my lamp held out over the stair-rail, and he came slowly within its light. It was a shaded lamp, to shine upon a book, and its circle of light was very contracted; so that he was in it for a mere instant, and then out of it. In the instant I had seen a face that was strange to me, looking up with an incomprehensible air of being touched and pleased by the sight of me.
  


  
    Moving the lamp as the man moved, I made out that he was substantially dressed, but roughly; like a voyager by sea. That he had long iron-grey hair. That his age was about sixty. That he was a muscular man, strong on his legs, and that he was browned and hardened by exposure to weather. As he ascended the last stair or two, and the light of my lamp included us both, I saw, with a stupid kind of amazement, that he was holding out both his hands to me.
  


  
    ‘Pray what is your business?’ I asked him.
  


  
    ‘My business?’ he repeated, pausing. ‘Ah! Yes. I will explain my business, by your leave.’
  


  
    ‘Do you wish to come in?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ he replied; ‘I wish to come in, Master.’
  


  
    I had asked him the question inhospitably enough, for I resented the sort of bright and gratified recognition that still shone in his face. I resented it, because it seemed to imply that he expected me to respond to it. But I took him into the room I had just left, and, having set the lamp on the table, asked him as civilly as I could to explain himself.
  


  
    He looked about him with the strangest air—an air of wondering pleasure, as if he had some part in the things he admired—and he pulled off a rough outer coat, and his hat. Then I saw that his head was furrowed and bald, and that the long iron-grey hair grew only on its sides. But I saw nothing that in the least explained him. On the contrary, I saw him next moment once more holding out both his hands to me.
  


  
    ‘What do you mean?’ said I, half suspecting him to be mad.
  


  
    He stopped in his looking at me, and slowly rubbed his right hand over his head. ‘It’s disappointing to a man,’ he said, in a coarse broken voice, ‘arter having looked for’ard so distant, and come so fur; but you’re not to blame for that—neither on us is to blame for that. I’ll speak in half a minute. Give me half a minute, please.’
  


  
    He sat down on a chair that stood before the fire, and covered his forehead with his large brown veinous hands. I looked at him attentively then, and recoiled a little from him; but I did not know him.
  


  
    ‘There’s no one nigh,’ said he, looking over his shoulder; ‘is there?’
  


  
    ‘Why do you, a stranger coming into my rooms at this time of the night, ask that question?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘You’re a game one,’ he returned, shaking his head at me with a deliberate affection, at once most unintelligible and most exasperating; ‘I’m glad you’ve grow’d up a game one! But don’t catch hold of me. You’d be sorry arterwards to have done it.’
  


  
    I relinquished the intention he had detected, for I knew him! Even yet I could not recall a single feature, but I knew him ! If the wind and the rain had driven away the intervening years, had scattered all the intervening objects, had swept us to the churchyard where we first stood face to face on such different levels, I could not have known my convict more distinctly than I knew him now, as he sat in the chair before the fire. No need to take a file from his pocket and show it to me; no need to take the handkerchief from his neck and twist it round his head; no need to hug himself with both his arms, and take a shivering turn across the room, looking back at me for recognition. I knew him before he gave me one of those aids, though, a moment before, I had not been conscious of remotely suspecting his identity.
  


  
    He came back to where I stood, and again held out both his hands. Not knowing what to do—for, in my astonishment I had lost my self-possession—I reluctantly gave him my hands. He grasped them heartily, raised them to his lips, kissed them, and still held them.
  


  
    ‘You acted nobly, my boy,’ said he. ‘Noble Pip! And I have never forgot it!’
  


  
    At a change in his manner as if he were even going to embrace me, I laid a hand upon his breast and put him away.
  


  
    ‘Stay!’ said I. ‘Keep off! If you are grateful to me for what I did when I was a little child, I hope you have shown your gratitude by mending your way of life. If you have come here to thank me, it was not necessary. Still, however, you have found me out, there must be something good in the feeling that has brought you here, and I will not repulse you; but surely you must understand—I——’
  


  
    My attention was so attracted by the singularity of his fixed look at me, that the words died away on my tongue.
  


  
    ‘You was a saying,’ he observed, when we had confronted one another in silence, ‘that surely I must understand. What, surely must I understand?’
  


  
    ‘That I cannot wish to renew that chance intercourse with you of long ago, under these different circumstances. I am glad to believe you have repented and recovered yourself. I am glad to tell you so. I am glad that, thinking I deserve to be thanked, you have come to thank me. But our ways are different ways, none the less. You are wet, and you look weary. Will you drink something before you go?’
  


  
    He had replaced his neckerchief loosely, and had stood, keenly observant of me, biting a long end of it. ‘I think,’ he answered, still with the end at his mouth and still observant of me, ‘that I will drink (I thank you) afore I go.’
  


  
    There was a tray ready on a side-table. I brought it to the table near the fire, and asked him what he would have? He touched one of the bottles without looking at it or speaking, and I made him some hot rum-and-water. I tried to keep my hand steady while I did so, but his look at me as he leaned back in his chair with the long draggled end of his neckerchief between his teeth—evidently forgotten—made my hand very difficult to master. When at last I put the glass to him, I saw with amazement that his eyes were full of tears.
  


  
    Up to this time I had remained standing, not to disguise that I wished him gone. But I was softened by the softened aspect of the man, and felt a touch of reproach. ‘I hope,’ said I, hurriedly putting something into a glass for myself, and drawing a chair to the table, ‘that you will not think I spoke harshly to you just now. I had no intention of doing it, and I am sorry for it if I did. I wish you well, and happy!’
  


  
    As I put my glass to my lips, he glanced with surprise at the end of his neckerchief, dropping from his mouth when he opened it, and stretched out his hand. I gave him mine, and then he drank, and drew his sleeve across his eyes and forehead.
  


  
    ‘How are you living?’ I asked him.
  


  
    ‘I’ve been a sheep-farmer, stock-breeder, other trades besides, away in the new world,’ said he: ‘many a thousand mile of stormy water off from this.’
  


  
    ‘I hope you have done well?’
  


  
    ‘I’ve done wonderful well. There’s others went out alonger me as has done well too, but no man has done nigh as well as me. I’m famous for it.’
  


  
    ‘I am glad to hear it.’
  


  
    ‘I hope to hear you say so, my dear boy.’
  


  
    Without stopping to try to understand those words or the tone in which they were spoken, I turned off to a point that had just come into my mind.
  


  
    ‘Have you ever seen a messenger you once sent to me,’ I inquired, ‘since he undertook that trust?’
  


  
    ‘Never set eyes upon him. I warn’t likely to it.’
  


  
    ‘He came faithfully, and he brought me the two one-pound notes. I was a poor boy then, as you know, and to a poor boy they were a little fortune. But, like you, I have done well since, and you must let me pay them back. You can put them to some other poor boy’s use.’ I took out my purse.
  


  
    He watched me as I laid my purse upon the table and opened it, and he watched me as I separated two one-pound notes from its contents. They were clean and new, and I spread them out and handed them over to him. Still watching me, he laid them one upon the other, folded them longwise, gave them a twist, set fire to them at the lamp, and dropped the ashes into the tray.
  


  
    ‘May I make so bold,’ he said then, with a smile that was like a frown, and with a frown that was like a smile, ‘as ask you how you have done well, since you and me was out on them lone shivering marshes?’
  


  
    ‘How?’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’
  


  
    He emptied his glass, got up, and stood at the side of the fire, with his heavy brown hand on the mantelshelf. He put a foot up to the bars, to dry and warm it, and the wet boot began to steam; but, he neither looked at it, nor at the fire, but steadily looked at me. It was only now that I began to tremble.
  


  
    When my lips had parted, and had shaped some words that were without sound, I forced myself to tell him (though I could not do it distinctly), that I had been chosen to succeed to some property.
  


  
    ‘Might a mere warmint ask what property?’ said he. I faltered, ‘I don’t know.’
  


  
    ‘Might a mere warmint ask whose property?’ said he. I faltered again. ‘I don’t know.’
  


  
    ‘Could I make a guess, I wonder,’ said the Convict, ‘at your income since you come of age ! As to the first figure, now. Five?’
  


  
    With my heart beating like a heavy hammer of disordered action, I rose out of my chair, and stood with my hand upon the back of it, looking wildly at him.
  


  
    ‘Concerning a guardian,’ he went on. ‘There ought to have been some guardian or such-like, whiles you was a minor. Some lawyer, maybe. As to the first letter of that lawyer’s name, now. Would it be J?’
  


  
    All the truth of my position came flashing on me; and its disappointments, dangers, disgraces, consequences of all kinds, rushed in in such a multitude that I was borne down by them and had to struggle for every breath I drew. ‘Put it,’ he resumed, ‘as the employer of that lawyer whose name begun with a J, and might be Jaggers—put it as he had come over sea to Portsmouth, and had landed there, and had wanted to come on to you. “However, you have found me out,” you says just now. Well! however did I find you out? Why, I wrote from Portsmouth to a person in London, for particulars of your address. That person’s name? Why, Wemmick.’
  


  
    I could not have spoken one word, though it had been to save my life. I stood, with a hand on the chair-back and a hand on my breast, where I seemed to be suffocating—I stood so, looking wildly at him, until I grasped at the chair, when the room begun to surge and turn. He caught me, drew me to the sofa, put me up against the cushions, and bent on one knee before me: bringing the face that I now well remembered, and that I shuddered at, very near to mine.
  


  
    ‘Yes, Pip, dear boy, I’ve made a gentleman on you! It’s me wot has done it! I swore that time, sure as ever I earned a guinea, that guinea should go to you. I swore arterwards, sure as ever I spec’lated and got rich, you should get rich. I lived rough, that you should live smooth; I worked hard that you should be above work. What odds, dear boy? Do I tell it fur you to feel a obligation? Not a bit. I tell it, fur you to know as that there hunted dunghill dog wot you kep life in, got his head so high that he could make a gentleman—and, Pip, you’re him!’
  


  
    The abhorrence in which I held the man, the dread I had of him, the repugnance with which I shrank from him, could not have been exceeded if he had been some terrible beast.
  


  
    ‘Look’ee here, Pip. I’m your second father. You’re my son—more to me nor any son. I’ve put away money, only for you to spend. When I was a hired-out shepherd in a solitary hut, not seeing no faces but faces of sheep till I half forgot wot men’s and women’s faces wos like, I see yourn. I drops my knife many a time in that hut when I was a eating my dinner or my supper, and I says, “Here’s the boy again, a looking at me whiles I eats and drinks !” I see you there a many times as plain as ever I see you on them misty marshes. “Lord strike me dead!” I says each time—and I goes out in the open air to say it under the open heavens—“but wot, if I gets liberty and money, I’ll make that boy a gentleman!” And I done it. Why, look at you, dear boy ! Look at these here lodgings of yourn, fit for a lord ! A lord? Ah! You shall show money with lords for wagers, and beat ’em!’
  


  
    In his heat and triumph, and in his knowledge that I had been nearly fainting, he did not remark on my reception of all this. It was the one grain of relief I had.
  


  
    ‘Look’ee here!’ he went on, taking my watch out of my pocket, and turning towards him a ring on my finger, while I recoiled from his touch as if he had been a snake, ‘a gold ’un and a beauty: that’s a gentleman’s, I hope ! A diamond all set round with rubies; that’s a gentleman’s, I hope! Look at your linen; fine and beautiful! Look at your clothes; better ain’t to be got! And your books too,’ turning his eyes round the room, ‘mounting up, on their shelves, by hundreds! And you read ’em; don’t you? I see you’d been a reading of’em when I come in. Ha, ha, ha! You shall read ’em to me, dear boy! And if they’re in foreign languages wot I don’t understand, I shall be just as proud as if I did.’
  


  
    Again he took both my hands and put them to his lips, while my blood ran cold within me.
  


  
    ‘Don’t you mind talking, Pip,’ said he, after again drawing his sleeve over his eyes and forehead, as the click came in his throat which I well remembered—and he was all the more horrible to me that he was so much in earnest; ‘you can’t do better nor keep quiet, dear boy. You ain’t looked slowly forward to this as I have; you wosn’t prepared for this, as I wos. But didn’t you never think it might be me?’
  


  
    ‘O no, no, no,’ I returned. ‘Never, never!’
  


  
    ‘Well, you see it wos me, and single-handed. Never a soul in it but my own self and Mr. Jaggers.’
  


  
    ‘Was there no one else?’ I asked.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said he, with a glance of surprise: ‘who else should there be? And, dear boy, how good-looking you have growed! There’s bright eyes somewheres—eh? Isn’t there bright eyes somewheres, wot you love the thoughts on?’
  


  
    O Estella, Estella!
  


  
    ‘They shall be yourn, dear boy, if money can buy ’em. Not that a gentleman like you, so well set up as you, can’t win ’em off of his own game; but money shall back you ! Let me finish wot I was a telling you, dear boy. From that there hut and that there hiring-out, I got money left me by my master (which died, and had been the same as me), and got my liberty and went for myself. In every single thing I went for, I went for you. “Lord strike a blight upon it,” I says, wotever it was I went for, “if it ain’t for him!” It all prospered wonderful. As I giv’ you to understand just now, I’m famous for it. It was the money left me, and the gains of the first few year, wot I sent home to Mr. Jaggers—all for you—when he first come arter you, agreeable to my letter.’
  


  
    O, that he had never come ! That he had left me at the forge—far from contented, yet, by comparison, happy !
  


  
    ‘And then, dear boy, it was a recompense to me, look’ee here, to know in secret that I was making a gentleman. The blood horses of them colonists might fling up the dust over me as I was walking; what do I say? I says to myself, “I’m making a better gentleman nor ever you’ll be!” When one of’em says to one another, “He was a convict, a few years ago, and is a ignorant common fellow now, for all he’s lucky,” what do I say? I says to myself, “If I ain’t a gentleman, nor yet ain’t got no learning, I’m the owner of such. All on you owns stock and land; which on you owns a brought-up London gentleman?” This way I kep myself a going. And this way I held steady afore my mind that I would for certain come one day and see my boy, and make myself known to him, on his own ground.’
  


  
    He laid his hand on my shoulder. I shuddered at the thought that for anything I knew, his hand might be stained with blood.
  


  
    ‘It warn’t easy, Pip, for me to leave them parts, nor yet it warn’t safe. But I held to it, and the harder it was, the stronger I held, for I was determined, and my mind firm made up. At last I done it. Dear boy, I done it!’
  


  
    I tried to collect my thoughts, but I was stunned. Throughout, I had seemed to myself to attend more to the wind and the rain than to him; even now, I could not separate his voice from those voices, though those were loud and his was silent.
  


  
    ‘Where will you put me?’ he asked, presently. ‘I must be put somewheres, dear boy.’
  


  
    ‘To sleep?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Yes. And to sleep long and sound,’ he answered; ‘for I’ve been sea-tossed and sea-washed, months and months.’
  


  
    ‘My friend and companion,’ said I, rising from the sofa, ‘is absent; you must have his room.’
  


  
    ‘He won’t come back to-morrow; will he?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I, answering almost mechanically, in spite of my utmost efforts; ‘not to-morrow.’
  


  
    ‘Because, look’ee here, dear boy,’ he said, dropping his voice, and laying a long finger on my breast in an impressive manner, ‘caution is necessary.’
  


  
    ‘How do you mean? Caution?’
  


  
    ‘By G—, it’s Death!’
  


  
    ‘What’s death?’
  


  
    ‘I was sent for life. It’s death to come back. There’s been overmuch coming back of late years, and I should of a certainty be hanged if took.’
  


  
    Nothing was needed but this; the wretched man, after loading me with his wretched gold and silver chains for years, had risked his life to come to me, and I held it there in my keeping! If I had loved him instead of abhorring him; if I had been attracted to him by the strongest admiration and affection, instead of shrinking from him with the strongest repugnance; it could have been no worse. On the contrary, it would have been better, for his preservation would then have naturally and tenderly addressed my heart.
  


  
    My first care was to close the shutters, so that no light might be seen from without, and then to close and make fast the doors. While I did so, he stood at the table drinking rum and eating biscuit; and when I saw him thus engaged, I saw my convict on the marshes at his meal again. It almost seemed to me as if he must stoop down presently, to file at his leg.
  


  
    When I had gone into Herbert’s room, and had shut off any other communication between it and the staircase than through the room in which our conversation had been held, I asked him if he would go to bed? He said yes, but asked me for some of my ‘gentleman’s linen’ to put on in the morning. I brought it out, and laid it ready for him, and my blood again ran cold when he again took me by both hands to give me good night.
  


  
    I got away from him, without knowing how I did it, and mended the fire in the room where we had been together, and sat down by it, afraid to go to bed. For an hour or more, I remained too stunned to think; and it was not until I began to think, that I began fully to know how wrecked I was, and how the ship in which I had sailed was gone to pieces.
  


  
    Miss Havisham’s intentions towards me, all a mere dream; Estella not designed for me; I only suffered in Satis House as a convenience, a sting for the greedy relations, a model with a mechanical heart to practise on when no other practice was at hand; those were the first smarts I had. But, sharpest and deepest pain of all—it was for the convict, guilty of I knew not what crimes, and liable to be taken out of those rooms where I sat thinking, and hanged at the Old Bailey door, that I had deserted Joe.
  


  
    I would not have gone back to Joe now, I would not have gone back to Biddy now, for any consideration: simply, I suppose, because my sense of my own worthless conduct to them was greater than every consideration. No wisdom on earth could have given me the comfort that I should have derived from their simplicity and fidelity; but I could never, never, never, undo what I had done.
  


  
    In every rage of wind and rush of rain, I heard pursuers. Twice, I could have sworn there was a knocking and whispering at the outer door. With these fears upon me, I began either to imagine or recall that I had had mysterious warnings of this man’s approach. That, for weeks gone by, I had passed faces in the streets which I had thought like his. That, these likenesses had grown more numerous, as he, coming over the sea, had drawn nearer. That, his wicked spirit had somehow sent these messengers to mine, and that now on this stormy night he was as good as his word, and with me.
  


  
    Crowding up with these reflections came the reflection that I had seen him with my childish eyes to be a desperately violent man; that I had heard that other convict reiterate that he had tried to murder him; that I had seen him down in the ditch, tearing and fighting like a wild beast. Out of such remembrances I brought into the light of the fire, a half-formed terror that it might not be safe to be shut up there with him in the dead of the wild solitary night. This dilated until it filled the room, and impelled me to take a candle and go in and look at my dreadful burden.
  


  
    He had rolled a handkerchief round his head, and his face was set and lowering in his sleep. But he was asleep, and quietly too, though he had a pistol lying on the pillow. Assured of this, I softly removed the key to the outside of his door, and turned it on him before I again sat down by the fire. Gradually I slipped from the chair and lay on the floor. When I awoke without having parted in my sleep with the perception of my wretchedness, the clocks of the Eastward churches were striking five, the candles were wasted out, the fire was dead, and the wind and rain intensified the thick black darkness.
  


  
    THIS IS THE END OF THE SECOND STAGE OF PIP’S EXPECTATIONS
  


  
    CHAPTER XL
  


  
    IT was fortunate for me that I had to take precautions to insure (so far as I could) the safety of my dreaded visitor; for, this thought pressing on me when I awoke, held other thoughts in a confused concourse at a distance.
  


  
    The impossibility of keeping him concealed in the chambers was self-evident. It could not be done, and the attempt to do it would inevitably engender suspicion. True, I had no Avenger in my service now, but I was looked after by an inflammatory old female, assisted by an animated rag-bag whom she called her niece; and to keep a room secret from them would be to invite curiosity and exaggeration. They both had weak eyes, which I had long attributed to their chronically looking in at keyholes, and they were always at hand when not wanted; indeed that was their only reliable quality besides larceny. Not to get up a mystery with these people, I resolved to announce in the morning that my uncle had unexpectedly come from the country.
  


  
    This course I decided on while I was yet groping about in the darkness for the means of getting a light. Not stumbling on the means after all, I was fain to go out to the adjacent Lodge and get the watchman there to come with his lantern. Now, in groping my way down the black staircase I fell over something, and that something was a man crouching in a corner.
  


  
    As the man made no answer when I asked him what he did there, but eluded my touch in silence, I ran to the Lodge and urged the watchman to come quickly: telling him of the incident on the way back. The wind being as fierce as ever, we did not care to endanger the light in the lantern by rekindling the extinguished lamps on the staircase, but we examined the staircase from the bottom to the top and found no one there. It then occurred to me as possible that the man might have slipped into my rooms; so, lighting my candle at the watchman’s, and leaving him standing at the door, I examined them carefully, including the room in which my dreaded guest lay asleep. All was quiet, and assuredly no other man was in those chambers.
  


  
    It troubled me that there should have been a lurker on the stairs, on that night of all nights in the year, and I asked the watchman, on the chance of eliciting some hopeful explanation as I handed him a dram at the door, whether he had admitted at his gate any gentleman who had perceptibly been dining out? Yes, he said; at different times of the night, three. One lived in Fountain Court, and the other two lived in the Lane, and he had seen them all go home. Again, the only other man who dwelt in the house of which my chambers formed a part, had been in the country for some weeks; and he certainly had not returned in the night, because we had seen his door with his seal on it as we came upstairs.
  


  
    ‘The night being so bad, sir,’ said the watchman, as he gave me back my glass, ‘uncommon few have come in at my gate. Besides them three gentlemen that I have named, I don’t call to mind another since about eleven o’clock, when a stranger asked for you.’
  


  
    ‘My uncle,’ I muttered. ‘Yes.’
  


  
    ‘You saw him, sir?’
  


  
    ‘Yes. Oh yes.’
  


  
    ‘Likewise the person with him?’
  


  
    ‘Person with him!’ I repeated.
  


  
    ‘I judged the person to be with him,’ returned the watchman. ‘The person stopped, when he stopped to make inquiry of me, and the person took this way when he took this way.’
  


  
    ‘What sort of person?’
  


  
    The watchman had not particularly noticed; he should say a working person; to the best of his belief, he had a dust-coloured kind of clothes on, under a dark coat. The watchman made more light of the matter than I did, and naturally; not having my reason for attaching weight to it.
  


  
    When I had got rid of him, which I thought it well to do without prolonging explanations, my mind was much troubled by these two circumstances taken together. Whereas they were easy of innocent solution apart—as, for instance, some diner-out or diner-at-home, who had not gone near this watchman’s gate, might have strayed to my staircase and dropped asleep there—and my nameless visitor might have brought some one with him to show him the way—still, joined, they had an ugly look to one as prone to distrust and fear as the changes of a few hours had made me.
  


  
    I lighted my fire, which burnt with a raw pale flare at that time of the morning, and fell into a doze before it. I seemed to have been dozing a whole night when the clocks struck six. As there was full an hour and a half between me and daylight, I dozed again; now, waking up uneasily, with prolix conversations about nothing, in my ears; now, making thunder of the wind in the chimney; at length, falling off into a profound sleep from which the daylight woke me with a start.
  


  
    All this time I had never been able to consider my own situation, nor could I do so yet. I had not the power to attend to it. I was greatly dejected and distressed, but in an incoherent wholesale sort of way. As to forming any plan for the future, I could as soon have formed an elephant. When I opened the shutters and looked out at the wet wild morning, all of a leaden hue; when I walked from room to room; when I sat down again shivering, before the fire, waiting for my laundress to appear; I thought how miserable I was, but hardly knew why, or how long I had been so, or on what day of the week I made the reflection, or even who I was that made it,
  


  
    At last the old woman and the niece came in—the latter with a head not easily distinguishable from her dusty broom—and testified surprise at sight of me and the fire. To whom I imparted how my uncle had come in the night and was then asleep, and how the breakfast preparations were to be modified accordingly. Then, I washed and dressed while they knocked the furniture about and made a dust; and so, in a sort of dream or sleep-walking, I found myself sitting by the fire again, waiting for—Him—to come to breakfast.
  


  
    By-and-by, his door opened and he came out. I could not bring myself to bear the sight of him, and I thought he had a worse look by daylight.
  


  
    ‘I do not even know,’ said I, speaking low as he took his seat at the table, ‘by what name to call you. I have given out that you are my uncle.’
  


  
    ‘That’s it, dear boy! Call me uncle.’
  


  
    ‘You assumed some name, I suppose, on board ship?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, dear boy. I took the name of Provis.’
  


  
    ‘Do you mean to keep that name?’
  


  
    ‘Why, yes, dear boy, it’s as good as another—unless you’d like another.’
  


  
    ‘What is your real name?’ I asked him in a whisper.
  


  
    ‘Magwitch,’ he answered, in the same tone; ‘chrisen’d Abel.’
  


  
    ‘What were you brought up to be?’
  


  
    ‘A warmint, dear boy.’
  


  
    He answered quite seriously, and used the word as if it denoted some profession.
  


  
    ‘When you came into the Temple last night—— ’ said I, pausing to wonder whether that could really have been last night, which seemed so long ago.
  


  
    ‘Yes, dear boy?’
  


  
    ‘When you came in at the gate and asked the watchman the way here, had you any one with you?’
  


  
    ‘With me? No, dear boy.’
  


  
    ‘But there was some one there?’
  


  
    ‘I didn’t take particular notice,’ he said, dubiously, ‘not knowing the ways of the place. But I think there was a person, too, come in alonger me.’
  


  
    ‘Are you known in London?’
  


  
    ‘I hope not !’ said he, giving his neck a jerk with his forefinger that made me turn hot and sick.
  


  
    ‘Were you known in London, once?’
  


  
    ‘Not over and above, dear boy. I was in the provinces mostly.’
  


  
    ‘Were you—tried—in London?’
  


  
    ‘Which time?’ said he, with a sharp look.
  


  
    ‘The last time.’
  


  
    He nodded. ‘First knowed Mr. Jaggers that way. Jaggers was for me.’
  


  
    It was on my lips to ask him what he was tried for, but he took up a knife, gave it a flourish, and with the words, ‘And what I done is worked out and paid for !’ fell to at his breakfast.
  


  
    He ate in a ravenous way that was very disagreeable, and all his actions were uncouth, noisy, and greedy. Some of his teeth had failed him since I saw him eat on the marshes, and as he turned his food in his mouth, and turned his head sideways to bring his strongest fangs to bear upon it, he looked terribly like a hungry old dog.
  


  
    If I had begun with any appetite, he would have taken it away, and I should have sat much as I did—repelled from him by an insurmountable aversion, and gloomily looking at the cloth.
  


  
    ‘I’m a heavy grubber, dear boy,’ he said, as a polite kind of apology when he had made an end of his meal, ‘but I always was. If it had been in my constitution to be a lighter grubber, I might ha’ got into lighter trouble. Similarly, I must have my smoke. When I was first hired out as shepherd t’other side the world, it’s my belief I should ha’ turned into a molloncolly-mad sheep myself, if I hadn’t a had my smoke.’
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    As he said so he got up from table, and putting his hand into the breast of the pea-coat he wore, brought out a short black pipe, and a handful of loose tobacco of the kind that is called negro-head. Having filled his pipe, he put the surplus tobacco back again, as if his pocket were a drawer. Then, he took a live coal from the fire with the tongs, and lighted his pipe at it, and then turned round on the hearth-rug with his back to the fire, and went through his favourite action of holding out both his hands for mine.
  


  
    ‘And this,’ said he, dandling my hands up and down in his, as he puffed at his pipe; ‘and this is the gentleman what I made ! The real genuine One ! It does me good fur to look at you, Pip. All I stip’late is, to stand by and look at you, dear boy!’
  


  
    I released my hands as soon as I could, and found that I was beginning slowly to settle down to the contemplation of my condition. What I was chained to, and how heavily, became intelligible to me, as I heard his hoarse voice, and sat looking up at his furrowed bald head with its iron-grey hair at the sides.
  


  
    ‘I mustn’t see my gentleman a footing it in the mire of the streets; there mustn’t be no mud on his boots. My gentleman must have horses, Pip ! Horses to ride, and horses to drive, and horses for his servant to ride and drive as well. Shall colonists have their horses (and blood-’uns, if you please, good Lord!) and not my London gentleman? No, no. We’ll show ’em another pair of shoes than that, Pip; won’t us?’
  


  
    He took out of his pocket a great thick pocket-book, bursting with papers, and tossed it on the table.
  


  
    ‘There’s something worth spending in that there book, dear boy. It’s yourn. All I’ve got ain’t mine; it’s yourn. Don’t you be afeerd on it. There’s more where that come from. I’ve come to the old country fur to see my gentleman spend his money like a gentleman. That’ll be my pleasure. My pleasure ’ull be fur to see him do it. And blast you all!’ he wound up, looking round the room and snapping his fingers once with a loud snap, ‘blast you every one, from the judge in his wig, to the colonist a stirring up the dust, I’ll show a better gentleman than the whole kit on you put together!’
  


  
    ‘Stop!’ said I, almost in a frenzy of fear and dislike, ‘I want to speak to you. I want to know what is to be done. I want to know how you are to be kept out of danger, how long you are going to stay, what projects you have.’
  


  
    ‘Look’ee here, Pip,’ said he, laying his hand on my arm in a suddenly altered and subdued manner; ‘first of all, look’ee here. I forgot myself half a minute ago. What I said was low; that’s what it was; low. Look’ee here, Pip. Look over it. I ain’t a going to be low.’
  


  
    ‘First,’ I resumed, half-groaning, ‘what precautions can be taken against your being recognised and seized?’
  


  
    ‘No, dear boy,’ he said, in the same tone as before, ‘that don’t go first. Lowness goes first. I ain’t took so many year to make a gentleman, not without knowing what’s due to him. Look’ee here, Pip. I was low; that’s what I was; low. Look over it, dear boy.’
  


  
    Some sense of the grimly-ludicrous moved me to a fretful laugh, as I replied, ‘I have looked over it. In Heaven’s name, don’t harp upon it!’
  


  
    ‘Yes, but look’ee here,’ he persisted. ‘Dear boy, I ain’t come so fur, not fur to be low. Now, go on, dear boy. You was a saying——’
  


  
    ‘How are you to be guarded from the danger you have incurred?’
  


  
    ‘Well, dear boy, the danger ain’t so great. Without I was informed agen, the danger ain’t so much to signify. There’s Jaggers, and there’s Wemmick, and there’s you. Who else is there to inform?’
  


  
    ‘Is there no chance person who might identify you in the street?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ he returned, ‘there ain’t many. Nor yet I don’t intend to advertise myself in the newspapers by the name of A. M. come back from Botany Bay; and years have rolled away, and who’s to gain by it? Still, look’ee here, Pip. If the danger had been fifty times as great, I should ha’ come to see you, mind you, just the same.’
  


  
    ‘And how long do you remain?’
  


  
    ‘How long?’ said he, taking his black pipe from his mouth, and dropping his jaw as he stared at me. ‘I’m not a going back. I’ve come for good.’
  


  
    ‘Where are you to live?’ said I. ‘What is to be done with you? Where will you be safe?’
  


  
    ‘Dear boy,’ he returned, ‘there’s disguising wigs can be bought for money, and there’s hair powder, and spectacles, and black clothes—shorts and what not. Others has done it safe afore, and what others has done afore, others can do agen. As to the where and how of living, dear boy, give me your own opinions on it.’
  


  
    ‘You take it smoothly now,’ said I, ‘but you were very serious last night, when you swore it was Death.’
  


  
    ‘And so I swear it is Death,’ said he, putting his pipe back in his mouth, ‘and Death by the rope, in the open street not fur from this, and it’s serious that you should fully understand it to be so. What then, when that’s once done? Here I am. To go back now, ’ud be as bad as to stand ground—worse. Besides, Pip, I’m here, because I’ve meant it by you, years and years. As to what I dare, I’m a old bird now, as has dared all manner of traps since first he was fledged, and I’m not afeerd to perch upon a scarecrow. If there’s Death hid inside of it, there is, and let him come out, and I’ll face him, and then I’ll believe in him and not afore. And now let me have a look at my gentleman agen.’
  


  
    Once more he took me by both hands and surveyed me with an air of admiring proprietorship, smoking with great complacency all the while.
  


  
    It appeared to me that I could do no better than secure him some quiet lodging hard by, of which he might take possession when Herbert returned: whom I expected in two or three days. That the secret must be confided to Herbert as a matter of unavoidable necessity, even if I could have put the immense relief I should derive from sharing it with him out of the question, was plain to me. But it was by no means so plain to Mr. Provis (I resolved to call him by that name), who reserved his consent to Herbert’s participation until he should have seen him and formed a favourable judgment of his physiognomy. ‘And even then, dear boy,’ said he, pulling a greasy little clasped black Testament out of his pocket, ‘we’ll have him on his oath.’
  


  
    To state that my terrible patron carried this little black book about the world solely to swear people on in cases of emergency, would be to state what I never quite established—but this I can say, that I never knew him put it to any other use. The book itself had the appearance of having been stolen from some court of justice, and perhaps his knowledge of its antecedents, combined with his own experience in that wise, gave him a reliance on its powers as a sort of legal spell or charm. On this first occasion of his producing it, I recalled how he had made me swear fidelity in the churchyard long ago, and how he had described himself last night as always swearing to his resolutions in his solitude.
  


  
    As he was at present dressed in a seafaring slop suit, in which he looked as if he had some parrots and cigars to dispose of, I next discussed with him what dress he should wear. He cherished an extraordinary belief in the virtues of ‘shorts’ as a disguise, and had in his own mind sketched a dress for himself that would have made him something between a dean and a dentist. It was with considerable difficulty that I won him over to the assumption of a dress more like a prosperous farmer’s; and we arranged that he should cut his hair close, and wear a little powder. Lastly, as he had not yet been seen by the laundress or her niece, he was to keep himself out of their view until his change of dress was made.
  


  
    It would seem a simple matter to decide on these precautions; but in my dazed, not to say distracted, state, it took so long, that I did not get out to further them until two or three in the afternoon. He was to remain shut up in the chambers while I was gone, and was on no account to open the door.
  


  
    There being to my knowledge a respectable lodging-house in Essex-street, the back of which looked into the Temple, and was almost within hail of my windows, I first of all repaired to that house, and was so fortunate as to secure the second floor for my uncle, Mr. Provis. I then went from shop to shop, making such purchases as were necessary to the change in his appearance. This business transacted, I turned my face, on my own account, to Little Britain. Mr. Jaggers was at his desk, but, seeing me enter, got up immediately and stood before his fire.
  


  
    ‘Now, Pip,’ said he, ‘be careful.’
  


  
    ‘I will, sir,’ I returned. For, coming along I had thought well of what I was going to say.
  


  
    ‘Don’t commit yourself,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘and don’t commit any one. You understand—any one. Don’t tell me anything: I don’t want to know anything: I am not curious.’
  


  
    Of course I saw that he knew the man was come.
  


  
    ‘I merely want, Mr. Jaggers,’ said I, ‘to assure myself what I have been told is true. I have no hope of its being untrue, but at least I may verify it.’
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers nodded. ‘But did you say “told” or “informed”?’ he asked me, with his head on one side, and not looking at me, but looking in a listening way at the floor. ‘Told would seem to imply verbal communication. You can’t have verbal communication with a man in New South Wales, you know.’
  


  
    ‘I will say, informed, Mr. Jaggers.’
  


  
    ‘Good.’
  


  
    ‘I have been informed by a person named Abel Magwitch, that he is the benefactor so long unknown to me.’
  


  
    ‘That is the man,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘—in New South Wales.’
  


  
    ‘And only he?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘And only he,’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘I am not so unreasonable, sir, as to think you at all responsible for my mistakes and wrong conclusions; but I always supposed it was Miss Havisham.’
  


  
    ‘As you say, Pip,’ returned Mr. Jaggers, turning his eyes upon me coolly, and taking a bite at his forefinger, ‘I am not at all responsible for that.’
  


  
    ‘And yet it looked so like it, sir,’ I pleaded with a downcast heart.
  


  
    ‘Not a particle of evidence, Pip,’ said Mr. Jaggers, shaking his head and gathering up his skirts. ‘Take nothing on its looks; take everything on evidence. There’s no better rule.’
  


  
    ‘I have no more to say,’ said I, with a sigh, after standing silent for a little while. ‘I have verified my information, and there’s an end.’
  


  
    ‘And Magwitch—in New South Wales—having at last disclosed himself,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘you will comprehend, Pip, how rigidly throughout my communication with you I have always adhered to the strict line of fact. There has never been the least departure from the strict line of fact. You are quite aware of that?’
  


  
    ‘Quite, sir.’
  


  
    ‘I communicated to Magwitch—in New South Wales—when he first wrote to me—from New South Wales—the caution that he must not expect me ever to deviate from the strict line of fact. I also communicated to him another caution. He appeared to me to have obscurely hinted in his letter at some distant idea of seeing you in England here. I cautioned him that I must hear no more of that; that he was not at all likely to obtain a pardon; that he was expatriated for the term of his natural life; and that his presenting himself in this country would be an act of felony, rendering him liable to the extreme penalty of the law. I gave Magwitch that caution,’ said Mr. Jaggers, looking hard at me; ‘I wrote it to New South Wales. He guided himself by it, no doubt.’
  


  
    ‘No doubt,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I have been informed by Wemmick,’ pursued Mr. Jaggers, still looking hard at me, ‘that he has received a letter, under date Portsmouth, from a colonist of the name of Purvis, or——’
  


  
    ‘Or Provis,’ I suggested.
  


  
    ‘Or Provis—thank you, Pip. Perhaps it is Provis? Perhaps you know it’s Provis?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘You know it’s Provis. A letter, under date Portsmouth, from a colonist of the name of Provis, asking for the particulars of your address, on behalf of Magwitch. Wemmick sent him the particulars, I understand, by return of post. Probably it is through Provis that you have received the explanation of Magwitch—in New South Wales?’
  


  
    ‘It came through Provis,’ I replied.
  


  
    ‘Good day, Pip,’ said Mr. Jaggers, offering his hand; ‘glad to have seen you. In writing by post to Magwitch—in New South Wales—or in communicating with him through Provis, have the goodness to mention that the particulars and vouchers of our long account shall be sent to you, together with the balance; for there is still a balance remaining. Good day, Pip !’
  


  
    We shook hands, and he looked hard at me as long as he could see me. I turned at the door, and he was still looking hard at me, while the two vile casts on the shelf seemed to be trying to get their eyelids open, and to force out of their swollen throats, ‘O, what a man he is!’
  


  
    Wemmick was out, and though he had been at his desk he could have done nothing for me. I went straight back to the Temple, where I found the terrible Provis drinking rum-and-water and smoking negro-head, in safety.
  


  
    Next day the clothes I had ordered all came home, and he put them on. Whatever he put on, became him less (it dismally seemed to me) than what he had worn before. To my thinking there was something in him that made it hopeless to attempt to disguise him. The more I dressed him, and the better I dressed him, the more he looked like the slouching fugitive on the marshes. This effect on my anxious fancy was partly referable, no doubt, to his old face and manner growing more familiar to me; but I believed too that he dragged one of his legs as if there were still a weight of iron on it, and that from head to foot there was Convict in the very grain of the man.
  


  
    The influences of his solitary hut-life were upon him besides, and gave him a savage air that no dress could tame; added to these were the influences of his subsequent branded life among men, and crowning all, his consciousness that he was dodging and hiding now. In all his ways of sitting and standing, and eating and drinking—of brooding about, in a high-shouldered reluctant style—of taking out his great horn-handled jack-knife and wiping it on his legs and cutting his food—of lifting light glasses and cups to his lips, as if they were clumsy pannikins—of chopping a wedge off his bread, and soaking up with it the last fragments of gravy round and round his plate, as if to make the most of an allowance, and then drying his fingers on it, and then swallowing it—in these ways and a thousand other small nameless instances arising every minute in the day, there was Prisoner, Felon, Bondsman, plain as plain could be.
  


  
    It had been his own idea to wear that touch of powder, and I conceded the powder after overcoming the shorts. But I can compare the effect of it, when on, to nothing but the probable effect of rouge upon the dead; so awful was the manner in which everything in him, that it was most desirable to repress, started through that thin layer of pretence, and seemed to come blazing out at the crown of his head. It was abandoned as soon as tried, and he wore his grizzled hair cut short.
  


  
    Words cannot tell what a sense I had, at the same time, of the dreadful mystery that he was to me. When he fell asleep of an evening, with his knotted hands clenching the sides of the easy-chair, and his bald head tattooed with deep wrinkles falling forward on his breast, I would sit and look at him, wondering what he had done, and loading him with all the crimes in the Calendar, until the impulse was powerful on me to start up and fly from him. Every hour so increased my abhorrence of him, that I even think I might have yielded to this impulse in the first agonies of being so haunted, notwithstanding all he had done for me and the risk he ran, but for the knowledge that Herbert must soon come back. Once, I actually did start out of bed in the night, and begin to dress myself in my worst clothes, hurriedly intending to leave him there with everything else I possessed, and enlist for India as a private soldier.
  


  
    I doubt if a ghost could have been more terrible to me, up in those lonely rooms in the long evenings and long nights, with the wind and the rain always rushing by. A ghost could not have been taken and hanged on my account, and the consideration that he could be, and the dread that he would be, were no small addition to my horrors. When he was not asleep, or playing a complicated kind of Patience with a ragged pack of cards of his own—a game that I never saw before or since, and in which he recorded his winnings by sticking his jack-knife into the table—when he was not engaged in either of these pursuits, he would ask me to read to him—‘Foreign language, dear boy!’ While I complied, he, not comprehending a single word, would stand before the fire surveying me with the air of an Exhibitor, and I would see him, between the fingers of the hand with which I shaded my face, appealing in dumb show to the furniture to take notice of my proficiency. The imaginary student pursued by the misshapen creature he had impiously made, was not more wretched than I, pursued by the creature who had made me, and recoiling from him with a stronger repulsion, the more he admired me and the fonder he was of me.
  


  
    This is written of, I am sensible, as if it had lasted a year. It lasted about five days. Expecting Herbert all the time, I dared not go out, except when I took Provis for an airing after dark. At length, one evening when dinner was over and I had dropped into a slumber quite worn out—for my nights had been agitated and my rest broken by fearful dreams—I was roused by the welcome footstep on the staircase. Provis, who had been asleep too, staggered up at the noise I made, and in an instant I saw his jack-knife shining in his hand.
  


  
    ‘Quiet! It’s Herbert!’ I said; and Herbert came bursting in, with the airy freshness of six hundred miles of France upon him.
  


  
    ‘Handel, my dear fellow, how are you, and again how are you, and again how are you? I seem to have been gone a twelvemonth! Why, so I must have been, for you have grown quite thin and pale! Handel, my——Halloa! I beg your pardon.’
  


  
    He was stopped in his running on and in his shaking hands with me, by seeing Provis. Provis, regarding him with a fixed attention, was slowly putting up his jack-knife, and groping in another pocket for something else.
  


  
    ‘Herbert, my dear friend,’ said I, shutting the double doors, while Herbert stood staring and wondering, ‘something very strange has happened. This is—a visitor of mine.’
  


  
    ‘It’s all right, dear boy!’ said Provis, coming forward, with his little clasped black book, and then addressing himself to Herbert. ‘Take it in your right hand. Lord strike you dead on the spot, if ever you split in any way sumever. Kiss it!’
  


  
    ‘Do so, as he wishes it,’ I said to Herbert. So Herbert, looking at me with a friendly uneasiness and amazement, complied, and Provis immediately shaking hands with him, said, ‘Now, you’re on your oath, you know. And never believe me on mine, if Pip shan’t make a gentleman on you!’
  


  
    CHAPTER XLI
  


  
    IN vain should I attempt to describe the astonishment and disquiet of Herbert, when he and I and Provis sat down before the fire, and I recounted the whole of the secret. Enough that I saw my own feelings reflected in Herbert’s face, and, not least among them, my repugnance towards the man who had done so much for me.
  


  
    What would alone have set a division between that man and us, if there had been no other dividing circumstance, was his triumph in my story. Saving his troublesome sense of having been ‘low’ on one occasion since his return—on which point he began to hold forth to Herbert, the moment my revelation was finished—he had no perception of the possibility of my finding any fault with my good fortune. His boast that he had made me a gentleman, and that he had come to see me support the character on his ample resources, was made for me quite as much as for himself. And that it was a highly agreeable boast to both of us, and that we must both be very proud of it, was a conclusion quite established in his own mind.
  


  
    ‘Though, look’ee here, Pip’s comrade,’ he said to Herbert, after having discoursed for some time, ‘I know very well that once since I come back—for half a minute—I’ve been low. I said to Pip, I knowed as I had been low. But don’t you fret yourself on that score. I ain’t made Pip a gentleman, and Pip ain’t a-goin’ to make you a gentleman, not fur me not to know what’s due to ye both. Dear boy, and Pip’s comrade, you two may count upon me always having a genteel muzzle on. Muzzled I have been since that half a minute when I was betrayed into lowness, muzzled I am at the present time, muzzled I ever will be.’
  


  
    Herbert said, ‘Certainly,’ but looked as if there were no specific consolation in this, and remained perplexed and dismayed. We were anxious for the time when he would go to his lodging, and leave us together, but he was evidently jealous of leaving us together, and sat late. It was midnight before I took him round to Essex-street, and saw him safely in at his own dark door. When it closed upon him, I experienced the first moment of relief I had known since the night of his arrival.
  


  
    Never quite free from an uneasy remembrance of the man on the stairs, I had always looked about me in taking my guest out after dark, and in bringing him back; and I looked about me now. Difficult as it is in a large city to avoid the suspicion of being watched when the mind is conscious of danger in that regard, I could not persuade myself that any of the people within sight cared about my movements. The few who were passing, passed on their several ways, and the street was empty when I turned back into the Temple. Nobody had come out at the gate with us, nobody went in at the gate with me. As I crossed by the fountain, I saw his lighted back windows looking bright and quiet, and, when I stood for a few moments in the doorway of the building where I lived, before going up the stairs, Garden-court was as still and lifeless as the staircase was when I ascended it.
  


  
    Herbert received me with open arms, and I had never felt before so blessedly what it is to have a friend. When he had spoken some sound words of sympathy and encouragement, we sat down to consider the question, What was to be done?
  


  
    The chair that Provis had occupied still remaining where it had stood—for he had a barrack way with him of hanging about one spot, in one unsettled manner, and going through one round of observances with his pipe and his negro-head and his jack-knife and his pack of cards, and what not, as if it were all put down for him on a slate—I say, his chair remaining where it had stood, Herbert unconsciously took it, but next moment started out of it, pushed it away, and took another. He had no occasion to say, after that, that he had conceived an aversion for my patron, neither had I occasion to confess my own. We interchanged that confidence without shaping a syllable.
  


  
    ‘What,’ said I to Herbert, when he was safe in another chair, ‘what is to be done?’
  


  
    ‘My poor dear Handel,’ he replied, holding his head, ‘I am too stunned to think.’
  


  
    ‘So was I, Herbert, when the blow first fell. Still, something must be done. He is intent upon various new expenses—horses, and carriages, and lavish appearances of all kinds. He must be stopped somehow.’
  


  
    ‘You mean that you can’t accept——’
  


  
    ‘How can I?’ I interposed, as Herbert paused. ‘Think of him! Look at him!’
  


  
    An involuntary shudder passed over both of us.
  


  
    ‘Yet I am afraid the dreadful truth is, Herbert, that he is attached to me, strongly attached to me. Was there ever such a fate!’
  


  
    ‘My poor dear Handel,’ Herbert repeated.
  


  
    ‘Then,’ said I, ‘after all, stopping short here, never taking another penny from him, think what I owe him already! Then again: I am heavily in debt—very heavily for me, who have now no expectations—and I have been bred to no calling, and I am fit for nothing.’
  


  
    ‘Well, well, well!’ Herbert remonstrated. ‘Don’t say fit for nothing.’
  


  
    ‘What am I fit for? I know only one thing that I am fit for, and that is, to go for a soldier. And I might have gone, my dear Herbert, but for the prospect of taking counsel with your friendship and affection.’
  


  
    Of course I broke down there; and of course Herbert, beyond seizing a warm grip of my hand, pretended not to know it.
  


  
    ‘Anyhow, my dear Handel,’ said he presently, ‘soldiering won’t do. If you were to renounce this patronage and these favours, I suppose you would do so with some faint hope of one day repaying what you have already had. Not very strong, that hope, if you went soldiering. Besides, it’s absurd. You would be infinitely better in Clarriker’s house, small as it is. I am working up towards a partnership, you know.’
  


  
    Poor fellow! He little suspected with whose money.
  


  
    ‘But there is another question,’ said Herbert. ‘This is an ignorant determined man, who has long had one fixed idea. More than that, he seems to me (I may misjudge him) to be a man of a desperate and fierce character.’
  


  
    ‘I know he is,’ I returned. ‘Let me tell you what evidence I have seen of it.’ And I told him what I had not mentioned in my narrative; of that encounter with the other convict.
  


  
    ‘See, then,’ said Herbert; ‘think of this! He comes here at the peril of his life, for the realisation of his fixed idea. In the moment of realisation, after all his toil and waiting, you cut the ground from under his feet, destroy his idea, and make his gains worthless to him. Do you see nothing that he might do under the disappointment?’
  


  
    ‘I have seen it, Herbert, and dreamed of it ever since the fatal night of his arrival. Nothing has been in my thoughts so distinctly as his putting himself in the way of being taken.’
  


  
    ‘Then you may rely upon it,’ said Herbert, ‘that there would be great danger of his doing it. That is his power over you as long as he remains in England, and that would be his reckless course if you forsook him.’
  


  
    I was so struck by the horror of this idea, which had weighed upon me from the first, and the working out of which would make me regard myself, in some sort, as his murderer, that I could not rest in my chair, but began pacing to and fro. I said to Herbert, meanwhile, that even if Provis were recognised and taken, in spite of himself, I should be wretched as the cause, however innocently. Yes; even though I was so wretched in having him at large and near me, and even though I would far rather have worked at the forge all the days of my life than I would ever have come to this!
  


  
    But there was no raving off the question, What was to be done?
  


  
    ‘The first and the main thing to be done,’ said Herbert, ‘is to get him out of England. You will have to go with him, and then he may be induced to go.’
  


  
    ‘But get him where I will, could I prevent his coming back?’
  


  
    ‘My good Handel, is it not obvious that with Newgate in the next street, there must be far greater hazard in your breaking your mind to him and making him reckless, here, than elsewhere? If a pretext to get him away could be made out of that other convict, or out of anything else in his life, now.’
  


  
    ‘There again!’ said I, stopping before Herbert, with my open hands held out, as if they contained the desperation of the case. ‘I know nothing of his life. It has almost made me mad to sit here of a night and see him before me, so bound up with my fortunes and misfortunes, and yet so unknown to me, except as the miserable wretch who terrified me two days in my childhood!’
  


  
    Herbert got up, and linked his arm in mine, and we slowly walked to and fro together, studying the carpet.
  


  
    ‘Handel,’ said Herbert, stopping, ‘you feel convinced that you can take no further benefits from him; do you?’
  


  
    ‘Fully. Surely you would, too, if you were in my place?’
  


  
    ‘And you feel convinced that you must break with him?’
  


  
    ‘Herbert, can you ask me?’
  


  
    ‘And you have, and are bound to have, that tenderness for the life he has risked on your account, that you must save him, if possible, from throwing it away. Then you must get him out of England before you stir a finger to extricate yourself. That done, extricate yourself, in Heaven’s name, and we’ll see it out together, dear old boy.’
  


  
    It was a comfort to shake hands upon it, and walk up and down again, with only that done.
  


  
    ‘Now, Herbert,’ said I, ‘with reference to gaining some knowledge of his history. There is but one way that I know of. I must ask him point-blank.’
  


  
    ‘Yes. Ask him,’ said Herbert, ‘when we sit at breakfast in the morning.’ For, he had said, on taking leave of Herbert, that he would come to breakfast with us.
  


  
    With this project formed, we went to bed. I had the wildest dreams concerning him, and woke unrefreshed; I woke, too, to recover the fear which I had lost in the night, of his being found out as a returned transport. Waking, I never lost that fear.
  


  
    He came round at the appointed time, took out his jack-knife, and sat down to his meal. He was full of plans ‘for his gentleman’s coming out strong, and like a gentleman,’ and urged me to begin speedily upon the pocket-book, which he had left in my possession. He considered the chambers and his own lodging as temporary residences, and advised me to look out at once for a ‘fashionable crib’ near Hyde Park, in which he could have ‘a shake-down.’ When he had made an end of his breakfast, and was wiping his knife on his leg, I said to him, without a word of preface:
  


  
    ‘After you were gone last night, I told my friend of the struggle that the soldiers found you engaged in on the marshes, when we came up. You remember?’
  


  
    ‘Remember!’ said he. ‘I think so!’
  


  
    ‘We want to know something about that man—and about you. It is strange to know no more about either, and particularly you, than I was able to tell last night. Is not this as good a time as another for our knowing more?’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ he said, after consideration. ‘You’re on your oath, you know, Pip’s comrade?’
  


  
    ‘Assuredly,’ replied Herbert.
  


  
    ‘As to anything I say, you know,’ he insisted. ‘The oath applies to all.’
  


  
    ‘I understand it to do so.’
  


  
    ‘And look’ee here! Wotever I done, is worked out and paid for,’ he insisted again.
  


  
    ‘So be it.’
  


  
    He took out his black pipe and was going to fill it with negro-head, when, looking at the tangle of tobacco in his hand, he seemed to think it might perplex the thread of his narrative. He put it back again, stuck his pipe in a button-hole of his coat, spread a hand on each knee, and, after turning an angry eye on the fire for a few silent moments, looked around at us and said what follows.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLII
  


  
    ‘DEAR boy and Pip’s comrade. I am not a going fur to tell you my life, like a song or a story-book. But to give it you short and handy, I’ll put it at once into a mouthful of English. In jail and out of jail, in jail and out of jail, in jail and out of jail. There, you’ve got it. That’s my life pretty much, down to such times as I got shipped off, arter Pip stood my friend.
  


  
    ‘I’ve been done everything to, pretty well—except hanged. I’ve been locked up, as much as a silver tea-kittle. I’ve been carted here and carted there, and put out of this town and put out of that town, and stuck in the stocks, and whipped and worried and drove. I’ve no more notion where I was born than you have—if so much. I first become aware of myself, down in Essex, a thieving turnips for my living. Summun had run away from me—a man—a tinker—and he’d took the fire with him, and left me wery cold.
  


  
    ‘I know’d my name to be Magwitch, chrisen’d Abel. How did I know it? Much as I know’d the birds’ names in the hedges to be chaffinch, sparrer, thrush. I might have thought it was all lies together, only as the birds’ names come out true, I supposed mine did.
  


  
    ‘So fur as I could find, there warn’t a soul that see young Abel Magwitch, with as little on him as in him, but wot caught fright at him, and either drove him off, or took him up. I was took up, took up, took up, to that extent that I reg’larly grow’d up took up.
  


  
    ‘This is the way it was, that when I was a ragged little creetur as much to be pitied as ever I see (not that I looked in the glass, for there warn’t many insides of furnished houses known to me), I got the name of being hardened. “This is a terrible hardened one,” they says to prison wisitors, picking out me. “May be said to live in jails, this boy.” Then they looked at me, and I looked at them, and they measured my head, some on ’em—they had better a measured my stomach—and others on ’em giv me tracts what I couldn’t read, and made me speeches what I couldn’t unnerstand. They always went on agen me about the Devil. But what the devil was I to do? I must put something into my stomach, mustn’t I?—Howsomever, I’m a getting low, and I know what’s due. Dear boy and Pip’s comrade, don’t you be afeerd of me being low.
  


  
    ‘Tramping, begging, thieving, working sometimes when I could—though that warn’t as often as you may think, till you put the question whether you would ha’ been overready to give me work yourselves—a bit of a poacher, a bit of a labourer, a bit of a waggoner, a bit of a haymaker, a bit of a hawker, a bit of most things that don’t pay and lead to trouble, I got to be a man. A deserting soldier in a Traveller’s Rest, what lay hid up to the chin under a lot of taturs, learnt me to read; and a travelling Giant what signed his name at a penny a time learnt me to write. I warn’t locked up as often now as formerly, but I wore out my good share of key-metal still.
  


  
    ‘At Epsom races, a matter of over twenty year ago, I got acquainted wi’ a man whose skull I’d crack wi’ this poker, like the claw of a lobster, if I’d got it on this hob. His right name was Compeyson; and that’s the man, dear boy, what you see me a pounding in the ditch, according to what you truly told your comrade arter I was gone last night.
  


  
    ‘He set up fur a gentleman, this Compeyson, and he’d been to a public boarding-school and had learning. He was a smooth one to talk, and was a dab at the ways of gentlefolks. He was good-looking too. It was the night afore the great race, when I found him on the heath, in a booth that I know’d on. Him and some more was a sitting among the tables when I went in, and the landlord (which had a knowledge of me, and was a sporting one) called him out, and said, “I think this is a man that might suit you”—meaning I was.
  


  
    ‘Compeyson, he looks at me very noticing, and I look at him. He has a watch and a chain and a ring and a breast-pin and a handsome suit of clothes.
  


  
    ‘“To judge from appearances, you’re out of luck,” says Compeyson to me.
  


  
    ‘“Yes, master, and I’ve never been in it much.” (I had come out of Kingston Jail last on a vagrancy committal. Not but what it might have been for something else; but it warn’t.)
  


  
    ‘“Luck changes,” says Compeyson; “perhaps yours is going to change.”
  


  
    ‘I says, “I hope it may be so. There’s room.”
  


  
    ‘“What can you do?” says Compeyson.
  


  
    ‘“Eat and drink,” I says; “if you’ll find the materials.”
  


  
    ‘Compeyson laughed, looked at me again very noticing, giv me five shillings, and appointed me for next night. Same place.
  


  
    ‘I went to Compeyson next night, same place, and Compeyson took me on to be his man and pardner. And what was Compeyson’s business in which we was to go pardners? Compeyson’s business was the swindling, handwriting forging, stolen bank-note passing, and such-like. All sorts of traps as Compeyson could set with his head, and keep his own legs out of and get the profits from and let another man in for, was Compeyson’s business. He’d no more heart than a iron file, he was as cold as death, and he had the head of the Devil afore mentioned.
  


  
    ‘There was another in with Compeyson, as was called Arthur—not as being so chrisen’d, but as a surname. He was in a Decline, and was a shadow to look at. Him and Compeyson had been in a bad thing with a rich lady some years afore, and they’d made a pot of money by it; but Compeyson betted and gamed, and he’d have run through the king’s taxes. So, Arthur was a dying and a dying poor and with the horrors on him, and Compeyson’s wife (which Compeyson kicked mostly) was a having pity on him when she could, and Compeyson was a having pity on nothing and nobody.
  


  
    ‘I might a took warning by Arthur, but I didn’t; and I won’t pretend I was partick’ler—for where ’ud be the good on it, dear boy and comrade? So I begun wi’ Compeyson, and a poor tool I was in his hands. Arthur lived at the top of Compeyson’s house (over nigh Brentford it was), and Compeyson kept a careful account agen him for board and lodging, in case he should ever get better to work it out. But Arthur soon settled the account. The second or third time as ever I see him, he come a tearing down into Compeyson’s parlour late at night, in only a flannel gown, with his hair all in a sweat, and he says to Compeyson’s wife, “Sally, she really is up-stairs alonger me, now, and I can’t get rid of her. She’s all in white,” he says, “wi’ white flowers in her hair, and she’s awful mad, an she’s got a shroud hanging over her arm, and she says she’ll put it on me at five in the morning.”
  


  
    ‘Says Compeyson: “Why, you fool, don’t you know she’s got a living body? And how should she be up there, without coming through the door, or in at the window, and up the stairs?”
  


  
    ‘“I don’t know how she’s there,” says Arthur, shivering dreadful with the horrors, “but she’s standing in the corner at the foot of the bed, awful mad. And over where her heart’s broke—you broke it!—there’s drops of blood.”
  


  
    ‘Compeyson spoke hardy, but he was always a coward. “Go up alonger this drivelling sick man,” he says to his wife, “and, Magwitch, lend her a hand, will you?” But he never come nigh himself.
  


  
    ‘Compeyson’s wife and me took him up to bed agen, and he raved most dreadful. “Why look at her!” he cries out. “She’s a shaking the shroud at me! Don’t you see her? Look at her eyes! Ain’t it awful to see her so mad?” Next, he cries, “She’ll put it on me, and then I’m done for! Take it away from her, take it away!” And then he catched hold of us, and kep on a talking to her, and answering of her, till I half believed I see her myself.
  


  
    ‘Compeyson’s wife, being used to him, give him some liquor to get the horrors off, and by-and-by he quieted. “Oh, she’s gone! Has her keeper been for her?” he says. “Yes,” says Compeyson’s wife. “Did you tell him to lock and bar her in?” “Yes.” “And to take that ugly thing away from her?” “Yes, yes, all right.” “You’re a good creetur,” he says, “don’t leave me, whatever you do, and thank you!”
  


  
    ‘He rested pretty quiet till it might want a few minutes of five, and then he starts up with a scream, and screams out, “Here she is! She’s got the shroud again. She’s unfolding it. She’s coming out of the corner. She’s coming to the bed. Hold me, both on you—one of each side—don’t let her touch me with it. Hah! She missed me that time. Don’t let her throw it over my shoulders. Don’t let her lift me up to get it round me. She’s lifting me up. Keep me down!” Then he lifted himself up hard, and was dead.
  


  
    ‘Compeyson took it easy as a good riddance for both sides. Him and me was soon busy, and first he swore me (being ever artful) on my own book—this here little black book, dear boy, what I swore your comrade on.
  


  
    ‘Not to go into the things that Compeyson planned, and I done—which ’ud take a week—I’ll simply say to you, dear boy, and Pip’s comrade, that that man got me into such nets as made me his black slave. I was always in debt to him, always under his thumb, always a working, always a getting into danger. He was younger than me, but he’d got craft, and he’d got learning, and he overmatched me five hundred times told and no mercy. My Missis as I had the hard time wi’——Stop though! I ain’t brought her in——’
  


  
    He looked about him in a confused way, as if he had lost his place in the book of his remembrance; and he turned his face to the fire, and spread his hands broader on his knees, and lifted them off and put them on again.
  


  
    ‘There ain’t no need to go into it,’ he said, looking round once more. ‘The time wi’ Compeyson was a’most as hard a time as ever I had; that said, all’s said. Did I tell you as I was tried, alone, for misdemeanour, while with Compeyson?’
  


  
    I answered, No.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ he said, ‘I was, and got convicted. As to took up on suspicion, that was twice or three times in the four or five year that it lasted; but evidence was wanting. At last, me and Compeyson was both committed for felony—on a charge of putting stolen notes in circulation—and there was other charges behind. Compeyson says to me, “Separate defences, no communication,” and that was all. And I was so miserable poor, that I sold all the clothes I had, except what hung on my back, afore I could get Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘When we was put in the dock, I noticed first of all what a gentleman Compeyson looked, wi’ his curly hair and his black clothes and his white pocket-handkercher, and what a common sort of a wretch I looked. When the prosecution opened and the evidence was put short, aforehand, I noticed how heavy it all bore on me, and how light on him. When the evidence was giv in the box, I noticed how it was always me that had come for’ard, and could be swore to, how it was always me that the money had been paid to, how it was always me that had seemed to work the thing and get the profit. But, when the defence come on, then I see the plan plainer; for, says the counsellor for Compeyson, “My lord and gentlemen, here you has afore you, side by side, two persons as your eyes can separate wide; one, the younger, well brought up, who will be spoke to as such; one, the elder, ill brought up, who will be spoke to as such; one, the younger, seldom if ever seen in these here transactions, and only suspected; t’other, the elder, always seen in ’em and always wi’ his guilt brought home. Can you doubt, if there is but one in it, which is the one, and if there is two in it, which is much the worst one?” And such-like. And when it come to character, warn’t it Compeyson as had been to school, and warn’t it his schoolfellows as was in this position and in that, and warn’t it him as had been know’d by witnesses in such clubs and societies, and nowt to his disadvantage? And warn’t it me as had been tried afore, and as had been know’d up hill and down dale in Bridewells and Lockups? And when it come to speech-making, warn’t it Compeyson as could speak to ’em wi’ his face dropping every now and then into his white pocket-handkercher—ah! and wi’ verses in his speech, too—and warn’t it me as could only say, “Gentlemen, this man at my side is a most precious rascal”? And when the verdict come, warn’t it Compeyson as was recommended to mercy on account of good character and bad company, and giving up all the information he could agen me, and warn’t it me as got never a word but Guilty? And when I says to Compeyson, “Once out of this court, I’ll smash that face of yourn!” ain’t it Compeyson as prays the Judge to be protected, and gets two turnkeys stood betwixt us? And when we’re sentenced, ain’t it him as gets seven year, and me fourteen, and ain’t it him as the Judge is sorry for, because he might a done so well, and ain’t it me as the Judge perceives to be a old offender of wiolent passion, likely to come to worse?’
  


  
    He had worked himself into a state of great excitement, but he checked it, took two or three short breaths, swallowed as often, and stretching out his hand towards me, said, in a reassuring manner, ‘I ain’t a going to be low, dear boy!’
  


  
    He had so heated himself that he took out his handkerchief and wiped his face and head and neck and hands, before he could go on.
  


  
    ‘I had said to Compeyson that I’d smash that face of his, and I swore Lord smash mine! to do it. We was in the same prison-ship, but I couldn’t get at him for long, though I tried. At last I come behind him and hit him on the cheek to turn him round and get a smashing one at him, when I was seen and seized. The black-hole of that ship warn’t a strong one, to a judge of black-holes that could swim and dive. I escaped to the shore, and I was a hiding among the graves there, envying them as was in ’em and all over, when I first see my boy!’
  


  
    He regarded me with a look of affection that made him almost abhorrent to me again, though I had felt great pity for him.
  


  
    ‘By my boy, I was giv to understand as Compeyson was out on them marshes too. Upon my soul, I half believed he escaped in his terror, to get quit of me, not knowing it was me as had got ashore. I hunted him down. I smashed his face. “And now,” says I, “as the worst thing I can do, caring nothing for myself, I’ll drag you back.” And I’d have swum off, towing him by the hair, if it had come to that, and I’d a got him aboard without the soldiers.
  


  
    ‘Of course he’d much the best of it to the last—his character was so good. He had escaped when he was made half-wild by me and my murderous intentions; and his punishment was light. I was put in irons, brought to trial again, and sent for life. I didn’t stop for life, dear boy and Pip’s comrade, being here.’
  


  
    He wiped himself again, as he had done before, and then slowly took his tangle of tobacco from his pocket, and plucked his pipe from his button-hole, and slowly filled it, and began to smoke.
  


  
    ‘Is he dead?’ I asked after a silence.
  


  
    ‘Is who dead, dear boy?’
  


  
    ‘Compeyson.’
  


  
    ‘He hopes I am, if he’s alive, you may be sure,’ with a fierce look. ‘I never heard no more of him.’
  


  
    Herbert had been writing with his pencil in the cover of a book. He softly pushed the book over to me, as Provis stood smoking with his eyes on the fire, and I read in it:
  


  
    ‘Young Havisham’s name was Arthur. Compeyson is the man who professed to be Miss Havisham’s lover.’
  


  
    I shut the book and nodded slightly to Herbert, and put the book by; but we neither of us said anything, and both looked at Provis as he stood smoking by the fire.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLIII
  


  
    WHY should I pause to ask how much of my shrinking from Provis might be traced to Estella? Why should I loiter on my road, to compare the state of mind in which I had tried to rid myself of the stain of the prison before meeting her at the coach-office, with the state of mind in which I now reflected on the abyss between Estella in her pride and beauty, and the returned transport whom I harboured? The road would be none the smoother for it, the end would be none the better for it; he would not be helped, nor I extenuated.
  


  
    A new fear had been engendered in my mind by his narrative; or rather, his narrative had given form and purpose to the fear that was already there. If Compeyson were alive and should discover his return, I could hardly doubt the consequence. That Compeyson stood in mortal fear of him, neither of the two could know much better than I; and that any such man as that man had been described to be, would hesitate to release himself for good from a dreaded enemy by the safe means of becoming an informer, was scarcely to be imagined.
  


  
    Never had I breathed, and never would I breathe—or so I resolved—a word of Estella to Provis. But, I said to Herbert that before I could go abroad, I must see both Estella and Miss Havisham. This was when we were left alone on the night of the day when Provis told us his story. I resolved to go out to Richmond next day, and I went.
  


  
    On my presenting myself at Mrs. Brandley’s, Estella’s maid was called to tell me that Estella had gone into the country. Where? To Satis House, as usual. Not as usual, I said, for she had never yet gone there without me; when was she coming back? There was an air of reservation in the answer which increased my perplexity, and the answer was that her maid believed she was only coming back at all for a little while. I could make nothing of this, except that it was meant that I should make nothing of it, and I went home again in complete discomfiture.
  


  
    Another night-consultation with Herbert after Provis was gone home (I always took him home, and always looked well about me), led us to the conclusion that nothing should be said about going abroad until I came back from Miss Havisham’s. In the meantime Herbert and I were to consider separately what it would be best to say; whether we should devise any pretence of being afraid that he was under suspicious observation; or whether I, who had never yet been abroad, should propose an expedition. We both knew that I had but to propose anything, and he would consent. We agreed that his remaining many days in his present hazard was not to be thought of.
  


  
    Next day, I had the meanness to feign that I was under a binding promise to go down to Joe; but I was capable of almost any meanness towards Joe or his name. Provis was to be strictly careful while I was gone, and Herbert was to take the charge of him that I had taken. I was to be absent only one night, and, on my return, the gratification of his impatience for my starting as a gentleman on a greater scale was to be begun. It occurred to me then, and as I afterwards found to Herbert also, that he might be best got away across the water, on that pretence—as, to make purchases, or the like.
  


  
    Having thus cleared the way for my expedition to Miss Havisham’s, I set off by the early morning coach before it was yet light, and was out in the open country-road when the day came creeping on, halting and whimpering and shivering, and wrapped in patches of cloud and rags of mist, like a beggar. When we drove up to the Blue Boar after a drizzly ride, whom should I see come out under the gateway, toothpick in hand, to look at the coach, but Bentley Drummle!
  


  
    As he pretended not to see me, I pretended not to see him. It was a very lame pretence on both sides; the lamer, because we both went into the coffee-room, where he had just finished his breakfast, and where I had ordered mine. It was poisonous to me to see him in the town, for I very well knew why he had come there.
  


  
    Pretending to read a smeary newspaper long out of date, which had nothing half so legible in its local news, as the foreign matter of coffee, pickles, fish-sauces, gravy, melted butter, and wine, with which it was sprinkled all over, as if it had taken the measles in a highly irregular form, I sat at my table while he stood before the fire. By degrees it became an enormous injury to me that he stood before the fire. And I got up, determined to have my share of it. I had to put my hands behind his legs for the poker when I went up to the fireplace to stir the fire, but still pretended not to know him.
  


  
    ‘Is this a cut?’ said Mr. Drummle.
  


  
    ‘Oh?’ said I, poker in hand; ‘it’s you, is it? How do you do? I was wondering who it was, who kept the fire off.’
  


  
    With that I poked tremendously, and having done so, planted myself side by side with Mr. Drummle, my shoulders squared, and my back to the fire.
  


  
    ‘You have just come down?’ said Mr. Drummle, edging me a little away with his shoulder.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said I, edging him a little away with my shoulder.
  


  
    ‘Beastly place,’ said Drummle—‘Your part of the country, I think?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ I assented. ‘I am told it’s very like your Shropshire.’
  


  
    ‘Not in the least like it,’ said Drummle.
  


  
    Here Mr. Drummle looked at his boots and I looked at mine, and then Mr. Drummle looked at my boots and I looked at his.
  


  
    ‘Have you been here long?’ I asked, determined not to yield an inch of the fire.
  


  
    ‘Long enough to be tired of it,’ returned Drummle, pretending to yawn, but equally determined.
  


  
    ‘Do you stay here long?’
  


  
    ‘Can’t say,’ answered Mr. Drummle. ‘Do you?’
  


  
    ‘Can’t say,’ said I.
  


  
    I felt here, through a tingling in my blood, that if Mr. Drummle’s shoulder had claimed another hair’s breadth of room, I should have jerked him into the window; equally, that if my shoulder had urged a similar claim, Mr. Drummle would have jerked me into the nearest box. He whistled a little. So did I.
  


  
    ‘Large tract of marshes about here, I believe?’ said Drummle.
  


  
    ‘Yes. What of that?’ said I.
  


  
    Mr. Drummle looked at me, and then at my boots, and then said, ‘Oh!’ and laughed.
  


  
    ‘Are you amused, Mr. Drummle?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ said he, ‘not particularly. I am going out for a ride in the saddle. I mean to explore those marshes for amusement. Out-of-the-way villages there, they tell me. Curious little public-houses—and smithies—and that. Waiter!’
  


  
    ‘Yes, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Is that horse of mine ready?’
  


  
    ‘Brought round to the door, sir.’
  


  
    ‘I say. Look here, you sir. The lady won’t ride to-day; the weather won’t do.’
  


  
    ‘Very good, sir.’
  


  
    ‘And I don’t dine, because I am going to dine at the lady’s.’
  


  
    ‘Very good, sir.’
  


  
    Then, Drummle glanced at me, with an insolent triumph on his great-jowled face that cut me to the heart, dull as he was, and so exasperated me, that I felt inclined to take him in my arms (as the robber in the story-book is said to have taken the old lady) and seat him on the fire.
  


  
    One thing was manifest to both of us, and that was, that until relief came, neither of us could relinquish the fire. There we stood, well squared up before it, shoulder to shoulder and foot to foot, with our hands behind us, not budging an inch. The horse was visible outside in the drizzle at the door, my breakfast was put on table, Drummle’s was cleared away, the waiter invited me to begin, I nodded, we both stood our ground.
  


  
    ‘Have you been to the Grove since?’ said Drummle.
  


  
    ‘No,’ said I, ‘I had quite enough of the Finches the last time I was there.’
  


  
    ‘Was that when we had a difference of opinion?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ I replied, very shortly.
  


  
    ‘Come, come! they let you off easily enough,’ sneered Drummle. ‘You shouldn’t have lost your temper.’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Drummle,’ said I, ‘you are not competent to give advice on that subject. When I lose my temper (not that I admit having done so on that occasion), I don’t throw glasses.’
  


  
    ‘I do,’ said Drummle.
  


  
    After glancing at him once or twice, in an increased state of smouldering ferocity, I said:
  


  
    ‘Mr. Drummle, I did not seek this conversation, and I don’t think it’s an agreeable one.’
  


  
    ‘I am sure it’s not,’ said he, superciliously over his shoulder, ‘I don’t think anything about it.’
  


  
    ‘And therefore,’ I went on, ‘with your leave, I will suggest that we hold no kind of communication in future.’
  


  
    ‘Quite my opinion,’ said Drummle, ‘and what I should have suggested myself, or done—more likely—without suggesting. But don’t lose your temper. Haven’t you lost enough without that?’
  


  
    ‘What do you mean, sir?’
  


  
    ‘Waiter,’ said Drummle, by way of answering me.
  


  
    The waiter reappeared.
  


  
    ‘Look here, you sir. You quite understand that the young lady don’t ride to-day, and that I dine at the young lady’s?’
  


  
    ‘Quite so, sir!’
  


  
    When the waiter had felt my fast-cooling tea-pot with the palm of his hand, and had looked imploringly at me, and had gone out, Drummle, careful not to move the shoulder next me, took a cigar from his pocket and bit the end off, but showed no sign of stirring. Choking and boiling as I was, I felt that we could not go a word further, without introducing Estella’s name, which I could not endure to hear him utter; and therefore I looked stonily at the opposite wall, as if there were no one present, and forced myself to silence. How long we might have remained in this ridiculous position it is impossible to say, but for the incursion of three thriving farmers—laid on by the waiter, I think—who came into the coffee-room unbuttoning their great-coats and rubbing their hands, and before whom, as they charged at the fire, we were obliged to give way.
  


  
    I saw him through the window, seizing his horse’s mane, and mounting in his blundering brutal manner, and sidling and backing away. I thought he was gone, when he came back, calling for a light for the cigar in his mouth, which he had forgotten. A man in a dust-coloured dress appeared with what was wanted—I could not have said from where: whether from the inn yard, or the street, or where not—and as Drummle leaned down from the saddle and lighted his cigar and laughed, with a jerk of his head towards the coffee-room windows, the slouching shoulders and ragged hair of this man, whose back was towards me, reminded me of Orlick.
  


  
    Too heavily out of sorts to care much at the time whether it were he or no, or after all to touch the breakfast, I washed the weather and the journey from my face and hands, and went out to the memorable old house that it would have been so much the better for me never to have entered, never to have seen.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLIV
  


  
    IN the room where the dressing-table stood, and where the wax candles burnt on the wall, I found Miss Havisham and Estella; Miss Havisham seated on a settee near the fire, and Estella on a cushion at her feet. Estella was knitting, and Miss Havisham was looking on. They both raised their eyes as I went in, and both saw an alteration in me. I derived that from the look they interchanged.
  


  
    ‘And what wind,’ said Miss Havisham, ‘blows you here, Pip?’
  


  
    Though she looked steadily at me, I saw that she was rather confused. Estella, pausing a moment in her knitting with her eyes upon me, and then going on, I fancied that I read in the action of her fingers, as plainly as if she had told me in the dumb alphabet, that she perceived I had discovered my real benefactor.
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham,’ said I, ‘I went to Richmond yesterday, to speak to Estella; and finding that some wind had blown her here, I followed.’
  


  
    Miss Havisham motioning to me for the third or fourth time to sit down, I took the chair by the dressing-table, which I had often seen her occupy. With all that ruin at my feet and about me, it seemed a natural place for me, that day.
  


  
    ‘What I had to say to Estella, Miss Havisham, I will say before you, presently—in a few moments. It will not surprise you, it will not displease you. I am as unhappy as you can ever have meant me to be.’
  


  
    Miss Havisham continued to look steadily at me. I could see in the action of Estella’s fingers as they worked, that she attended to what I said: but she did not look up.
  


  
    ‘I have found out who my patron is. It is not a fortunate discovery, and is not likely ever to enrich me in reputation, station, fortune, anything. There are reasons why I must say no more of that. It is not my secret, but another’s.’
  


  
    As I was silent for a while, looking at Estella and considering how to go on, Miss Havisham repeated, ‘It is not your secret, but another’s. Well?’
  


  
    ‘When you first caused me to be brought here, Miss Havisham; when I belonged to the village over yonder, that I wish I had never left; I suppose I did really come here, as any other chance boy might have come—as a kind of servant, to gratify a want or a whim, and to be paid for it?’
  


  
    ‘Ay, Pip,’ replied Miss Havisham, steadily nodding her head; ‘you did.’
  


  
    ‘And that Mr. Jaggers——’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Jaggers,’ said Miss Havisham, taking me up in a firm tone, ‘had nothing to do with it, and knew nothing of it. His being my lawyer, and his being the lawyer of your patron, is a coincidence. He holds the same relation towards numbers of people, and it might easily arise. Be that as it may, it did arise, and was not brought about by any one.’
  


  
    Any one might have seen in her haggard face that there was no suppression or evasion so far.
  


  
    ‘But when I fell into the mistake I have so long remained in, at least you led me on?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ she returned, again nodding steadily, ‘I let you go on.’
  


  
    ‘Was that kind?’
  


  
    ‘Who am I,’ cried Miss Havisham, striking her stick upon the floor and flashing into wrath so suddenly that Estella glanced up at her in surprise, ‘who am I, for God’s sake, that I should be kind?’
  


  
    It was a weak complaint to have made, and I had not meant to make it. I told her so, as she sat brooding over this outburst.
  


  
    ‘Well, well, well!’ she said. ‘What else?’
  


  
    ‘I was liberally paid for my old attendance here,’ I said, to soothe her, ‘in being apprenticed, and I have asked these questions only for my own information. What follows has another (and I hope more disinterested) purpose. In humouring my mistake, Miss Havisham, you punished—practised on—perhaps you will supply whatever term expresses your intention, without offence—your self-seeking relations?’
  


  
    ‘I did. Why, they would have it so! So would you. What has been my history, that I should be at the pains of entreating either them or you not to have it so! You made your own snares. I never made them.’
  


  
    Waiting until she was quiet again—for this, too, flashed out of her in a wild and sudden way—I went on.
  


  
    ‘I have been thrown among one family of your relations, Miss Havisham, and have been constantly among them since I went to London. I know them to have been as honestly under my delusion as I myself. And I should be false and base if I did not tell you, whether it is acceptable to you or no, and whether you are inclined to give credence to it or no, that you deeply wrong both Mr. Matthew Pocket and his son Herbert, if you suppose them to be otherwise than generous, upright, open, and incapable of anything designing or mean.’
  


  
    ‘They are your friends,’ said Miss Havisham.
  


  
    ‘They made themselves my friends,’ said I, ‘when they supposed me to have superseded them; and when Sarah Pocket, Miss Georgiana, and Mistress Camilla were not my friends, I think.’
  


  
    This contrasting of them with the rest seemed, I was glad to see, to do them good with her. She looked at me keenly for a little while, and then said quietly:
  


  
    ‘What do you want for them?’
  


  
    ‘Only,’ said I, ‘that you would not confound them with the others. They may be of the same blood, but, believe me, they are not of the same nature.’
  


  
    Still looking at me keenly, Miss Havisham repeated:
  


  
    ‘What do you want for them?’
  


  
    ‘I am not so cunning, you see,’ I said in answer, conscious that I reddened a little, ‘as that I could hide from you, even if I desired, that I do want something. Miss Havisham, if you could spare the money to do my friend Herbert a lasting service in life, but which from the nature of the case must be done without his knowledge, I could show you how.’
  


  
    ‘Why must it be done without his knowledge?’ she asked, settling her hands upon her stick, that she might regard me the more attentively.
  


  
    ‘Because,’ said I, ‘I began the service myself, more than two years ago, without his knowledge, and I don’t want to be betrayed. Why I fail in my ability to finish it, I cannot explain. It is a part of the secret which is another person’s and not mine.’
  


  
    She gradually withdrew her eyes from me, and turned them on the fire. After watching it for what appeared in the silence and by the light of the slowly wasting candles to be a long time, she was roused by the collapse of some of the red coals, and looked towards me again—at first, vacantly—then, with a gradually concentrating attention. All this time, Estella knitted on. When Miss Havisham had fixed her attention on me, she said, speaking as if there had been no lapse in our dialogue:
  


  
    ‘What else?’
  


  
    ‘Estella,’ said I, turning to her now, and trying to command my trembling voice, ‘you know I love you. You know that I have loved you long and dearly.’
  


  
    She raised her eyes to my face, on being thus addressed, and her fingers plied their work, and she looked at me with an unmoved countenance. I saw that Miss Havisham glanced from me to her, and from her to me.
  


  
    ‘I should have said this sooner, but for my long mistake. It induced me to hope that Miss Havisham meant us for one another. While I thought you could not help yourself, as it were, I refrained from saying it. But I must say it now.’
  


  
    Preserving her unmoved countenance, and with her fingers still going, Estella shook her head.
  


  
    ‘I know,’ said I, in answer to that action; ‘I know. I have no hope that I shall ever call you mine, Estella. I am ignorant what may become of me very soon, how poor I may be, or where I may go. Still, I love you. I have loved you ever since I first saw you in this house.’
  


  
    Looking at me perfectly unmoved and with her fingers busy, she shook her head again.
  


  
    ‘It would have been cruel in Miss Havisham, horribly cruel, to practise on the susceptibility of a poor boy, and to torture me through all these years with a vain hope and an idle pursuit, if she had reflected on the gravity of what she did. But I think she did not. I think that in the endurance of her own trial, she forgot mine, Estella.’
  


  
    I saw Miss Havisham put her hand to her heart and hold it there, as she sat looking by turns at Estella and at me.
  


  
    ‘It seems,’ said Estella, very calmly, ‘that there are sentiments, fancies—I don’t know how to call them—which I am not able to comprehend. When you say you love me, I know what you mean, as a form of words; but nothing more. You address nothing in my breast, you touch nothing there. I don’t care for what you say at all. I have tried to warn you of this; now, have I not?’
  


  
    I said in a miserable manner, ‘Yes.’
  


  
    ‘Yes. But you would not be warned, for you thought I did not mean it. Now, did you not think so?’
  


  
    ‘I thought and hoped you could not mean it. You, so young, untried, and beautiful, Estella! Surely it is not in Nature.’
  


  
    ‘It is in my nature,’ she returned. And then she added, with a stress upon the words, ‘It is in the nature formed within me. I make a great difference between you and all other people when I say so much. I can do no more.’
  


  
    ‘Is it not true,’ said I, ‘that Bentley Drummle is in town here, and pursuing you?’
  


  
    ‘It is quite true,’ she replied, referring to him with the indifference of utter contempt.
  


  
    ‘That you encourage him, and ride out with him, and that he dines with you this very day?’
  


  
    She seemed a little surprised that I should know it, but again replied, ‘Quite true.’
  


  
    ‘You cannot love him, Estella?’
  


  
    Her fingers stopped for the first time, as she retorted rather angrily, ‘What have I told you? Do you still think, in spite of it, that I do not mean what I say?’
  


  
    ‘You would never marry him, Estella?’
  


  
    She looked towards Miss Havisham, and considered for a moment with her work in her hands. Then she said, ‘Why not tell you the truth? I am going to be married to him.’
  


  
    I dropped my face into my hands, but was able to control myself better than I could have expected, considering what agony it gave me to hear her say those words. When I raised my face again, there was such a ghastly look upon Miss Havisham’s that it impressed me, even in my passionate hurry and grief.
  


  
    ‘Estella, dearest, dearest Estella, do not let Miss Havisham lead you into this fatal step. Put me aside for ever—you have done so, I well know—but bestow yourself on some worthier person than Drummle. Miss Havisham gives you to him, as the greatest slight and injury that could be done to the many far better men who admire you, and to the few who truly love you. Among those few, there may be one who loves you even as dearly, though he has not loved you as long, as I. Take him, and I can bear it better for your sake!’
  


  
    My earnestness awoke a wonder in her that seemed as if it would have been touched with compassion, if she could have rendered me at all intelligible to her own mind.
  


  
    ‘I am going,’ she said again, in a gentler voice, ‘to be married to him. The preparations for my marriage are making, and I shall be married soon. Why do you injuriously introduce the name of my mother by adoption? It is my own act.’
  


  
    ‘Your own act, Estella, to fling yourself away upon a brute?’
  


  
    ‘On whom should I fling myself away?’ she retorted, with a smile. ‘Should I fling myself away upon the man who would the soonest feel (if people do feel such things) that I took nothing to him? There! It is done. I shall do well enough, and so will my husband. As to leading me into what you call this fatal step, Miss Havisham would have had me wait, and not marry yet; but I am tired of the life I have led, which has very few charms for me, and I am willing enough to change it. Say no more. We shall never understand each other.’
  


  
    ‘Such a mean brute, such a stupid brute!’ I urged in despair.
  


  
    ‘Don’t be afraid of my being a blessing to him,’ said Estella; ‘I shall not be that. Come! Here is my hand. Do we part on this, you visionary boy—or man?’
  


  
    ‘O Estella!’ I answered, as my bitter tears fell fast on her hand, do what I would to restrain them; ‘even if I remained in England and could hold my head up with the rest, how could I see you Drummle’s wife?’
  


  
    ‘Nonsense,’ she returned, ‘nonsense. This will pass in no time.’
  


  
    ‘Never, Estella!’
  


  
    ‘You will get me out of your thoughts in a week.’
  


  
    ‘Out of my thoughts! You are part of my existence, part of myself. You have been in every line I have ever read, since I first came here, the rough common boy whose poor heart you wounded even then. You have been in every prospect I have ever seen since—on the river, on the sails of the ships, on the marshes, in the clouds, in the light, in the darkness, in the wind, in the woods, in the sea, in the streets. You have been the embodiment of every graceful fancy that my mind has ever become acquainted with. The stones of which the strongest London buildings are made, are not more real, or more impossible to be displaced by your hands, than your presence and influence have been to me, there and everywhere, and will be. Estella, to the last hour of my life, you cannot choose but remain part of my character, part of the little good in me, part of the evil. But, in this separation I associate you only with the good, and I will faithfully hold you to that always, for you must have done me far more good than harm, let me feel now what sharp distress I may. O God bless you, God forgive you!’
  


  
    In what ecstasy of unhappiness I got these broken words out of myself, I don’t know. The rhapsody welled up within me, like blood from an inward wound, and gushed out. I held her hand to my lips some lingering moments, and so I left her. But ever afterwards, I remembered—and soon afterwards with stronger reason—that while Estella looked at me merely with incredulous wonder, the spectral figure of Miss Havisham, her hand still covering her heart, seemed all resolved into a ghastly stare of pity and remorse.
  


  
    All done, all gone! So much was done and gone, that when I went out at the gate, the light of day seemed of a darker colour than when I went in. For a while, I hid myself among some lanes and by-paths, and then struck off to walk all the way to London. For, I had by that time come to myself so far, as to consider that I could not go back to the inn and see Drummle there; that I could not bear to sit upon the coach and be spoken to; that I could do nothing half so good for myself as tire myself out.
  


  
    It was past midnight when I crossed London Bridge. Pursuing the narrow intricacies of the streets which at that time tended westward near the Middlesex shore of the river, my readiest access to the Temple was close by the river-side, through Whitefriars. I was not expected till to-morrow, but I had my keys, and, if Herbert were gone to bed, could get to bed myself without disturbing him.
  


  
    As it seldom happened that I came in at that Whitefriars gate after the Temple was closed, and as I was very muddy and weary, I did not take it ill that the night-porter examined me with much attention as he held the gate a little way open for me to pass in. To help his memory I mentioned my name.
  


  
    ‘I was not quite sure, sir, but I thought so. Here’s a note, sir. The messenger that brought it said, would you be so good as read it by my lantern?’
  


  
    Much surprised by the request, I took the note. It was directed to Philip Pip, Esquire, and on the top of the superscription were the words, ‘PLEASE READ THIS HERE.’ I opened it, the watchman holding up his light, and read inside, in Wemmick’s writing:
  


  
    ‘DON’T GO HOME.’
  


  
    CHAPTER XLV
  


  
    TURNING from the Temple gate as soon as I had read the warning, I made the best of my way to Fleet-street, and there got a late hackney chariot and drove to the Hummums in Covent Garden. In those times a bed was always to be got there at any hour of the night, and the chamberlain, letting me in at his ready wicket, lighted the candle next in order on his shelf, and showed me straight into the bedroom next in order on his list. It was a sort of vault on the ground floor at the back, with a despotic monster of a fourpost bedstead in it, straddling over the whole place, putting one of his arbitrary legs into the fireplace, and another into the doorway, and squeezing the wretched little washing-stand in quite a Divinely Righteous manner.
  


  
    As I had asked for a night-light, the chamberlain had brought me in, before he left me, the good old constitutional rush-light of those virtuous days—an object like the ghost of a walking-cane, which instantly broke its back if it were touched, which nothing could ever be lighted at, and which was placed in solitary confinement at the bottom of a high tin tower, perforated with round holes that made a staringly wide-awake pattern on the walls. When I had got into bed, and lay there, footsore, weary, and wretched, I found that I could no more close my own eyes than I could close the eyes of this foolish Argus. And thus, in the gloom and death of the night, we stared at one another.
  


  
    What a doleful night! How anxious, how dismal, how long! There was an inhospitable smell in the room, of cold soot and hot dust; and, as I looked up into the corners of the tester over my head, I thought what a number of blue-bottle flies from the butcher’s, and earwigs from the market, and grubs from the country, must be holding on up there, lying by for next summer. This led me to speculate whether any of them ever tumbled down, and then I fancied that I felt light falls on my face—a disagreeable turn of thought, suggesting other and more objectionable approaches up my back. When I had lain awake a little while, those extraordinary voices with which silence teems, began to make themselves audible. The closet whispered, the fireplace sighed, the little washing-stand ticked, and one guitar-string played occasionally in the chest of drawers. At about the same time, the eyes on the wall acquired a new expression, and in every one of those staring rounds I saw written, DON’T GO HOME.
  


  
    Whatever night-fancies and night-noises crowded on me, they never warded off this DON’T GO HOME. It plaited itself into whatever I thought of, as a bodily pain would have done. Not long before, I had read in the newspapers how a gentleman unknown had come to the Hummums in the night, and had gone to bed, and had destroyed himself, and had been found in the morning weltering in blood. It came into my head that he must have occupied this very vault of mine, and I got out of bed to assure myself that there were no red marks about; then opened the door to look out into the passages, and cheer myself with the companionship of a distant light, near which I knew the chamberlain to be dozing. But all this time, why I was not to go home, and what had happened at home, and when I should go home, and whether Provis was safe at home, were questions occupying my mind so busily, that one might have supposed there could be no more room in it for any other theme. Even when I thought of Estella, and how we had parted that day for ever, and when I recalled all the circumstances of our parting, and all her looks and tones, and the action of her fingers while she knitted—even then I was pursuing, here and there and everywhere, the caution Don’t go home. When at last I dozed, in sheer exhaustion of mind and body, it became a vast shadowy verb which I had to conjugate, Imperative mood, present tense: Do not thou go home, let him not go home, let us not go home, do not ye or you go home, let not them go home. Then, potentially: I may not and I cannot go home; and I might not, could not, would not, and should not go home; until I felt that I was going distracted, and rolled over on the pillow, and looked at the staring rounds upon the wall again.
  


  
    I had left directions that I was to be called at seven; for it was plain that I must see Wemmick before seeing any one else, and equally plain that this was a case in which his Walworth sentiments, only, could be taken. It was a relief to get out of the room where the night had been so miserable, and I needed no second knocking at the door to startle me from my uneasy bed.
  


  
    The Castle battlements arose upon my view at eight o’clock. The little servant happening to be entering the fortress with two hot rolls, I passed through the postern and crossed the drawbridge, in her company, and so came without announcement into the presence of Wemmick as he was making tea for himself and the Aged. An open door afforded a perspective view of the Aged in bed.
  


  
    ‘Halloa, Mr. Pip!’ said Wemmick. ‘You did come home, then?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ I returned; ‘but I didn’t go home.’
  


  
    ‘That’s all right,’ said he, rubbing his hands. ‘I left a note for you at each of the Temple gates, on the chance. Which gate did you come to?’
  


  
    I told him.
  


  
    ‘I’ll go round to the others in the course of the day and destroy the notes,’ said Wemmick; ‘it’s a good rule never to leave documentary evidence if you can help it, because you don’t know when it may be put in. I’m going to take a liberty with you—Would you mind toasting this sausage for the Aged P.?’
  


  
    I said I should be delighted to do it.
  


  
    ‘Then you can go about your work, Mary Anne,’ said Wemmick to the little servant; ‘which leaves us to ourselves, don’t you see, Mr. Pip?’ he added, winking, as she disappeared.
  


  
    I thanked him for his friendship and caution, and our discourse proceeded in a low tone, while I toasted the Aged’s sausage and he buttered the crumb of the Aged’s roll.
  


  
    ‘Now, Mr. Pip, you know,’ said Wemmick, ‘you and I understand one another. We are in our private and personal capacities, and we have been engaged in a confidential transaction before to-day. Official sentiments are one thing. We are extra-official.’
  


  
    I cordially assented. I was so very nervous, that I had already lighted the Aged’s sausage like a torch, and been obliged to blow it out.
  


  
    ‘I accidentally heard, yesterday morning,’ said Wemmick, ‘being in a certain place where I once took you—even between you and me, it’s as well not to mention names when avoidable——’
  


  
    ‘Much better not,’ said I. ‘I understand you.’
  


  
    ‘I heard there by chance, yesterday morning,’ said Wemmick, ‘that a certain person not altogether of uncolonial pursuits, and not unpossessed of portable property—I don’t know who it may really be—we won’t name this person——’
  


  
    ‘Not necessary,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘—had made some little stir in a certain part of the world where a good many people go, not always in gratification of their own inclinations, and not quite irrespective of the government expense——’
  


  
    In watching his face, I made quite a firework of the Aged’s sausage, and greatly discomposed both my own attention and Wemmick’s; for which I apologised.
  


  
    ‘—by disappearing from such place, and being no more heard of thereabouts. From which,’ said Wemmick, ‘conjectures had been raised and theories formed. I also heard that you at your chambers in Garden-court, Temple, had been watched, and might be watched again.’
  


  
    ‘By whom?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I wouldn’t go into that,’ said Wemmick, evasively, ‘it might clash with official responsibilities. I heard it, as I have in my time heard other curious things in the same place. I don’t tell it you on information received. I heard it.’
  


  
    He took the toasting-fork and sausage from me as he spoke, and set forth the Aged’s breakfast neatly on a little tray. Previous to placing it before him, he went into the Aged’s room with a clean white cloth, and tied the same under the old gentleman’s chin, and propped him up, and put his night-cap on one side, and gave him quite a rakish air. Then, he placed his breakfast before him with great care, and said, ‘All right, ain’t you, Aged P.?’ To which the cheerful Aged replied, ‘All right, John, my boy, all right!’ As there seemed to be a tacit understanding that the Aged was not in a presentable state, and was therefore to be considered invisible, I made a pretence of being in complete ignorance of these proceedings.
  


  
    ‘This watching of me at my chambers (which I have once had reason to suspect),’ I said to Wemmick when he came back, ‘is inseparable from the person to whom you have adverted; is it?’
  


  
    Wemmick looked very serious. ‘I couldn’t undertake to say that, of my own knowledge. I mean, I couldn’t undertake to say it was at first. But it either is, or it will be, or it’s in great danger of being.’
  


  
    As I saw that he was restrained by fealty to Little Britain from saying as much as he could, and as I knew with thankfulness to him how far out of his way he went to say what he did, I could not press him. But I told him, after a little meditation over the fire, that I would like to ask him a question, subject to his answering or not answering, as he deemed right, and sure that his course would be right. He paused in his breakfast, and crossing his arms, and pinching his shirt-sleeves (his notion of indoor comfort was to sit without any coat), he nodded to me once, to put my question.
  


  
    ‘You have heard of a man of bad character, whose true name is Compeyson?’
  


  
    He answered with one other nod.
  


  
    ‘Is he living?’
  


  
    One other nod.
  


  
    ‘Is he in London?’
  


  
    He gave me one other nod, compressed the post-office exceedingly, gave me one last nod, and went on with his breakfast.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ said Wemmick, ‘questioning being over;’ which he emphasised and repeated for my guidance; ‘I come to what I did, after hearing what I heard. I went to Garden-court to find you; not finding you, I went to Clarriker’s to find Mr. Herbert.’
  


  
    ‘And him you found?’ said I, with great anxiety.
  


  
    ‘And him I found. Without mentioning any names or going into any details, I gave him to understand that if he was aware of anybody—Tom, Jack, or Richard—being about the chambers, or about the immediate neighbourhood, he had better get Tom, Jack, or Richard, out of the way while you were out of the way.’
  


  
    ‘He would be greatly puzzled what to do?’
  


  
    ‘He was puzzled what to do; not the less, because I gave him my opinion that it was not safe to try to get Tom, Jack, or Richard, too far out of the way at present. Mr. Pip, I’ll tell you something. Under existing circumstances there is no place like a great city when you are once in it. Don’t break cover too soon. Lie close. Wait till things slacken, before you try the open, even for foreign air.’
  


  
    I thanked him for his valuable advice, and asked him what Herbert had done?
  


  
    ‘Mr. Herbert,’ said Wemmick, ‘after being all of a heap for half an hour, struck out a plan. He mentioned to me as a secret that he is courting a young lady who has, as no doubt you are aware, a bedridden Pa. Which Pa, having been in the Purser line of life, lies a-bed in a bow-window where he can see the ships sail up and down the river. You are acquainted with the young lady, most probably?’
  


  
    ‘Not personally,’ said I.
  


  
    The truth was, that she had objected to me as an expensive companion who did Herbert no good, and that, when Herbert had first proposed to present me to her, she had received the proposal with such very moderate warmth, that Herbert had felt himself obliged to confide the state of the case to me, with a view to the lapse of a little time before I made her acquaintance. When I had begun to advance Herbert’s prospects by stealth, I had been able to bear this with cheerful philosophy; he and his affianced, for their part, had naturally not been very anxious to introduce a third person into their interviews; and thus, although I was assured that I had risen in Clara’s esteem, and although the young lady and I had long regularly interchanged messages and remembrances by Herbert, I had never seen her. However, I did not trouble Wemmick with those particulars.
  


  
    ‘The house with the bow-window,’ said Wemmick, ‘being by the river-side, down the Pool there between Limehouse and Greenwich, and being kept, it seems, by a very respectable widow, who has a furnished upper floor to let, Mr. Herbert put it to me, what did I think of that as a temporary tenement for Tom, Jack, or Richard? Now, I thought very well of it, for three reasons I’ll give you. That is to say. Firstly. It’s altogether out of all your beats, and is well away from the usual heap of streets great and small. Secondly. Without going near it yourself, you could always hear of the safety of Tom, Jack, or Richard, through Mr. Herbert. Thirdly. After a while and when it might be prudent, if you should want to slip Tom, Jack, or Richard, on board a foreign packet-boat, there he is—ready.’
  


  
    Much comforted by these considerations, I thanked Wemmick again and again, and begged him to proceed.
  


  
    ‘Well, sir! Mr. Herbert threw himself into the business with a will, and by nine o’clock last night he housed Tom, Jack, or Richard—whichever it may be—you and I don’t want to know—quite successfully. At the old lodgings it was understood that he was summoned to Dover, and in fact he was taken down the Dover road and cornered out of it. Now, another great advantage of all this is, that it was done without you, and when, if any one was concerning himself about your movements, you must be known to be ever so many miles off, and quite otherwise engaged. This diverts suspicion and confuses it; and for the same reason I recommended that even if you came back last night, you should not go home. It brings in more confusion, and you want confusion.’
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    ‘Here’s Old Bill Barley, bless your eyes’ (p. 383)
  


  


  
    Wemmick, having finished his breakfast, here looked at his watch, and began to get his coat on.
  


  
    ‘And now, Mr. Pip,’ said he, with his hands still in the sleeves, ‘I have probably done the most I can do; but if I can ever do more—from a Walworth point of view, and in a strictly private and personal capacity—I shall be glad to do it. Here’s the address. There can be no harm in your going here to-night and seeing for yourself that all is well with Tom, Jack, or Richard, before you go home—which is another reason for your not going home last night. But after you have gone home, don’t go back here. You are very welcome, I am sure, Mr. Pip;’ his hands were now out of his sleeves, and I was shaking them; ‘and let me finally impress one important point upon you.’ He laid his hands upon my shoulders, and added in a solemn whisper: ‘Avail yourself of this evening to lay hold of his portable property. You don’t know what may happen to him. Don’t let anything happen to the portable property.’
  


  
    Quite despairing of making my mind clear to Wemmick on this point, I forbore to try.
  


  
    ‘Time’s up,’ said Wemmick, ‘and I must be off. If you had nothing more pressing to do than to keep here till dark, that’s what I should advise. You look very much worried, and it would do you good to have a perfectly quiet day with the Aged—he’ll be up presently—and a little bit of——you remember the pig?’
  


  
    ‘Of course,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Well; and a little bit of him. That sausage you toasted was his, and he was in all respects a first-rater. Do try him, if it is only for old acquaintance sake. Good-bye. Aged Parent!’ in a cheery shout.
  


  
    ‘All right, John; all right, my boy!’ piped the old man from within.
  


  
    I soon fell asleep before Wemmick’s fire, and the Aged and I enjoyed one another’s society by falling asleep before it more or less all day. We had loin of pork for dinner, and greens grown on the estate, and I nodded at the Aged with a good intention whenever I failed to do it drowsily. When it was quite dark, I left the Aged preparing the fire for toast; and I inferred from the number of tea-cups, as well as from his glances at the two little doors in the wall, that Miss Skiffins was expected.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLVI
  


  
    EIGHT o’clock had struck before I got into the air that was scented, not disagreeably, by the chips and shavings of the long-shore boat-builders, and mast, oar, and block makers. All that water-side region of the upper and lower Pool below Bridge, was unknown ground to me, and when I struck down by the river, I found that the spot I wanted was not where I had supposed it to be, and was anything but easy to find. It was called Mill Pond Bank, Chinks’s Basin; and I had no other guide to Chinks’s Basin than the Old Green Copper Rope-Walk.
  


  
    It matters not what stranded ships repairing in dry docks I lost myself among, what old hulls of ships in course of being knocked to pieces, what ooze and slime and other dregs of tide, what yards of ship-builders and ship-breakers, what rusty anchors blindly biting into the ground though for years off duty, what mountainous country of accumulated casks and timber, how many rope-walks that were not the Old Green Copper. After several times falling short of my destination and as often over-shooting it, I came unexpectedly round a corner, upon Mill Pond Bank. It was a fresh kind of place, all circumstances considered, where the wind from the river had room to turn itself round; and there were two or three trees in it, and there was a stump of a ruined windmill, and there was the Old Green Copper Rope-Walk—whose long and narrow vista I could trace in the moonlight, along a series of wooden frames set in the ground, that looked like superannuated haymaking-rakes which had grown old and lost most of their teeth.
  


  
    Selecting from the few queer houses upon Mill Pond Bank, a house with a wooden front and three stories of bow-window (not bay-window, which is another thing), I looked at the plate upon the door, and read there Mrs. Whimple. That being the name I wanted, I knocked, and an elderly woman of a pleasant and thriving appearance responded. She was immediately deposed, however, by Herbert, who silently led me into the parlour and shut the door. It was an odd sensation to see his very familiar face established quite at home in that very unfamiliar room and region; and I found myself looking at him, much as I looked at the corner cupboard with the glass and china, the shells upon the chimney-piece, and the coloured engravings on the wall, representing the death of Captain Cook, a ship-launch, and his Majesty King George the Third in a state coachman’s wig, leather breeches, and top-boots, on the terrace at Windsor.
  


  
    ‘All is well, Handel,’ said Herbert, ‘and he is quite satisfied, though eager to see you. My dear girl is with her father; and if you’ll wait till she comes down, I’ll make you known to her, and then we’ll go up-stairs——That’s her father.’
  


  
    I had become aware of an alarming growling overhead, and had probably expressed the fact in my countenance.
  


  
    ‘I am afraid he is a sad old rascal,’ said Herbert, smiling, ‘but I have never seen him. Don’t you smell rum? He is always at it.’
  


  
    ‘At rum?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ returned Herbert, ‘and you may suppose how mild it makes his gout. He persists, too, in keeping all the provisions up-stairs in his room, and serving them out. He keeps them on shelves over his head, and will weigh them all. His room must be like a chandler’s shop.’
  


  
    While he thus spoke, the growling noise became a prolonged roar, and then died away.
  


  
    ‘What else can be the consequence,’ said Herbert, in explanation, ‘if he will cut the cheese? A man with the gout in his right hand—and everywhere else—can’t expect to get through a Double Gloucester without hurting himself.’
  


  
    He seemed to have hurt himself very much, for he gave another furious roar.
  


  
    ‘To have Provis for an upper lodger is quite a godsend to Mrs. Whimple,’ said Herbert, ‘for of course people in general won’t stand that noise. A curious place, Handel; isn’t it?’
  


  
    It was a curious place, indeed; but remarkably well kept and clean.
  


  
    ‘Mrs. Whimple,’ said Herbert, when I told him so, ‘is the best of housewives, and I really do not know what my Clara would do without her motherly help. For Clara has no mother of her own, Handel, and no relation in the world but old Gruffandgrim.’
  


  
    ‘Surely that’s not his name, Herbert?’
  


  
    ‘No, no,’ said Herbert, ‘that’s my name for him. His name is Mr. Barley. But what a blessing it is for the son of my father and mother to love a girl who has no relations, and who can never bother herself, or anybody else, about her family!’
  


  
    Herbert had told me on former occasions, and now reminded me, that he first knew Miss Clara Barley when she was completing her education at an establishment at Hammersmith, and that on her being recalled home to nurse her father, he and she had confided their affection to the motherly Mrs. Whimple, by whom it had been fostered and regulated with equal kindness and discretion ever since. It was understood that nothing of a tender nature could possibly be confided to Old Barley, by reason of his being totally unequal to the consideration of any subject more psychological than Gout, Rum, and Purser’s stores.
  


  
    As we were thus conversing in a low tone while Old Barley’s sustained growl vibrated in the beam that crossed the ceiling, the room door opened, and a very pretty, slight, dark-eyed girl of twenty or so, came in with a basket in her hand: whom Herbert tenderly relieved of the basket, and presented blushing, as ‘Clara.’ She really was a most charming girl, and might have passed for a captive fairy, whom that truculent Ogre, Old Barley, had pressed into his service.
  


  
    ‘Look here,’ said Herbert, showing me the basket, with a compassionate and tender smile after we had talked a little; ‘here’s poor Clara’s supper, served out every night. Here’s her allowance of bread, and here’s her slice of cheese, and here’s her rum—which I drink. This is Mr. Barley’s breakfast for to-morrow, served out to be cooked. Two mutton chops, three potatoes, some split peas, a little flour, two ounces of butter, a pinch of salt, and all this black pepper. It’s stewed up together, and taken hot, and it’s a nice thing for the gout, I should think!’
  


  
    There was something so natural and winning in Clara’s resigned way of looking at these stores in detail, as Herbert pointed them out,—and something so confiding, loving and innocent, in her modest manner of yielding herself to Herbert’s embracing arm—and something so gentle in her, so much needing protection on Mill Pond Bank, by Chinks’s Basin, and the Old Green Copper Rope-Walk, with Old Barley growling in the beam—that I would not have undone the engagement between her and Herbert for all the money in the pocket-book I had never opened.
  


  
    I was looking at her with pleasure and admiration, when suddenly the growl swelled into a roar again, and a frightful bumping noise was heard above, as if a giant with a wooden leg were trying to bore it through the ceiling to come at us. Upon this Clara said to Herbert, ‘Papa wants me, darling!’ and ran away.
  


  
    ‘There is an unconscionable old shark for you!’ said Herbert. ‘What do you suppose he wants now, Handel?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t know,’ said I. ‘Something to drink?’
  


  
    ‘That’s it!’ cried Herbert, as if I had made a guess of extraordinary merit. ‘He keeps his grog ready-mixed in a little tub on the table. Wait a moment, and you’ll hear Clara lift him up to take some.—There he goes!’ Another roar, with a prolonged shake at the end. ‘Now,’ said Herbert, as it was succeeded by silence, ‘he’s drinking. Now,’ said Herbert, as the growl resounded in the beam once more, ‘he’s down again on his back!’
  


  
    Clara returned soon afterwards, and Herbert accompanied me up-stairs to see our charge. As we passed Mr. Barley’s door, he was heard hoarsely muttering within, in a strain that rose and fell like wind, the following Refrain; in which I substitute good wishes for something quite the reverse.
  


  
    ‘Ahoy! Bless your eyes, here’s old Bill Barley. Here’s old Bill Barley, bless your eyes. Here’s old Bill Barley on the flat of his back, by the Lord. Lying on the flat of his back, like a drifting old dead flounder, here’s your old Bill Barley, bless your eyes. Ahoy! Bless you.’
  


  
    In this strain of consolation, Herbert informed me the invisible Barley would commune with himself by the day and night together; often while it was light, having, at the same time, one eye at a telescope which was fitted on his bed for the convenience of sweeping the river.
  


  
    In his two cabin rooms at the top of the house, which were fresh and airy, and in which Mr. Barley was less audible than below, I found Provis comfortably settled. He expressed no alarm, and seemed to feel none that was worth mentioning; but it struck me that he was softened—indefinably, for I could not have said how, and could never afterwards recall how when I tried; but certainly.
  


  
    The opportunity that the day’s rest had given me for reflection had resulted in my fully determining to say nothing to him respecting Compeyson. For anything I knew, his animosity towards the man might otherwise lead to his seeking him out and rushing on his own destruction. Therefore, when Herbert and I sat down with him by his fire, I asked him first of all whether he relied on Wemmick’s judgment and sources of information?
  


  
    ‘Ay, ay, dear boy!’ he answered, with a grave nod, ‘Jaggers knows.’
  


  
    ‘Then, I have talked with Wemmick,’ said I, ‘and have come to tell you what caution he gave me and what advice.’
  


  
    This I did accurately, with the reservation just mentioned; and I told him how Wemmick had heard, in Newgate prison (whether from officers or prisoners I could not say), that he was under some suspicion, and that my chambers had been watched; how Wemmick had recommended his keeping close for a time, and my keeping away from him; and what Wemmick had said about getting him abroad. I added, that of course, when the time came, I should go with him, or should follow close upon him, as might be safest in Wemmick’s judgment. What was to follow that, I did not touch upon; neither indeed was I at all clear or comfortable about it in my own mind, now that I saw him in that softer condition, and in declared peril for my sake. As to altering my way of living, by enlarging my expenses, I put it to him whether in our present unsettled and difficult circumstances, it would not be simply ridiculous, if it were no worse?
  


  
    He could not deny this, and indeed was very reasonable throughout. His coming back was a venture, he said, and he had always known it to be a venture. He would do nothing to make it a desperate venture, and he had very little fear of his safety with such good help.
  


  
    Herbert, who had been looking at the fire and pondering, here said that something had come into his thoughts arising out of Wemmick’s suggestion, which it might be worth while to pursue. ‘We are both good watermen, Handel, and could take him down the river ourselves when the right time comes. No boat would then be hired for the purpose, and no boatmen; that would save at least a chance of suspicion, and any chance is worth saving. Never mind the season; don’t you think it might be a good thing if you began at once to keep a boat at the Temple stairs, and were in the habit of rowing up and down the river? You fall into that habit, and then who notices or minds? Do it twenty or fifty times, and there is nothing special in your doing it the twenty-first or fifty-first.’
  


  
    I liked this scheme, and Provis was quite elated by it. We agreed that it should be carried into execution, and that Provis should never recognise us if we came below Bridge and rowed past Mill Pond Bank. But, we further agreed that he should pull down the blind in that part of his window which gave upon the east, whenever he saw us, and all was right.
  


  
    Our conference being now ended, and everything arranged, I rose to go; remarking to Herbert that he and I had better not go home together, and that I would take half an hour’s start of him. ‘I don’t like to leave you here,’ I said to Provis, ‘though I cannot doubt your being safer here than near me. Good-bye!’
  


  
    ‘Dear boy,’ he answered, clasping my hands, ‘I don’t know when we may meet again, and I don’t like Good-bye. Say Good night!’
  


  
    ‘Good night! Herbert will go regularly between us, and when the time comes you may be certain I shall be ready. Good night, Good night!’
  


  
    We thought it best that he should stay in his own rooms, and we left him on the landing outside his door, holding a light over the stair-rail to light us down-stairs. Looking back at him, I thought of the first night of his return when our positions were reversed, and when I little supposed my heart could ever be as heavy and anxious at parting from him as it was now.
  


  
    Old Barley was growling and swearing when we repassed his door, with no appearance of having ceased or of meaning to cease. When we got to the foot of the stairs, I asked Herbert whether he had preserved the name of Provis? He replied, certainly not, and that the lodger was Mr. Campbell. He also explained that the utmost known of Mr. Campbell there, was that he (Herbert) had Mr. Campbell consigned to him, and felt a strong personal interest in his being well cared for and living a secluded life. So, when we went into the parlour where Mrs. Whimple and Clara were seated at work, I said nothing of my own interest in Mr. Campbell, but kept it to myself.
  


  
    When I had taken leave of the pretty gentle dark-eyed girl, and of the motherly woman who had not outlived her honest sympathy with a little affair of true love, I felt as if the Old Green Copper Rope-Walk had grown quite a different place. Old Barley might be as old as the hills, and might swear like a whole field of troopers, but there were redeeming youth and trust and hope enough in Chinks’s Basin to fill it to overflowing. And then I thought of Estella, and of our parting, and went home very sadly.
  


  
    All things were as quiet in the Temple as ever I had seen them. The windows of the rooms of that side, lately occupied by Provis were dark and still, and there was no lounger in Garden-court. I walked past the fountain twice or thrice before I descended the steps that were between me and my rooms, but I was quite alone. Herbert coming to my bedside when he came in—for I went straight to bed, dispirited and fatigued—made the same report. Opening one of the windows after that, he looked out into the moonlight, and told me that the pavement was as solemnly empty as the pavement of any Cathedral at that same hour.
  


  
    Next day, I set myself to get the boat. It was soon done, and the boat was brought round to the Temple stairs, and lay where I could reach her within a minute or two. Then, I began to go out as for training and practice: sometimes alone, sometimes with Herbert. I was often out in cold, rain, and sleet, but nobody took much note of me after I had been out a few times. At first, I kept above Blackfriars Bridge; but as the hours of the tide changed, I took towards London Bridge. It was Old London Bridge in those days, and at certain states of the tide there was a race and a fall of water there which gave it a bad reputation. But I knew well enough how to ‘shoot’ the bridge after seeing it done, and so began to row about among the shipping in the Pool, and down to Erith. The first time I passed Mill Pond Bank, Herbert and I were pulling a pair of oars; and, both in going and returning, we saw the blind towards the east come down. Herbert was rarely there less frequently than three times in a week, and he never brought me a single word of intelligence that was at all alarming. Still, I knew that there was cause for alarm, and I could not get rid of the notion of being watched. Once received, it is a haunting idea; how many undesigning persons I suspected of watching me, it would be hard to calculate.
  


  
    In short, I was always full of fears for the rash man who was in hiding. Herbert had sometimes said to me that he found it pleasant to stand at one of our windows after dark, when the tide was running down, and to think that it was flowing, with everything it bore, towards Clara. But I thought with dread that it was flowing towards Magwitch, and that any black mark on its surface might be his pursuers, going swiftly, silently and surely, to take him.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLVII
  


  
    SOME weeks passed without bringing any change. We waited for Wemmick, and he made no sign. If I had never known him out of Little Britain, and had never enjoyed the privilege of being on a familiar footing at the Castle, I might have doubted him; not so for a moment, knowing him as I did.
  


  
    My worldly affairs began to wear a gloomy appearance and I was pressed for money by more than one creditor. Even I myself began to know the want of money (I mean of ready money in my own pocket), and to relieve it by converting some easily spared articles of jewellery into cash. But I had quite determined that it would be a heartless fraud to take more money from my patron in the existing state of my uncertain thoughts and plans. Therefore, I had sent him the unopened pocket-book by Herbert, to hold in his own keeping, and I felt a kind of satisfaction—whether it was a false kind or a true, I hardly know—in not having profited by his generosity since his revelation of himself.
  


  
    As the time wore on, an impression settled heavily upon me that Estella was married. Fearful of having it confirmed, though it was all but a conviction, I avoided the newspapers, and begged Herbert (to whom I had confided the circumstances of our last interview) never to speak of her to me. Why I hoarded up this last wretched little rag of the robe of hope that was rent and given to the winds, how do I know! Why did you who read this, commit that not dissimilar inconsistency of your own, last year, last month, last week?
  


  
    It was an unhappy life that I lived, and its one dominant anxiety, towering over all its other anxieties like a high mountain above a range of mountains, never disappeared from my view. Still, no new cause for fear arose. Let me start from my bed as I would, with the terror fresh upon me that he was discovered; let me sit listening as I would, with dread for Herbert’s returning step at night, lest it should be fleeter than ordinary, and winged with evil news; for all that, and much more to like purpose, the round of things went on. Condemned to inaction and a state of constant restlessness and suspense, I rowed about in my boat, and waited, waited, waited, as I best could.
  


  
    There were states of the tide when, having been down the river, I could not get back through the eddy-chafed arches and starlings of Old London Bridge; then, I left my boat at a wharf near the Custom House, to be brought up afterwards to the Temple stairs. I was not averse to doing this, as it served to make me and my boat a commoner incident among the water-side people there. From this slight occasion sprang two meetings that I have now to tell of.
  


  
    One afternoon, late in the month of February, I came ashore at the wharf at dusk. I had pulled down as far as Greenwich with the ebb tide, and had turned with the tide. It had been a fine bright day, but had become foggy as the sun dropped, and I had had to feel my way back among the shipping pretty carefully. Both in going and returning, I had seen the signal in his window, All well.
  


  
    As it was a raw evening and I was cold, I thought I would comfort myself with dinner at once; and as I had hours of dejection and solitude before me if I went home to the Temple, I thought I would afterwards go to the play. The theatre where Mr. Wopsle had achieved his questionable triumph was in that water-side neighbourhood (it is nowhere now), and to that theatre I resolved to go. I was aware that Mr. Wopsle had not succeeded in reviving the Drama, but, on the contrary, had rather partaken of its decline. He had been ominously heard of, through the playbills, as a faithful Black, in connexion with a little girl of noble birth, and a monkey. And Herbert had seen him as a predatory Tartar of comic propensities, with a face like a red brick, and an outrageous hat all over bells.
  


  
    I dined at what Herbert and I used to call a Geographical chop-house—where there were maps of the world in porter-pot rims on every half-yard of the table-cloths, and charts of gravy on every one of the knives—to this day there is scarcely a single chop-house within the Lord Mayor’s dominions which is not Geographical—and wore out the time in dozing over crumbs, staring at gas, and baking in a hot blast of dinners. By-and-by, I roused myself and went to the play.
  


  
    There, I found a virtuous boatswain in his Majesty’s service—a most excellent man, though I could have wished his trousers not quite so tight in some places and not quite so loose in others—who knocked all the little men’s hats over their eyes, though he was very generous and brave, and who wouldn’t hear of anybody’s paying taxes, though he was very patriotic. He had a bag of money in his pocket, like a pudding in the cloth, and on that property married a young person in bed-furniture, with great rejoicings; the whole population of Portsmouth (nine in number at the last Census) turning out on the beach, to rub their own hands and shake everybody else’s, and sing, ‘Fill, fill!’ A certain dark-complexioned Swab, however, who wouldn’t fill, or do anything else that was proposed to him, and whose heart was openly stated (by the boatswain) to be as black as his figurehead, proposed to two other Swabs to get all mankind into difficulties; which was so effectually done (the Swab family having considerable political influence) that it took half the evening to set things right, and then it was only brought about through an honest little grocer with a white hat, black gaiters, and red nose, getting into a clock, with a gridiron, and listening, and coming out, and knocking everybody down from behind with the gridiron whom he couldn’t confute with what he had overheard. This led to Mr. Wopsle’s (who had never been heard of before) coming in with a star and garter on, as a plenipotentiary of great power direct from the Admiralty, to say that the Swabs were all to go to prison on the spot, and that he had brought the boatswain down the Union Jack, as a slight acknowledgment of his public services. The boatswain, unmanned for the first time, respectfully dried his eyes on the Jack, and then cheering up and addressing Mr. Wopsle as Your Honour, solicited permission to take him by the fin. Mr. Wopsle conceding his fin with a gracious dignity, was immediately shoved into a dusty corner while everybody danced a hornpipe; and from that corner, surveying the public with a discontented eye, became aware of me.
  


  
    The second piece was the last new grand comic Christmas pantomime, in the first scene of which it pained me to suspect that I detected Mr. Wopsle, with red worsted legs under a highly magnified phosphoric countenance and a shock of red curtain-fringe for his hair, engaged in the manufacture of thunderbolts in a mine, and displaying great cowardice when his gigantic master came home (very hoarse) to dinner. But he presently presented himself under worthier circumstances; for, the Genius of Youthful Love being in want of assistance—on account of the parental brutality of an ignorant farmer who opposed the choice of his daughter’s heart, by purposely falling upon the object in a flour sack out of the first-floor window—summoned a sententious Enchanter; and he, coming up from the antipodes rather unsteadily, after an apparently violent journey, proved to be Mr. Wopsle in a high-crowned hat, with a necromantic work in one volume under his arm. The business of this enchanter on earth, being principally to be talked at, sung at, butted at, danced at, and flashed at with fires of various colours, he had a good deal of time on his hands. And I observed, with great surprise, that he devoted it to staring in my direction as if he were lost in amazement.
  


  
    There was something so remarkable in the increasing glare of Mr. Wopsle’s eye, and he seemed to be turning so many things over in his mind and to grow so confused, that I could not make it out. I sat thinking of it, long after he had ascended to the clouds in a large watch-case, and still I could not make it out. I was still thinking of it when I came out of the theatre an hour afterwards, and found him waiting for me near the door.
  


  
    ‘How do you do?’ said I, shaking hands with him as we turned down the street together. ‘I saw that you saw me.’
  


  
    ‘Saw you, Mr. Pip!’ he returned. ‘Yes, of course I saw you. But who else was there?’
  


  
    ‘Who else?’
  


  
    ‘It is the strangest thing,’ said Mr. Wopsle, drifting into his lost look again; ‘and yet I could swear to him.’
  


  
    Becoming alarmed, I entreated Mr. Wopsle to explain his meaning.
  


  
    ‘Whether I should have noticed him at first but for your being there,’ said Mr. Wopsle, going on in the same lost way, ‘I can’t be positive; yet I think I should.’
  


  
    Involuntarily I looked round me, as I was accustomed to look round me when I went home; for these mysterious words gave me a chill.
  


  
    ‘Oh! He can’t be in sight,’ said Mr. Wopsle. ‘He went out, before I went off; I saw him go.’
  


  
    Having the reason that I had for being suspicious, I even suspected this poor actor. I mistrusted a design to entrap me into some admission. Therefore, I glanced at him as we walked on together, but said nothing.
  


  
    ‘I had a ridiculous fancy that he must be with you, Mr. Pip, till I saw that you were quite unconscious of him, sitting behind you there like a ghost.’
  


  
    My former chill crept over me again, but I was resolved not to speak yet, for it was quite consistent with his words that he might be set on to induce me to connect these references with Provis. Of course, I was perfectly sure and safe that Provis had not been there.
  


  
    ‘I dare say you wonder at me, Mr. Pip; indeed, I see you do. But it is so very strange! You’ll hardly believe what I am going to tell you. I could hardly believe it myself, if you told me.’
  


  
    ‘Indeed?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘No, indeed. Mr. Pip, you remember in old times a certain Christmas Day, when you were quite a child, and I dined at Gargery’s, and some soldiers came to the door to get a pair of handcuffs mended?’
  


  
    ‘I remember it very well.’
  


  
    ‘And you remember that there was a chase after two convicts, and that we joined in it, and that Gargery took you on his back, and that I took the lead and you kept up with me as well as you could?’
  


  
    ‘I remember it all very well.’ Better than he thought—except the last clause.
  


  
    ‘And you remember that we came up with the two in a ditch, and that there was a scuffle between them, and that one of them had been severely handled and much mauled about the face by the other?’
  


  
    ‘I see it all before me.’
  


  
    ‘And that the soldiers lighted torches, and put the two in the centre, and that we went on to see the last of them, over the black marshes, with the torchlight shining on their faces—I am particular about that; with the torchlight shining on their faces, when there was an outer ring of dark night all about us?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said I. ‘I remember all that.’
  


  
    ‘Then, Mr. Pip, one of those two prisoners sat behind you to-night. I saw him over your shoulder.’
  


  
    ‘Steady!’ I thought. I asked him then, ‘Which of the two do you suppose you saw?’
  


  
    ‘The one who had been mauled,’ he answered readily, ‘and I’ll swear I saw him! The more I think of him, the more certain I am of him.’
  


  
    ‘This is very curious!’ said I, with the best assumption I could put on, of its being nothing more to me. ‘Very curious indeed!’
  


  
    I cannot exaggerate the enhanced disquiet into which this conversation threw me, or the special and peculiar terror I felt at Compeyson’s having been behind me ‘like a ghost.’ For if he had ever been out of my thoughts for a few moments together since the hiding had begun, it was in those very moments when he was closest to me; and to think that I should be so unconscious and off my guard after all my care, was as if I had shut an avenue of a hundred doors to keep him out, and then had found him at my elbow. I could not doubt either that he was there, because I was there, and that however slight an appearance of danger there might be about us, danger was always near and active.
  


  
    I put such questions to Mr. Wopsle as, When did the man come in? He could not tell me that; he saw me, and over my shoulder he saw the man. It was not until he had seen him for some time that he began to identify him; but he had from the first vaguely associated him with me, and known him as somehow belonging to me in the old village time. How was he dressed? Prosperously, but not noticeably otherwise; he thought, in black. Was his face at all disfigured? No, he believed not. I believed not, too, for although in my brooding state I had taken no especial notice of the people behind me, I thought it likely that a face at all disfigured would have attracted my attention.
  


  
    When Mr. Wopsle had imparted to me all that he could recall or I extract, and when I had treated him to a little appropriate refreshment after the fatigues of the evening, we parted. It was between twelve and one o’clock when I reached the Temple, and the gates were shut. No one was near me when I went in and went home.
  


  
    Herbert had come in, and we held a very serious council by the fire. But there was nothing to be done, saving to communicate to Wemmick what I had that night found out, and to remind him that we waited for his hint. As I thought that I might compromise him if I went too often to the Castle, I made this communication by letter. I wrote it before I went to bed and went out and posted it; and again no one was near me. Herbert and I agreed that we could do nothing else but be very cautious. And we were very cautious indeed—more cautious than before, if that were possible—and I for my part never went near Chinks’s Basin, except when I rowed by, and then I only looked at Mill Pond Bank as I looked at anything else.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLVIII
  


  
    THE second of the two meetings referred to in the last chapter occurred about a week after the first. I had again left my boat at the wharf below Bridge; the time was an hour earlier in the afternoon; and, undecided where to dine, I had strolled up into Cheapside, and was strolling along it, surely the most unsettled person in all the busy concourse, when a large hand was laid upon my shoulder by some one overtaking me. It was Mr. Jaggers’s hand, and he passed it through my arm.
  


  
    ‘As we are going in the same direction, Pip, we may walk together. Where are you bound for?’
  


  
    ‘For the Temple, I think,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Don’t you know?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Well,’ I returned, glad for once to get the better of him in cross-examination, ‘I do not know, for I have not made up my mind.’
  


  
    ‘You are going to dine?’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘You don’t mind admitting that, I suppose?’
  


  
    ‘No,’ I returned, ‘I don’t mind admitting that.’
  


  
    ‘And are not engaged?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t mind admitting, also, that I am not engaged.’
  


  
    ‘Then,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘come and dine with me.’
  


  
    I was going to excuse myself, when he added, ‘Wemmick’s coming.’ So I changed my excuse into an acceptance—the few words I had uttered serving for the beginning of either—and we went along Cheapside and slanted off to Little Britain, while the lights were springing up brilliantly in the shop windows, and the street lamp-lighters, scarcely finding ground enough to plant their ladders on in the midst of the afternoon’s bustle, were skipping up and down and running in and out, opening more red eyes in the gathering fog than my rushlight tower at the Hummums had opened white eyes in the ghostly wall.
  


  
    At the office in Little Britain there was the usual letter-writing, hand-washing, candle-snuffing, and safe-locking, that closed the business of the day. As I stood idle by Mr. Jaggers’s fire, its rising and falling flame made the two casts on the shelf look as if they were playing a diabolical game at bo-peep with me; while the pair of coarse fat office-candles that dimly lighted Mr. Jaggers as he wrote in a corner, were decorated with dirty winding-sheets, as if in remembrance of a host of hanged clients.
  


  
    We went to Gerrard-street, all three together, in a hackney-coach: and as soon as we got there, dinner was served. Although I should not have thought of making, in that place, the most distant reference by so much as a look to Wemmick’s Walworth sentiments, yet I should have had no objection to catching his eye now and then in a friendly way. But it was not to be done. He turned his eyes on Mr. Jaggers whenever he raised them from the table, and was as dry and distant to me as if there were twin Wemmicks and this was the wrong one.
  


  
    ‘Did you send that note of Miss Havisham’s to Mr. Pip, Wemmick?’ Mr. Jaggers asked, soon after we began dinner.
  


  
    ‘No, sir,’ returned Wemmick; ‘it was going by post, when you brought Mr. Pip into the office. Here it is.’ He handed it to his principal, instead of to me.
  


  
    ‘It’s a note of two lines, Pip,’ said Mr. Jaggers, handing it on, ‘sent up to me by Miss Havisham, on account of her not being sure of your address. She tells me that she wants to see you on a little matter of business you mentioned to her. You’ll go down?’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ said I, casting my eyes over the note, which was exactly in those terms.
  


  
    ‘When do you think of going down?’
  


  
    ‘I have an impending engagement,’ said I, glancing at Wemmick, who was putting fish into the post-office, ‘that renders me rather uncertain of my time. At once, I think.’
  


  
    ‘If Mr. Pip has the intention of going at once,’ said Wemmick to Mr. Jaggers, ‘he needn’t write an answer, you know.’
  


  
    Receiving this as an intimation that it was best not to delay, I settled that I would go to-morrow, and said so. Wemmick drank a glass of wine and looked with a grimly satisfied air at Mr. Jaggers, but not at me.
  


  
    ‘So Pip! Our friend the Spider,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘has played his cards. He has won the pool.’
  


  
    It was as much as I could do to assent.
  


  
    ‘Hah! He is a promising fellow—in his way—but he may not have it all his own way. The stronger will win in the end, but the stronger has to be found out first. If he should turn to and beat her——’
  


  
    ‘Surely,’ I interrupted, with a burning face and heart, ‘you do not seriously think that he is scoundrel enough for that, Mr. Jaggers?’
  


  
    ‘I didn’t say so, Pip. I am putting a case. If he should turn to and beat her, he may possibly get the strength on his side; if it should be a question of intellect, he certainly will not. It would be chance work to give an opinion how a fellow of that sort will turn out in such circumstances, because it’s a toss-up between two results.’
  


  
    ‘May I ask what they are?’
  


  
    ‘A fellow like our friend the Spider,’ answered Mr. Jaggers, ‘either beats or cringes. He may cringe and growl, or cringe and not growl; but he either beats or cringes. Ask Wemmick his opinion.’
  


  
    ‘Either beats or cringes,’ said Wemmick, not at all addressing himself to me.
  


  
    ‘So, here’s to Mrs. Bentley Drummle,’ said Mr. Jaggers, taking a decanter of choicer wine from his dumb-waiter, and filling for each of us and for himself, ‘and may the question of supremacy be settled to the lady’s satisfaction! To the satisfaction of the lady and the gentleman, it never will be. Now, Molly, Molly, Molly, Molly, how slow you are to-day!’
  


  
    She was at his elbow when he addressed her, putting a dish upon the table. As she withdrew her hands from it, she fell back a step or two, nervously muttering some excuse. And a certain action of her fingers as she spoke arrested my attention.
  


  
    ‘What’s the matter?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Nothing. Only the subject we were speaking of,’ said I, ‘was rather painful to me.’
  


  
    The action of her fingers was like the action of knitting. She stood looking at her master, not understanding whether she was free to go, or whether he had more to say to her and would call her back if she did go. Her look was very intent. Surely, I had seen exactly such eyes and such hands, on a memorable occasion very lately!
  


  
    He dismissed her, and she glided out of the room. But she remained before me, as plainly as if she were still there. I looked at those hands, I looked at those eyes, I looked at that flowing hair; and I compared them with other hands, other eyes, other hair, that I knew of, and with what those might be after twenty years of a brutal husband and a stormy life. I looked again at those hands and eyes of the housekeeper, and thought of the inexplicable feeling that had come over me when I last walked—not alone—in the ruined garden, and through the deserted brewery. I thought how the same feeling had come back when I saw a face looking at me, and a hand waving to me, from a stage-coach window; and how it had come back again and had flashed about me like lightning, when I had passed in a carriage—not alone—through a sudden glare of light in a dark street. I thought how one link of association had helped that identification in the theatre, and how such a link, wanting before, had been riveted for me now, when I had passed by a chance swift from Estella’s name to the fingers with their knitting action, and the attentive eyes. And I felt absolutely certain that this woman was Estella’s mother.
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers had seen me with Estella, and was not likely to have missed the sentiments I had been at no pains to conceal. He nodded when I said the subject was painful to me, clapped me on the back, put round the wine again, and went on with his dinner.
  


  
    Only twice more did the housekeeper reappear, and then her stay in the room was very short, and Mr. Jaggers was sharp with her. But her hands were Estella’s hands, and her eyes were Estella’s eyes, and if she had reappeared a hundred times I could have been neither more sure nor less sure that my conviction was the truth.
  


  
    It was a dull evening, for Wemmick drew his wine when it came round, quite as a matter of business—just as he might have drawn his salary when that came round—and with his eyes on his chief, sat in a state of perpetual readiness for cross-examination. As to the quantity of wine, his post-office was as indifferent and ready as any other post-office for its quantity of letters. From my point of view, he was the wrong twin all the time, and only externally like the Wemmick of Walworth.
  


  
    We took our leave early, and left together. Even when we were groping among Mr. Jaggers’s stock of boots for our hats, I felt that the right twin was on his way back; and we had not gone half a dozen yards down Gerrard-street in the Walworth direction before I found that I was walking arm-in-arm with the right twin, and that the wrong twin had evaporated into the evening air.
  


  
    ‘Well!’ said Wemmick, ‘that’s over! He’s a wonderful man, without his living likeness; but I feel that I have to screw myself up when I dine with him—and I dine more comfortably unscrewed.’
  


  
    I felt that this was a good statement of the case, and told him so.
  


  
    ‘Wouldn’t say it to anybody but yourself,’ he answered. ‘I know that what is said between you and me goes no further.’
  


  
    I asked him if he had ever seen Miss Havisham’s adopted daughter, Mrs. Bentley Drummle? He said no. To avoid being too abrupt, I then spoke of the Aged, and of Miss Skiffins. He looked rather sly when I mentioned Miss Skiffins, and stopped in the street to blow his nose, with a roll of the head and a flourish not quite free from latent boastfulness.
  


  
    ‘Wemmick,’ said I, ‘do you remember telling me, before I first went to Mr. Jaggers’s private house, to notice that housekeeper?’
  


  
    ‘Did I?’ he replied. ‘Ah, I dare say I did. Deuce take me,’ he added sullenly, ‘I know I did. I find I am not quite unscrewed yet.’
  


  
    ‘A wild beast tamed, you called her?’
  


  
    ‘And what did you call her?’
  


  
    ‘The same. How did Mr. Jaggers tame her, Wemmick?’
  


  
    ‘That’s his secret. She has been with him many a long year.’
  


  
    ‘I wish you would tell me her story. I feel a particular interest in being acquainted with it. You know that what is said between you and me goes no further.’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ Wemmick replied, ‘I don’t know her story—that is, I don’t know all of it. But what I do know, I’ll tell you. We are in our private and personal capacities, of course.’
  


  
    ‘Of course.’
  


  
    ‘A score or so of years ago, that woman was tried at the Old Bailey for murder and was acquitted. She was a very handsome young woman, and I believe had some gipsy blood in her. Anyhow, it was hot enough when it was up, as you may suppose.’
  


  
    ‘But she was acquitted.’
  


  
    ‘Mr. Jaggers was for her,’ pursued Wemmick, with a look full of meaning, ‘and worked the case in a way quite astonishing. It was a desperate case, and it was comparatively early days with him then, and he worked it to general admiration; in fact, it may almost be said to have made him. He worked it himself at the police-office, day after day for many days, contending against even a committal; and at the trial where he couldn’t work it himself, sat under counsel, and—every one knew—put in all the salt and pepper. The murdered person was a woman; a woman, a good ten years older, very much larger, and very much stronger. It was a case of jealousy. They both led tramping lives, and this woman in Gerrard-street here had been married very young, over the broomstick (as we say), to a tramping man, and was a perfect fury in point of jealousy. The murdered woman—more a match for the man, certainly, in point of years—was found dead in a barn near Hounslow Heath. There had been a violent struggle, perhaps a fight. She was bruised and scratched and torn, and had been held by the throat at last and choked. Now, there was no reasonable evidence to implicate any person but this woman, and, on the improbabilities of her having been able to do it, Mr. Jaggers principally rested his case. You may be sure,’ said Wemmick, touching me on the sleeve, ‘that he never dwelt upon the strength of her hands then, though he sometimes does now.’
  


  
    I had told Wemmick of his showing us her wrists, that day of the dinner-party.
  


  
    ‘Well, sir!’ Wemmick went on; ‘it happened—happened, don’t you see?—that this woman was so very artfully dressed from the time of her apprehension, that she looked much slighter that she really was; in particular, her sleeves are always remembered to have been so skilfully contrived that her arms had quite a delicate look. She had only a bruise or two about her—nothing for a tramp—but the backs of her hands were lacerated, and the question was, was it with finger-nails? Now, Mr. Jaggers showed that she had struggled through a great lot of brambles which were not as high as her face; but which she could not have got through and kept her hands out of; and bits of those brambles were actually found in her skin and put in evidence, as well as the fact that the brambles in question were found on examination to have been broken through, and to have little shreds of her dress and little spots of blood upon them here and there. But the boldest point he made was this. It was attempted to be set up in proof of her jealousy, that she was under strong suspicion of having, at about the time of the murder, frantically destroyed her child by this man—some three years old—to revenge herself upon him. Mr. Jaggers worked that in this way. “We say these are not marks of finger-nails, but marks of brambles, and we show you the brambles. You say they are marks of finger-nails, and you set up the hypothesis that she destroyed her child. You must accept all consequences of that hypothesis. For anything we know, she may have destroyed her child, and the child in clinging to her may have scratched her hands. What then? You are not trying her for the murder of her child; why don’t you? As to this case, if you will have scratches, we say that, for anything we know, you may have accounted for them, assuming for the sake of argument that you have not invented them?” To sum up, sir,’ said Wemmick, ‘Mr. Jaggers was altogether too many for the Jury, and they gave in.’
  


  
    ‘Has she been in his service ever since?’
  


  
    ‘Yes; but not only that,’ said Wemmick, ‘she went into his service immediately after her acquittal, tamed as she is now. She has since been taught one thing and another in the way of her duties, but she was tamed from the beginning.’
  


  
    ‘Do you remember the sex of the child?’
  


  
    ‘Said to have been a girl.’
  


  
    ‘You have nothing more to say to me to-night?’
  


  
    ‘Nothing. I got your letter and destroyed it. Nothing.’
  


  
    We exchanged a cordial Good Night, and I went home, with new matter for my thoughts, though with no relief from the old.
  


  
    CHAPTER XLIX
  


  
    PUTTING Miss Havisham’s note in my pocket, that it might serve as my credentials for so soon reappearing at Satis House, in case her waywardness should lead her to express any surprise at seeing me, I went down again by the coach next day. But I alighted at the Halfway House, and breakfasted there, and walked the rest of the distance; for I sought to get into the town quietly by the unfrequented ways, and to leave it in the same manner.
  


  
    The best light of the day was gone when I passed along the quiet echoing courts behind the High-street. The nooks of ruin where the old monks had once had their refectories and gardens, and where the strong walls were now pressed into the service of humble sheds and stables, were almost as silent as the old monks in their graves. The cathedral chimes had at once a sadder and a more remote sound to me, as I hurried on avoiding observation, than they had ever had before; so, the swell of the old organ was borne to my ears like funeral music; and the rooks, as they hovered about the grey tower and swung in the bare high trees of the priory garden, seemed to call to me that the place was changed, and that Estella was gone out of it for ever.
  


  
    An elderly woman, whom I had seen before as one of the servants who lived in the supplementary house across the back court-yard, opened the gate. The lighted candle stood in the dark passage within, as of old, and I took it up and ascended the staircase alone. Miss Havisham was not in her own room, but was in the larger room across the landing. Looking in at the door, after knocking in vain, I saw her sitting on the hearth in a ragged chair, close before, and lost in the contemplation of, the ashy fire.
  


  
    Doing as I had often done, I went in and stood, touching the old chimney-piece, where she could see me when she raised her eyes. There was an air of utter loneliness upon her, that would have moved me to pity though she had wilfully done me a deeper injury than I could charge her with. As I stood compassionating her, and thinking how in the progress of time I too had come to be a part of the wrecked fortunes of that house, her eyes rested on me. She stared, and said in a low voice, ‘Is it real?’
  


  
    ‘It is I, Pip. Mr. Jaggers gave me your note yesterday, and I have lost no time.’
  


  
    ‘Thank you. Thank you.’
  


  
    As I brought another of the ragged chairs to the hearth, and sat down, I remarked a new expression on her face, as if she were afraid of me.
  


  
    ‘I want,’ she said, ‘to pursue that subject you mentioned to me when you were last here, and to show you that I am not all stone. But perhaps you can never believe, now, that there is anything human in my heart?’
  


  
    When I said some reassuring words, she stretched out her tremulous right hand, as though she was going to touch me; but she recalled it again before I understood the action, or knew how to receive it.
  


  
    ‘You said, speaking for your friend, that you could tell me how to do something useful and good. Something that you would like done, is it not?’
  


  
    ‘Something that I would like done very very much.’
  


  
    ‘What is it?’
  


  
    I began explaining to her that secret history of the partnership. I had not got far into it, when I judged from her looks that she was thinking in a discursive way of me, rather than of what I said. It seemed to be so, for, when I stopped speaking, many moments passed before she showed that she was conscious of the fact.
  


  
    ‘Do you break off,’ she asked then, with her former air of being afraid of me, ‘because you hate me too much to bear to speak to me?’
  


  
    ‘No, no,’ I answered, ‘how can you think so, Miss Havisham! I stopped because I thought you were not following what I said.’
  


  
    ‘Perhaps I was not,’ she answered, putting a hand to her head. ‘Begin again, and let me look at something else. Stay! Now tell me.’
  


  
    She set her hand upon her stick, in the resolute way that sometimes was habitual to her, and looked at the fire with a strong expression of forcing herself to attend. I went on with my explanation, and told her how I had hoped to complete the transaction out of my means, but how in this I was disappointed. That part of the subject (I reminded her) involved matters which could form no part of my explanation, for they were the weighty secrets of another.
  


  
    ‘So!’ said she, assenting with her head, but not looking at me. ‘And how much money is wanting to complete the purchase?’
  


  
    I was rather afraid of stating it, for it sounded a large sum. ‘Nine hundred pounds.’
  


  
    ‘If I give you the money for this purpose, will you keep my secret as you have kept your own?’
  


  
    ‘Quite as faithfully.’
  


  
    ‘And your mind will be more at rest?’
  


  
    ‘Much more at rest.’
  


  
    ‘Are you very unhappy now?’
  


  
    She asked this question, still without looking at me, but in an unwonted tone of sympathy. I could not reply at the moment, for my voice failed me. She put her left arm across the head of her stick, and softly laid her forehead on it.
  


  
    ‘I am far from happy, Miss Havisham; but I have other causes of disquiet than any you know of. They are the secrets I have mentioned.’
  


  
    After a little while she raised her head, and looked at the fire again.
  


  
    ‘’Tis noble in you to tell me that you have other causes of unhappiness. Is it true?’
  


  
    ‘Too true.’
  


  
    ‘Can I only serve you, Pip, by serving your friend? Regarding that as done, is there nothing I can do for you yourself?’
  


  
    ‘Nothing. I thank you for the question. I thank you even more for the tone of the question. But, there is nothing.’
  


  
    She presently rose from her seat, and looked about the blighted room for the means of writing. There were none there, and she took from her pocket a yellow set of ivory tablets, mounted in tarnished gold, and wrote upon them with a pencil in a case of tarnished gold that hung from her neck.
  


  
    ‘You are still on friendly terms with Mr. Jaggers?’
  


  
    ‘Quite. I dined with him yesterday.’
  


  
    ‘This is an authority to him to pay you that money, to lay out at your irresponsible discretion for your friend. I keep no money here; but if you would rather Mr. Jaggers knew nothing of the matter, I will send it to you.’
  


  
    ‘Thank you, Miss Havisham; I have not the least objection to receiving it from him.’
  


  
    She read me what she had written, and it was direct and clear, and evidently intended to absolve me from any suspicion of profiting by the receipt of the money. I took the tablets from her hand, and it trembled again, and it trembled more as she took off the chain to which the pencil was attached, and put it in mine. All this she did without looking at me.
  


  
    ‘My name is on the first leaf. If you can ever write under my name, “I forgive her,” though ever so long after my broken heart is dust—pray do it!’
  


  
    ‘O Miss Havisham,’ said I, ‘I can do it now. There have been sore mistakes; and my life has been a blind and thankless one; and I want forgiveness and direction far too much, to be bitter with you.’
  


  
    She turned her face to me for the first time since she had averted it, and to my amazement, I may even add to my terror, dropped on her knees at my feet; with her folded hands raised to me in the manner in which, when her poor heart was young and fresh and whole, they must often have been raised to Heaven from her mother’s side.
  


  
    To see her with her white hair and her worn face, kneeling at my feet, gave me a shock through all my frame. I entreated her to rise, and got my arms about her to help her up; but she only pressed that hand of mine which was nearest to her grasp, and hung her head over it and wept. I had never seen her shed a tear before, and in the hope that the relief might do her good, I bent over her without speaking. She was not kneeling now, but was down upon the ground.
  


  
    ‘O!’ she cried, despairingly. ‘What have I done! What have I done!’
  


  
    ‘If you mean, Miss Havisham, what have you done to injure me, let me answer. Very little. I should have loved her under any circumstances.—Is she married?’
  


  
    ‘Yes!’
  


  
    It was a needless question, for a new desolation in the desolate house had told me so.
  


  
    ‘What have I done! What have I done!’ She wrung her hands, and crushed her white hair, and returned to this cry over and over again. ‘What have I done!’
  


  
    I knew not how to answer or how to comfort her. That she had done a grievous thing in taking an impressionable child to mould into the form that her wild resentment, spurned affection, and wounded pride found vengeance in, I knew full well. But that, in shutting out the light of day, she had shut out infinitely more; that, in seclusion, she had secluded herself from a thousand natural and healing influences; that her mind, brooding solitary, had grown diseased, as all minds do and must and will that reverse the appointed order of their Maker, I knew equally well. And could I look upon her without compassion, seeing her punishment in the ruin she was, in her profound unfitness for this earth on which she was placed, in the vanity of sorrow which had become a master mania, like the vanity of penitence, the vanity of remorse, the vanity of unworthiness, and other monstrous vanities that have been curses in this world?
  


  
    ‘Until you spoke to her the other day, and until I saw in you a looking-glass that showed me what I once felt myself, I did not know what I had done. What have I done! What have I done!’ And so again, twenty, fifty times over, What had she done!
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham,’ I said, when her cry had died away, ‘you may dismiss me from your mind and conscience. But Estella is a different case, and if you can ever undo any scrap of what you have done amiss in keeping a part of her right nature away from her, it will be better to do that, than to bemoan the past through a hundred years.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, yes, I know it. But, Pip—my Dear!’ There was an earnest womanly compassion for me in her new affection. ‘My dear! Believe this: when she first came to me, I meant to save her from misery like my own. At first I meant no more.’
  


  
    ‘Well, well!’ said I. ‘I hope so.’
  


  
    ‘But as she grew, and promised to be very beautiful, I gradually did worse, and with my praises, and with my jewels, and with my teachings, and with this figure of myself always before her, a warning to back and point my lessons, I stole her heart away and put ice in its place.’
  


  
    ‘Better,’ I could not help saying, ‘to have left her a natural heart, even to be bruised or broken.’
  


  
    With that, Miss Havisham looked distractedly at me for a while, and then burst out again, What had she done!
  


  
    ‘If you knew all my story,’ she pleaded, ‘you would have some compassion for me and a better understanding of me.’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham,’ I answered, as delicately as I could, ‘I believe I may say that I do know your story, and have known it ever since I first left this neighbourhood. It has inspired me with great commiseration, and I hope I understand it and its influences. Does what has passed between us give me any excuse for asking you a question relative to Estella? Not as she is, but as she was when she first came here?’
  


  
    She was seated on the ground, with her arms on the ragged chair, and her head leaning on them. She looked full at me when I said this, and replied, ‘Go on.’
  


  
    ‘Whose child was Estella?’
  


  
    She shook her head.
  


  
    ‘You don’t know?’
  


  
    She shook her head again.
  


  
    ‘But Mr. Jaggers brought her here, or sent her here?’
  


  
    ‘Brought her here.’
  


  
    ‘Will you tell me how that came about?’
  


  
    She answered in a low whisper and with caution: ‘I had been shut up in these rooms a long time (I don’t know how long; you know what time the clocks keep here), when I told him that I wanted a little girl to rear and love, and save from my fate. I had first seen him when I sent for him to lay this place waste for me; having read of him in the newspapers before I and the world parted. He told me that he would look about him for such an orphan child. One night he brought her here asleep, and I called her Estella.’
  


  
    ‘Might I ask her age then?’
  


  
    ‘Two or three. She herself knows nothing, but that she was left an orphan and I adopted her.’
  


  
    So convinced I was of that woman’s being her mother, that I wanted no evidence to establish the fact in my mind. But to my mind, I thought, the connection here was clear and straight.
  


  
    What more could I hope to do by prolonging the interview? I had succeeded on behalf of Herbert, Miss Havisham had told me all she knew of Estella, I had said and done what I could to ease her mind. No matter with what other words we parted; we parted.
  


  
    Twilight was closing in when I went down-stairs into the natural air. I called to the woman who had opened the gate when I entered, that I would not trouble her just yet, but would walk round the place before leaving. For, I had a presentiment that I should never be there again, and I felt that the dying light was suited to my last view of it.
  


  
    By the wilderness of casks that I had walked on long ago, and on which the rain of years had fallen since, rotting them in many places, and leaving miniature swamps and pools of water upon those that stood on end, I made my way to the ruined garden. I went all round it; round by the corner where Herbert and I had fought our battle; round by the paths where Estella and I had walked. So cold, so lonely, so dreary all!
  


  
    Taking the brewery on my way back, I raised the rusty latch of a little door at the garden end of it, and walked through. I was going out at the opposite door—not easy to open now, for the damp wood had started and swelled, and the hinges were yielding, and the threshold was encumbered with a growth of fungus—when I turned my head to look back. A childish association revived with wonderful force in the moment of the slight action, and I fancied that I saw Miss Havisham hanging to the beam. So strong was the impression, that I stood under the beam shuddering from head to foot before I knew it was a fancy—though to be sure I was there in an instant.
  


  
    The mournfulness of the place and time, and the great terror of this illusion, though it was but momentary, caused me to feel an indescribable awe as I came out between the open wooden gates where I had once wrung my hair after Estella had wrung my heart. Passing on into the front court-yard, I hesitated whether to call the woman to let me out at the locked gate, of which she had the key, or first to go up-stairs and assure myself that Miss Havisham was as safe and well as I had left her. I took the latter course and went up.
  


  
    I looked into the room where I had left her, and I saw her seated in the ragged chair upon the hearth close to the fire, with her back towards me. In the moment when I was withdrawing my head to go quietly away, I saw a great flaming light spring up. In the same moment I saw her running at me, shrieking, with a whirl of fire blazing all about her, and soaring at least as many feet above her head as she was high.
  


  
    I had a double-caped great-coat on, and over my arm another thick coat. That I got them off, closed with her, threw her down, and got them over her; that I dragged the great cloth from the table for the same purpose, and with it dragged down the heap of rottenness in the midst, and all the ugly things that sheltered there; that we were on the ground struggling like desperate enemies, and that the closer I covered her, the more wildly she shrieked and tried to free herself; that this occurred I knew through the result, but not through anything I felt, or thought, or knew I did. I knew nothing until I knew that we were on the floor by the great table, and that patches of tinder yet alight were floating in the smoky air, which a moment ago had been her faded bridal dress.
  


  
    Then, I looked round and saw the disturbed beetles and spiders running away over the floor, and the servants coming in with breathless cries at the door. I still held her forcibly down with all my strength, like a prisoner who might escape; and I doubt if I even knew who she was, or why we had struggled, or that she had been in flames, or that the flames were out, until I saw the patches of tinder that had been her garments, no longer alight, but falling in a black shower around us.
  


  
    She was insensible, and I was afraid to have her moved, or even touched. Assistance was sent for, and I held her until it came, as if I unreasonably fancied (I think I did) that if I let her go, the fire would break out again and consume her. When I got up, on the surgeon’s coming to her with other aid, I was astonished to see that both my hands were burnt; for I had no knowledge of it through the sense of feeling.
  


  
    On examination it was pronounced that she had received serious hurts, but that they of themselves were far from hopeless; the danger lay mainly in the nervous shock. By the surgeon’s directions, her bed was carried into that room and laid upon the great table, which happened to be well suited to the dressing of her injuries. When I saw her again, an hour afterwards, she lay indeed where I had seen her strike her stick, and had heard her say she would lie one day.
  


  
    Though every vestige of her dress was burnt, as they told me, she still had something of her old ghastly bridal appearance; for, they had covered her to the throat with white-cotton wool, and as she lay with a white sheet loosely over-lying that, the phantom air of something that had been and was changed was still upon her.
  


  
    I found, on questioning the servants, that Estella was in Paris, and I got a promise from the surgeon that he would write by the next post. Miss Havisham’s family I took upon myself; intending to communicate with Matthew Pocket only, and leave him to do as he liked about informing the rest. This I did next day, through Herbert, as soon as I returned to town.
  


  
    There was a stage, that evening, when she spoke collectedly of what had happened, though with a certain terrible vivacity. Towards midnight she began to wander in her speech, and after that it gradually set in that she said innumerable times in a low solemn voice, ‘What have I done!’ And then, ‘When she first came, I meant to save her from misery like mine.’ And then, ‘Take the pencil and write under my name, “I forgive her!”’ She never changed the order of these three sentences, but she sometimes left out a word in one or other of them; never putting in another word, but always leaving a blank and going on to the next word.
  


  
    As I could do no service there, and as I had, nearer home, that pressing reason for anxiety and fear which even her wanderings could not drive out of my mind, I decided in the course of the night that I would return by the early morning coach: walking on a mile or so, and being taken up clear of the town. At about six o’clock of the morning, therefore, I leaned over her and touched her lips with mine, just as they said, not stopping for being touched, ‘Take the pencil and write under my name, “I forgive her.”’
  


  
    CHAPTER L
  


  
    MY hands had been dressed twice or thrice in the night, and again in the morning. My left arm was a good deal burned to the elbow, and, less severely, as high as the shoulder; it was very painful, but the flames had set in that direction, and I felt thankful it was no worse. My right hand was not so badly burnt but that I could move the fingers. It was bandaged, of course, but much less inconveniently than my left hand and arm; those I carried in a sling; and I could only wear my coat like a cloak, loose over my shoulders and fastened at the neck. My hair had been caught by the fire, but not my head or face.
  


  
    When Herbert had been down to Hammersmith and had seen his father, he came back to me at our chambers, and devoted the day to attending on me. He was the kindest of nurses, and at stated times took off the bandages, and steeped them in the cooling liquid that was kept ready, and put them on again, with a patient tenderness that I was deeply grateful for.
  


  
    At first, as I lay quiet on the sofa, I found it painfully difficult, I might say impossible, to get rid of the impression of the glare of the flames, their hurry and noise, and the fierce burning smell. If I dozed for a minute, I was awakened by Miss Havisham’s cries, and by her running at me with all that height of fire above her head. This pain of the mind was much harder to strive against than any bodily pain I suffered; and Herbert, seeing that, did his utmost to hold my attention engaged.
  


  
    Neither of us spoke of the boat, but we both thought of it. That was made apparent by our avoidance of the subject, and by our agreeing—without agreement—to make my recovery of the use of my hands a question of so many hours, not of so many weeks.
  


  
    My first question when I saw Herbert had been, of course, whether all was well down the river? As he replied in the affirmative, with perfect confidence and cheerfulness, we did not resume the subject until the day was wearing away. But then, as Herbert changed the bandages, more by the light of the fire than by the outer light, he went back to it spontaneously.
  


  
    ‘I sat with Provis last night, Handel, two good hours.’
  


  
    ‘Where was Clara?’
  


  
    ‘Dear little thing!’ said Herbert. ‘She was up and down with Gruffandgrim all the evening. He was perpetually pegging at the floor, the moment she left his sight. I doubt if he can hold out long though. What with rum and pepper—and pepper and rum—I should think his pegging must be nearly over.’
  


  
    ‘And then you will be married, Herbert?’
  


  
    ‘How can I take care of the dear child otherwise?—Lay your arm out upon the back of the sofa, my dear boy, and I’ll sit down here, and get the bandage off so gradually that you shall not know when it comes. I was speaking of Provis. Do you know, Handel, he improves?’
  


  
    ‘I said to you I thought he was softened when I last saw him.’
  


  
    ‘So you did. And so he is. He was very communicative last night, and told me more of his life. You remember his breaking off here about some woman that he had had great trouble with.—Did I hurt you?’
  


  
    I had started, but not under his touch. His words had given me a start.
  


  
    ‘I had forgotten that, Herbert, but I remember it now you speak of it.’
  


  
    ‘Well! He went into that part of his life, and a dark wild part it is. Shall I tell you? Or would it worry you just now?’
  


  
    ‘Tell me by all means. Every word.’
  


  
    Herbert bent forward to look at me more nearly, as if my reply had been rather more hurried or more eager than he could quite account for. ‘Your head is cool?’ he said, touching it.
  


  
    ‘Quite,’ said I. ‘Tell me what Provis said, my dear Herbert.’
  


  
    ‘It seems,’ said Herbert, ‘—there’s a bandage off most charmingly, and now comes the cool one—makes you shrink at first, my poor dear fellow, don’t it? but it will be comfortable presently—it seems that the woman was a young woman, and a jealous woman, and a revengeful woman; revengeful, Handel, to the last degree.’
  


  
    ‘To what last degree?’
  


  
    ‘Murder.—Does it strike too cold on that sensitive place?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t feel it. How did she murder? Whom did she murder?’
  


  
    ‘Why, the deed may not have merited quite so terrible a name,’ said Herbert, ‘but she was tried for it, and Mr. Jaggers defended her, and the reputation of that defence first made his name known to Provis. It was another and a stronger woman who was the victim, and there had been a struggle—in a barn. Who began it, or how fair it was, or how unfair, may be doubtful; but how it ended is certainly not doubtful, for the victim was found throttled.’
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    ‘Was the woman brought in guilty?’
  


  
    ‘No; she was acquitted.—My poor Handel, I hurt you!’
  


  
    ‘It is impossible to be gentler, Herbert. Yes? What else?’
  


  
    ‘This acquitted young woman and Provis had a little child: a little child of whom Provis was exceedingly fond. On the evening of the very night when the object of her jealousy was strangled as I tell you, the young woman presented herself before Provis for one moment, and swore that she would destroy the child (which was in her possession), and he should never see it again; then, she vanished.—There’s the worst arm comfortably in the sling once more, and now there remains but the right hand, which is a far easier job. I can do it better by this light than by a stronger, for my hand is steadiest when I don’t see the poor blistered patches too distinctly.—You don’t think your breathing is affected, my dear boy? You seem to breathe quickly.’
  


  
    ‘Perhaps I do, Herbert. Did the woman keep her oath?’
  


  
    ‘There comes the darkest part of Provis’s life. She did.’
  


  
    ‘That is, he says she did.’
  


  
    ‘Why, of course, my dear boy,’ returned Herbert, in a tone of surprise, and again bending forward to get a nearer look at me. ‘He says it all. I have no other information.’
  


  
    ‘No, to be sure.’
  


  
    ‘Now, whether,’ pursued Herbert, ‘he had used the child’s mother ill, or whether he had used the child’s mother well, Provis doesn’t say; but, she had shared some four or five years of the wretched life he described to us at this fireside, and he seems to have felt pity for her, and forbearance towards her. Therefore, fearing he should be called upon to depose about this destroyed child, and so be the cause of her death, he hid himself (much as he grieved for the child), kept himself dark, as he says, out of the way and out of the trial, and was only vaguely talked of as a certain man called Abel, out of whom the jealousy arose. After the acquittal she disappeared, and thus he lost the child and the child’s mother.’
  


  
    ‘I want to ask——’
  


  
    ‘A moment, my dear boy, and I have done. That evil genius, Compeyson, the worst of scoundrels among many scoundrels, knowing of his keeping out of the way at that time, and of his reasons for doing so, of course afterwards held the knowledge over his head as a means of keeping him poorer, and working him harder. It was clear last night that this barbed the point of Provis’s animosity.’
  


  
    ‘I want to know,’ said I, ‘and particularly, Herbert, whether he told you when this happened?’
  


  
    ‘Particularly? Let us remember, then, what he said as to that. His expression was, “a round score o’ year ago, and a’most directly after I took up wi’ Compeyson.” How old were you when you came upon him in the little churchyard?’
  


  
    ‘I think in my seventh year.’
  


  
    ‘Ay. It had happened some three or four years then, he said, and you brought into his mind the little girl so tragically lost, who would have been about your age.’
  


  
    ‘Herbert,’ said I, after a short silence, in a hurried way, ‘can you see me best by the light of the window, or the light of the fire?’
  


  
    ‘By the firelight,’ answered Herbert, coming close again.
  


  
    ‘Look at me.’
  


  
    ‘I do look at you, my dear boy.’
  


  
    ‘Touch me.’
  


  
    ‘I do touch you, my dear boy.’
  


  
    ‘You are not afraid that I am in any fever, or that my head is much disordered by the accident of last night?’
  


  
    ‘N-no, my dear boy,’ said Herbert, after taking time to examine me. ‘You are rather excited, but you are quite yourself.’
  


  
    ‘I know I am quite myself. And the man we have in hiding down the river is Estella’s Father.’
  


  
    CHAPTER LI
  


  
    WHAT purpose I had in view when I was hot on tracing out and proving Estella’s parentage, I cannot say. It will presently be seen that the question was not before me in a distinct shape, until it was put before me by a wiser head than my own.
  


  
    But, when Herbert and I had held our momentous conversation, I was seized with a feverish conviction that I ought to hunt the matter down—that I ought not to let it rest, but that I ought to see Mr. Jaggers, and come at the bare truth. I really do not know whether I felt that I did this for Estella’s sake, or whether I was glad to transfer to the man, in whose preservation I was so much concerned, some rays of the romantic interest that had so long surrounded me. Perhaps the latter possibility may be the nearer to the truth.
  


  
    Any way, I could scarcely be withheld from going out to Gerrard-street that night. Herbert’s representations that if I did I should probably be laid up and stricken useless, when our fugitive’s safety would depend upon me, alone restrained my impatience. On the understanding, again and again reiterated that come what would I was to go to Mr. Jaggers to-morrow, I at length submitted to keep quiet, and to have my hurts looked after, and to stay at home. Early next morning we went out together, and at the corner of Giltspur-street by Smithfield, I left Herbert to go his way into the City, and took my way to Little Britain.
  


  
    There were periodical occasions when Mr. Jaggers and Mr. Wemmick went over the office accounts, and checked off the vouchers, and put all things straight. On these occasions Wemmick took his books and papers into Mr. Jaggers’s room, and one of the up-stairs clerks came down into the outer office. Finding such clerk on Wemmick’s post that morning, I knew what was going on; but I was not sorry to have Mr. Jaggers and Wemmick together, as Wemmick would then hear for himself that I said nothing to compromise him.
  


  
    My appearance, with my arm bandaged and my coat loose over my shoulders, favoured my object. Although I had sent Mr. Jaggers a brief account of the accident as soon as I had arrived in town, yet I had to give him all the details now; and the speciality of the occasion caused out talk to be less dry and hard, and less strictly regulated by the rules of evidence, than it had been before. While I described the disaster, Mr. Jaggers stood, according to his wont, before the fire. Wemmick leaned back in his chair, staring at me, with his hands in the pockets of his trousers, and his pen put horizontally into the post. The two brutal casts, always inseparable in my mind from the official proceedings, seemed to be congestively considering whether they didn’t smell fire at the present moment.
  


  
    My narrative finished, and their questions exhausted, I then produced Miss Havisham’s authority to receive the nine hundred pounds for Herbert. Mr. Jaggers’s eyes retired a little deeper into his head when I handed him the tablets, but he presently handed them over to Wemmick, with instructions to draw the cheque for his signature. While that was in course of being done, I looked on at Wemmick as he wrote, and Mr. Jaggers, poising and swaying himself on his well-polished boots, looked on at me. ‘I am sorry, Pip,’ said he, as I put the cheque in my pocket, when he had signed it, ‘that we do nothing for you.’
  


  
    ‘Miss Havisham was good enough to ask me,’ I returned, ‘whether she could do nothing for me, and I told her No.’
  


  
    ‘Everybody should know his own business,’ said Mr. Jaggers. And I saw Wemmick’s lips form the words ‘portable property.’
  


  
    ‘I should not have told her No, if I had been you,’ said Mr. Jaggers; ‘but every man ought to know his own business best.’
  


  
    ‘Every man’s business,’ said Wemmick, rather reproachfully towards me, ‘is “portable property.”’
  


  
    As I thought the time was now come for pursuing the theme I had at heart, I said, turning on Mr. Jaggers:
  


  
    ‘I did ask something of Miss Havisham, however, sir. I asked her to give me some information relative to her adopted daughter, and she gave me all she possessed.’
  


  
    ‘Did she?’ said Mr. Jaggers, bending forward to look at his boots and then straightening himself. ‘Hah! I don’t think I should have done so, if I had been Miss Havisham. But she ought to know her own business best.’
  


  
    ‘I know more of the history of Miss Havisham’s adopted child than Miss Havisham herself does, sir. I know her mother.’
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers looked at me inquiringly, and repeated ‘Mother?’
  


  
    ‘I have seen her mother within these three days.’
  


  
    ‘Yes?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘And so have you, sir. And you have seen her still more recently.’
  


  
    ‘Yes?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Perhaps I know more of Estella’s history than even you do,’ said I. ‘I know her father, too.’
  


  
    A certain stop that Mr. Jaggers came to in his manner—he was too self-possessed to change his manner, but he could not help its being brought to an indefinably attentive stop—assured me that he did not know who her father was. This I had strongly suspected from Provis’s account (as Herbert had repeated it) of his having kept himself dark; which I pieced on to the fact that he himself was not Mr. Jaggers’s client until some four years later, and when he could have no reason for claiming his identity. But, I could not be sure of this unconsciousness on Mr. Jaggers’s part before, though I was quite sure of it now.
  


  
    ‘So! You know the young lady’s father, Pip?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ I replied, ‘and his name is Provis—from New South Wales.’
  


  
    Even Mr. Jaggers started when I said those words. It was the slightest start that could escape a man, the most carefully repressed and the sooner checked, but he did start, though he made it a part of the action of taking out his pocket-handkerchief. How Wemmick received the announcement I am unable to say, for I was afraid to look at him just then, lest Mr. Jaggers’s sharpness should detect that there had been some communication unknown to him between us.
  


  
    ‘And on what evidence, Pip,’ asked Mr. Jaggers, very coolly, as he paused with his handkerchief half-way to his nose, ‘does Provis make this claim?’
  


  
    ‘He does not make it,’ said I, ‘and has never made it, and has no knowledge or belief that his daughter is in existence.’
  


  
    For once, the powerful pocket-handkerchief failed. My reply was so unexpected that Mr. Jaggers put the handkerchief back into his pocket without completing the usual performance, folded his arms, and looked with stern attention at me, though with an immovable face.
  


  
    Then I told him all I knew, and how I knew it; with one reservation that I left him to infer that I knew from Miss Havisham what I in fact knew from Wemmick. I was very careful indeed as to that. Nor did I look towards Wemmick until I had finished all I had to tell, and had been for some time silently meeting Mr. Jaggers’s look. When I did at last turn my eyes in Wemmick’s direction, I found that he had unposted his pen, and was intent upon the table before him.
  


  
    ‘Hah!’ said Mr. Jaggers at last, as he moved towards the papers on the table. ‘—What item was it you were at, Wemmick, when Mr. Pip came in?’
  


  
    But I could not submit to be thrown off in that way, and I made a passionate, almost an indignant appeal to him to be more frank and manly with me. I reminded him of the false hopes into which I had lapsed, the length of time they had lasted, and the discovery I had made: and I hinted at the danger that weighed upon my spirits. I represented myself as being surely worthy of some little confidence from him, in return for the confidence I had just now imparted. I said that I did not blame him, or suspect him, or mistrust him, but I wanted assurance of the truth from him. And if he asked me why I wanted it and why I thought I had any right to it, I would tell him, little as he cared for such poor dreams, that I loved Estella dearly and long, and that, although I had lost her and must live a bereaved life, whatever concerned her was still nearer and dearer to me than anything else in the world. And seeing that Mr. Jaggers stood quite still and silent, and apparently quite obdurate, under this appeal, I turned to Wemmick, and said, ‘Wemmick, I know you to be a man with a gentle heart. I have seen your pleasant home, and your old father, and all the innocent cheerful playful ways with which you refresh your business life. And I entreat you to say a word for me to Mr. Jaggers, and to represent to him that, all circumstances considered, he ought to be more open with me!’
  


  
    I have never seen two men look more oddly at one another than Mr. Jaggers and Wemmick did after this apostrophe. At first, a misgiving crossed me that Wemmick would be instantly dismissed from his employment; but, it melted as I saw Mr. Jaggers relax into something like a smile, and Wemmick become bolder.
  


  
    ‘What’s all this?’ said Mr. Jaggers. ‘You with an old father, and you with pleasant and playful ways?’
  


  
    ‘Well!’ returned Wemmick. ‘If I don’t bring ’em here, what does it matter?’
  


  
    ‘Pip,’ said Mr. Jaggers, laying his hand upon my arm, and smiling openly, ‘this man must be the most cunning impostor in all London.’
  


  
    ‘Not a bit of it,’ returned Wemmick, growing bolder and bolder. ‘I think you’re another.’
  


  
    Again they exchanged their former odd looks, each apparently still distrustful that the other was taking him in.
  


  
    ‘You with a pleasant home?’ said Mr. Jaggers.
  


  
    ‘Since it don’t interfere with business,’ returned Wemmick, ‘let it be so. Now, I look at you, sir, I shouldn’t wonder if you might be planning and contriving to have a pleasant home of your own, one of these days, when you’re tired of all this work.’
  


  
    Mr. Jaggers nodded his head retrospectively two or three times, and actually drew a sigh. ‘Pip,’ said he, ‘we won’t talk about “poor dreams”; you know more about such things than I, having much fresher experience of that kind. But now, about this other matter. I’ll put a case to you. Mind! I admit nothing.’
  


  
    He waited for me to declare that I quite understood that he expressly said that he admitted nothing.
  


  
    ‘Now, Pip,’ said Mr. Jaggers, ‘put this case. Put the case that a woman, under such circumstances as you have mentioned, held her child concealed, and was obliged to communicate the fact to her legal adviser, on his representing to her that he must know, with an eye to the latitude of his defence, how the fact stood about that child. Put the case that at the same time he held a trust to find a child for an eccentric rich lady to adopt and bring up.’
  


  
    ‘I follow you, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Put the case that he lived in an atmosphere of evil, and that all he saw of children was, their being generated in great numbers for certain destruction. Put the case that he often saw children solemnly tried at a criminal bar, where they were held up to be seen; put the case that he habitually knew of their being imprisoned, whipped, transported, neglected, cast out, qualified in all ways for the hangman, and growing up to be hanged. Put the case that pretty nigh all the children he saw in his daily business life, he had reason to look upon as so much spawn, to develop into the fish that were to come to his net—to be prosecuted, defended, forsworn, made orphans, bedevilled somehow.’
  


  
    ‘I follow you, sir.’
  


  
    ‘Put the case, Pip, that here was one pretty little child out of the heap who could be saved; whom the father believed dead, and dared make no stir about; as to whom, over the mother, the legal adviser had this power: “I know what you did, and how you did it. You came so and so, you did such and such things to divert suspicion. I have tracked you through it all, and I tell it you all. Part with the child, unless it should be necessary to produce it to clear you, and then it shall be produced. Give the child into my hands, and I will do my best to bring you off. If you are saved, your child will be saved too; if you are lost, your child is still saved.” Put the case that this was done, and that the woman was cleared.’
  


  
    ‘I understand you perfectly.’
  


  
    ‘But that I make no admissions?’
  


  
    ‘That you make no admissions.’ And Wemmick repeated, ‘No admissions.’
  


  
    ‘Put the case, Pip, that passion and the terror of death had a little shaken the woman’s intellects, and that when she was set at liberty, she was scared out of the ways of the world and went to him to be sheltered. Put the case that he took her in, and that he kept down the old wild violent nature, whenever he saw an inkling of its breaking out, by asserting his power over her in the old way. Do you comprehend the imaginary case?’
  


  
    ‘Quite.’
  


  
    ‘Put the case that the child grew up, and was married for money. That the mother was still living. That the father was still living. That the mother and father, unknown to one another, were dwelling within so many miles, furlongs, yards if you like, of one another. That the secret was still a secret, except that you had got wind of it. Put that last case to yourself very carefully.’
  


  
    ‘I do.’
  


  
    ‘I ask Wemmick to put it to himself very carefully.’
  


  
    And Wemmick said, ‘I do.’
  


  
    ‘For whose sake would you reveal the secret? For the father’s? I think he would not be much the better for the mother. For the mother’s? I think if she had done such a deed she would be safer where she was. For the daughter’s? I think it would hardly serve her, to establish her parentage for the information of her husband, and to drag her back to disgrace, after an escape of twenty years, pretty secure to last for life. But, add the case that you had loved her, Pip, and had made her the subject of those “poor dreams” which have, at one time or another, been in the heads of more men than you think likely, then I tell you that you had better—and would much sooner when you had thought well of it—chop off that bandaged left hand of yours with your bandaged right hand, and then pass the chopper on to Wemmick there, to cut that off too.’
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    I looked at Wemmick, whose face was very grave. He gravely touched his lips with his forefinger. I did the same. Mr. Jaggers did the same. ‘No, Wemmick,’ said the latter then, resuming his usual manner, ‘what item was it you were at, when Mr. Pip came in?’
  


  
    Standing by for a little, while they were at work, I observed that the odd looks they had cast at one another were repeated several times: with this difference now, that each of them seemed suspicious, not to say conscious, of having shown himself in a weak and unprofessional light to the other. For this reason, I suppose, they were now inflexible with one another; Mr. Jaggers being highly dictatorial, and Wemmick obstinately justifying himself whenever there was the smallest point in abeyance for a moment. I had never seen them on such ill terms; for generally they got on very well indeed together.
  


  
    But, they were both happily relieved by the opportune appearance of Mike, the client with the fur cap, and the habit of wiping his nose on his sleeve, whom I had seen on the very first day of my appearance within those walls. This individual, who, either in his own person or in that of some member of his family, seemed to be always in trouble (which in that place meant Newgate), called to announce that his eldest daughter was taken up on suspicion of shop-lifting. As he imparted this melancholy circumstance to Wemmick, Mr. Jaggers standing magisterially before the fire and taking no share in the proceedings, Mike’s eye happened to twinkle with a tear.
  


  
    ‘What are you about?’ demanded Wemmick, with the utmost indignation. ‘What do you come snivelling here for?’
  


  
    ‘I didn’t go to do it, Mr. Wemmick.’
  


  
    ‘You did,’ said Wemmick. ‘How dare you? You’re not in a fit state to come here, if you can’t come here without spluttering like a bad pen. What do you mean by it?’
  


  
    ‘A man can’t help his feelings, Mr. Wemmick,’ pleaded Mike.
  


  
    ‘His what?’ demanded Wemmick, quite savagely. ‘Say that again!’
  


  
    ‘Now look here, my man,’ said Mr. Jaggers, advancing a step, and pointing to the door. ‘Get out of this office. I’ll have no feelings here. Get out.’
  


  
    ‘It serves you right,’ said Wemmick. ‘Get out.’
  


  
    So the unfortunate Mike very humbly withdrew, and Mr. Jaggers and Wemmick appeared to have re-established their good understanding, and went to work again with an air of refreshment upon them as if they had just had lunch.
  


  
    CHAPTER LII
  


  
    FROM Little Britain I went, with my cheque in my pocket, to Miss Skiffins’s brother, the accountant; and Miss Skiffins’s brother, the accountant, going straight to Clarriker’s and bringing Clarriker to me, I had the great satisfaction of concluding that arrangement. It was the only good thing I had done, and the only completed thing I had done, since I was first apprised of my great expectations.
  


  
    Clarriker informing me on that occasion that the affairs of the House were steadily progressing, that he would now be able to establish a small branch-house in the East which was much wanted for the extension of the business, and that Herbert in his new partnership capacity would go out and take charge of it, I found that I must have prepared for a separation from my friend, even though my own affairs had been more settled. And now indeed I felt as if my last anchor were loosening its hold, and I should soon be driving with the winds and waves.
  


  
    But there was recompense in the joy with which Herbert would come home of a night and tell me of these changes, little imagining that he told me no news, and would sketch airy pictures of himself conducting Clara Barley to the land of the Arabian Nights, and of me going out to join them (with a caravan of camels, I believe), and of our all going up the Nile and seeing wonders. Without being sanguine as to my own part in those bright plans, I felt that Herbert’s way was clearing fast, and that old Bill Barley had but to stick to his pepper and rum, and his daughter would soon be happily provided for.
  


  
    We had now got into the month of March. My left arm, though it presented no bad symptoms, took in the natural course so long to heal that I was still unable to get a coat on. My right arm was tolerably restored;—disfigured, but fairly serviceable.
  


  
    On a Monday morning, when Herbert and I were at breakfast, I received the following letter from Wemmick by the post.
  


  
    ‘Walworth. Burn this as soon as read. Early in the week, or say Wednesday, you might do what you know of, if you felt disposed to try it. Now burn.’
  


  
    When I had shown this to Herbert and had put it in the fire—but not before we had both got it by heart—we considered what to do. For, of course, my being disabled could now be no longer kept out of view.
  


  
    ‘I have thought it over, again and again,’ said Herbert, ‘and I think I know a better course than taking a Thames waterman. Take Startop. A good fellow, a skilled hand, fond of us, and enthusiastic and honourable.’
  


  
    I had thought of him more than once.
  


  
    ‘But how much would you tell him, Herbert?’
  


  
    ‘It is necessary to tell him very little. Let him suppose it a mere freak, but a secret one, until the morning comes: then let him know that there is urgent reason for your getting Provis aboard and away. You go with him?’
  


  
    ‘No doubt.’
  


  
    ‘Where?’
  


  
    It had seemed to me, in the many anxious considerations I had given the point, almost indifferent what port we made for—Hamburg, Rotterdam, Antwerp—the place signified little, so that he was out of England. Any foreign steamer that fell in our way and would take us up would do. I had always proposed to myself to get him well down the river in the boat; certainly well beyond Gravesend, which was a critical place for search or inquiry if suspicion were afoot. As foreign steamers would leave London at about the time of high-water, our plan would be to get down the river by a previous ebb-tide, and lie by in some quiet spot until we could pull off to one. The time when one would be due where we lay, wherever that might be, could be calculated pretty nearly, if we made inquiries beforehand.
  


  
    Herbert assented to all this, and we went out immediately after breakfast to pursue our investigations. We found that a steamer for Hamburg was likely to suit our purpose best, and we directed our thoughts chiefly to that vessel. But we noted down what other foreign steamers would leave London with the same tide, and we satisfied ourselves that we knew the build and colour of each. We then separated for a few hours; I to get at once such passports as were necessary; Herbert, to see Startop at his lodgings. We both did what we had to do without any hindrance, and when we met again at one o’clock reported it done. I, for my part, was prepared with passports; Herbert had seen Startop, and he was more than ready to join.
  


  
    Those two would pull a pair of oars, we settled, and I would steer: our charge would be sitter, and keep quiet; as speed was not our object, we should make way enough. We arranged that Herbert should not come home to dinner before going to Mill Pond Bank that evening; that he should not go there at all to-morrow evening, Tuesday; that he should prepare Provis to come down to some Stairs hard by the house, on Wednesday, when he saw us approach, and not sooner; that all the arrangements with him should be concluded that Monday night; and that he should be communicated with no more in any way, until we took him on board.
  


  
    These precautions well understood by both of us, I went home.
  


  
    On opening the outer door of our chambers with my key, I found a letter in the box, directed to me; a very dirty letter, though not ill-written. It had been delivered by hand (of course since I left home), and its contents were these:
  


  
    ‘If you are not afraid to come to the old marshes to-night or to-morrow night at Nine, and to come to the little sluice-house by the limekiln, you had better come. If you want information regarding your uncle Provis, you had better come and tell no one and lose no time. You must come alone. Bring this with you.’
  


  
    I had had load enough upon my mind before the receipt of this strange letter. What to do now, I could not tell. And the worst was, that I must decide quickly, or I should miss the afternoon coach, which would take me down in time for to-night. To-morrow night I could not think of going, for it would be too close upon the time of flight. And again, for anything I knew, the proffered information might have some important bearing on the flight itself.
  


  
    If I had had ample time for consideration, I believe I should still have gone. Having hardly any time for consideration—my watch showing me that the coach started within half an hour—I resolved to go. I should certainly not have gone, but for the reference to my Uncle Provis. That, coming on Wemmick’s letter and the morning’s busy preparation, turned the scale.
  


  
    It is so difficult to become clearly possessed of the contents of almost any letter, in a violent hurry, that I had to read this mysterious epistle again, twice, before its injunction to me to be secret got mechanically into my mind. Yielding to it in the same mechanical kind of way, I left a note in pencil for Herbert, telling him that as I should be so soon going away, I knew not for how long, I had decided to hurry down and back, to ascertain for myself how Miss Havisham was faring. I had then barely time to get my great-coat, lock up the chambers, and make for the coach-office by the short by-ways. If I had taken a hackney-chariot and gone by the streets, I should have missed my aim; going as I did, I caught the coach just as it came out of the yard. I was the only inside passenger, jolting away knee-deep in straw, when I came to myself.
  


  
    For I really had not been myself since the receipt of the letter; it had so bewildered me, ensuing on the hurry of the morning. The morning hurry and flutter had been great, for, long and anxiously as I had waited for Wemmick, his hint had come like a surprise at last. And now, I began to wonder at myself for being in the coach, and to doubt whether I had sufficient reason for being there, and to consider whether I should get out presently and go back, and to argue against ever heeding an anonymous communication, and, in short, to pass through all those phases of contradiction and indicision to which I suppose very few hurried people are strangers. Still, the reference to Provis by name mastered everything. I reasoned as I had reasoned already without knowing it—if that be reasoning—in case any harm should befall him through my not going, how could I ever forgive myself!
  


  
    It was dark before we got down, and the journey seemed long and dreary to me who could see little of it inside, and who could not go outside in my disabled state. Avoiding the Blue Boar, I put up at an inn of minor reputation down the town, and ordered some dinner. While it was preparing, I went to Satis House and inquired for Miss Havisham; she was still very ill, though considered something better.
  


  
    My inn had once been a part of an ancient ecclesiastical house, and I dined in a little octagonal common-room, like a font. As I was not able to cut my dinner, the old landlord with a shining bald head did it for me. This bringing us into conversation, he was so good as to entertain me with my own story—of course with the popular feature that Pumblechook was my earliest benefactor and the founder of my fortunes.
  


  
    ‘Do you know the young man?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Know him?’ repeated the landlord. ‘Ever since he was—no height at all.’
  


  
    ‘Does he ever come back to this neighbourhood?’
  


  
    ‘Ay, he comes back,’ said the landlord, ‘to his great friends, now and again, and gives the cold shoulder to the man that made him.’
  


  
    ‘What man is that?’
  


  
    ‘Him that I speak of,’ said the landlord. ‘Mr. Pumblechook.’
  


  
    ‘Is he ungrateful to no one else?’
  


  
    ‘No doubt he would be, if he could,’ returned the landlord, ‘but he can’t. And why? Because Pumblechook done everything for him.’
  


  
    ‘Does Pumblechook say so?’
  


  
    ‘Say so!’ replied the landlord. ‘He han’t no call to say so.’
  


  
    ‘But does he say so?’
  


  
    ‘It would turn a man’s blood to white wine winegar, to hear him tell of it, sir,’ said the landlord.
  


  
    I thought, ‘Yet Joe, dear Joe, you never tell of it. Long-suffering and loving Joe, you never complain. Nor you, sweet-tempered Biddy!’
  


  
    ‘Your appetite’s been touched like, by your accident,’ said the landlord, glancing at the bandaged arm under my coat. ‘Try a tenderer bit.’
  


  
    ‘No, thank you,’ I replied, turning from the table to brood over the fire. ‘I can eat no more. Please take it away.’
  


  
    I had never been struck at so keenly, for my thanklessness to Joe, as through the brazen impostor Pumblechook. The falser he, the truer Joe; the meaner he, the nobler Joe.
  


  
    My heart was deeply and most deservedly humbled as I mused over the fire for an hour or more. The striking of the clock aroused me, but not from my dejection or remorse, and I got up and had my coat fastened round my neck, and went out. I had previously sought in my pockets for the letter, that I might refer to it again, but I could not find it, and was uneasy to think that it must have been dropped in the straw of the coach. I knew very well, however, that the appointed place was the little sluice-house by the limekiln on the marshes, and the hour nine. Towards the marshes I now went straight, having no time to spare.
  


  
    CHAPTER LIII
  


  
    IT was a dark night, though the full moon rose as I left the enclosed lands, and passed out upon the marshes. Beyond their dark line there was a ribbon of clear sky, hardly broad enough to hold the red large moon. In a few minutes she had ascended out of that clear field, in among the piled mountains of cloud.
  


  
    There was a melancholy wind, and the marshes were very dismal. A stranger would have found them insupportable, and even to me they were so oppressive that I hesitated, half inclined to go back. But I knew them, and could have found my way on a far darker night, and had no excuse for returning, being there. So, having come there against my inclination, I went on against it.
  


  
    The direction that I took was not that in which my old home lay, nor that in which we had pursued the convicts. My back was turned towards the distant Hulks as I walked on, and, though I could see the old lights away on the spits of sand, I saw them over my shoulder. I knew the limekiln as well as I knew the old Battery, but they were miles apart; so that if a light had been burning at each point that night, there would have been a long strip of the blank horizon between the two bright specks.
  


  
    At first I had to shut some gates after me, and now and then to stand still while the cattle that were lying in the banked-up pathway arose and blundered down among the grass and reeds. But after a little while, I seemed to have the whole flats to myself.
  


  
    It was another half-hour before I drew near to the kiln. The lime was burning with a sluggish stifling smell, but the fires were made up and left, and no workmen were visible. Hard by was a small stone quarry. It lay directly in my way, and had been worked that day, as I saw by the tools and barrows that were lying about.
  


  
    Coming up again to the marsh level out of this excavation—for the rude path lay through it—I saw a light in the old sluice-house. I quickened my pace, and knocked at the door with my hand. Waiting for some reply, I looked about me, noticing how the sluice was abandoned and broken, and how the house—of wood with a tiled roof—would not be proof against the weather much longer, if it were so even now, and how the mud and ooze were coated with lime, and how the choking vapour of the kiln crept in a ghostly way towards me. Still there was no answer, and I knocked again. No answer still, and I tried the latch.
  


  
    It rose under my hand, and the door yielded. Looking in, I saw a lighted candle on a table, a bench, and a mattress on a truckle bedstead. As there was a loft above, I called, ‘Is there any one here?’ but no voice answered. Then, I looked at my watch, and, finding that it was past nine, called again, ‘Is there any one here?’ There being still no answer, I went out at the door, irresolute what to do.
  


  
    It was beginning to rain fast. Seeing nothing save what I had seen already, I turned back into the house, and stood just within the shelter of the doorway, looking out into the night. While I was considering that some one must have been there lately and must soon be coming back, or the candle would not be burning, it came into my head to look if the wick were long. I turned round to do so, and had taken up the candle in my hand, when it was extinguished by some violent shock, and the next thing I comprehended was, that I had been caught in a strong running noose, thrown over my head from behind.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ said a suppressed voice with an oath, ‘I’ve got you!’
  


  
    ‘What is this?’ I cried, struggling. ‘Who is it? Help, help, help!’
  


  
    Not only were my arms pulled close to my sides, but the pressure on my bad arm caused me exquisite pain. Sometimes a strong man’s hand, sometimes a strong man’s breast, was set against my mouth to deaden my cries, and with a hot breath always close to me, I struggled ineffectually in the dark, while I was fastened tight to the wall. ‘And now,’ said the suppressed voice with another oath, ‘call out again, and I’ll make short work of you!’
  


  
    Faint and sick with the pain of my injured arm, bewildered by the surprise, and yet conscious how easily this threat could be put in execution, I desisted, and tried to ease my arm were it ever so little. But it was bound too tight for that. I felt as if, having been burnt before, it were now being boiled.
  


  
    The sudden exclusion of the night and the substitution of black darkness in its place warned me that the man had closed a shutter. After groping about for a little, he found the flint and steel he wanted, and began to strike a light. I strained my sight upon the sparks that fell among the tinder, and upon which he breathed and breathed, match in hand, but I could only see his lips, and the blue point of the match; even those but fitfully. The tinder was damp—no wonder there—and one after another the sparks died out.
  


  
    The man was in no hurry, and struck again with the flint and steel. As the sparks fell thick and bright about him, I could see his hands and touches of his face, and could make out that he was seated and bending over the table; but nothing more. Presently I saw his blue lips again, breathing on the tinder, and then a flare of light flashed up, and showed me Orlick.
  


  
    Whom I had looked for, I don’t know. I had not looked for him. Seeing him, I felt that I was in a dangerous strait indeed, and I kept my eyes upon him.
  


  
    He lighted the candle from the flaring match with great deliberation, and dropped the match, and trod it out. Then, he put the candle away from him on the table, so that he could see me, and sat with his arms folded on the table and looked at me. I made out that I was fastened to a stout perpendicular ladder a few inches from the wall—a fixture there—the means of ascent to the loft above.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ said he, when we had surveyed one another for some time, ‘I’ve got you.’
  


  
    ‘Unbind me. Let me go!’
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ he returned, ‘I’ll let you go. ‘I’ll let you go to the moon, I’ll let you go to the stars. All in good time.’
  


  
    ‘Why have you lured me here?’
  


  
    ‘Don’t you know?’ said he, with a deadly look.
  


  
    ‘Why have you set upon me in the dark?’
  


  
    ‘Because I mean to do it all myself. One keeps a secret better than two. Oh you enemy, you enemy!’
  


  
    His enjoyment of the spectacle I furnished, as he sat with his arms folded on the table, shaking his head at me and hugging himself, had a malignity in it that made me tremble. As I watched him in silence, he put his hand into the corner at his side, and took up a gun with a brass-bound stock.
  


  
    ‘Do you know this?’ said he, making as if he would take aim at me. ‘Do you know where you saw it afore? Speak, wolf!’
  


  
    ‘Yes,’ I answered.
  


  
    ‘You cost me that place. You did. Speak!’
  


  
    ‘What else could I do?’
  


  
    ‘You did that, and that would be enough, without more. How dared you come betwixt me and a young woman I liked?’
  


  
    ‘When did I?’
  


  
    ‘When didn’t you? It was you as always give Old Orlick a bad name to her.’
  


  
    ‘You gave it to yourself; you gained it for yourself. I could have done you no harm, if you had done yourself none.’
  


  
    ‘You’re a liar. And you’ll take any pains, and spend any money, to drive me out of this country, will you?’ said he, repeating my words to Biddy, in the last interview I had with her. ‘Now, I’ll tell you a piece of information. It was never so worth your while to get me out of this country, as it is to-night. Ah! If it was all your money twenty times told, to the last brass farden!’ As he shook his heavy hand at me, with his mouth snarling like a tiger’s, I felt that it was true.
  


  
    ‘What are you going to do to me?’
  


  
    ‘I’m a going,’ said he, bringing his fist down upon the table with a heavy blow, and rising as the blow fell, to give it greater force, ‘I’m a going to have your life!’
  


  
    He leaned forward staring at me, slowly unclenched his hand and drew it across his mouth as if his mouth watered for me, and sat down again.
  


  
    ‘You was always in Old Orlick’s way since ever you was a child. You goes out of his way this present night. He’ll have no more on you. You’re dead.’
  


  
    I felt that I had come to the brink of my grave. For a moment I looked wildly round my trap for any chance of escape; but there was none.
  


  
    ‘More than that,’ said he, folding his arms on the table again, ‘I won’t have a rag of you, I won’t have a bone of you, left on earth. I’ll put your body in the kiln—I’d carry two such to it, on my shoulders—and, let people suppose what they may of you, they shall never know nothing.’
  


  
    My mind, with inconceivable rapidity, followed out all the consequences of such a death. Estella’s father would believe I had deserted him, would be taken, would die accusing me; even Herbert would doubt me, when he compared the letter I had left for him with the fact that I had called at Miss Havisham’s gate for only a moment; Joe and Biddy would never know how sorry I had been that night, none would ever know what I had suffered, how true I had meant to be, what an agony I had passed through. The death close before me was terrible, but far more terrible than death was the dread of being misremembered after death. And so quick were my thoughts, that I saw myself despised by unborn generations—Estella’s children, and their children—while the wretch’s words were yet on his lips.
  


  
    ‘Now, wolf,’ said he, ‘afore I kill you like any other beast—which is wot I mean to do and wot I have tied you up for—I’ll have a good look at you and a good goad at you. Oh, you enemy.’
  


  
    It had passed through my thoughts to cry out for help again; though few could know better than I, the solitary nature of the spot, and the hopelessness of aid. But as he sat gloating over me, I was supported by a scornful detestation of him that sealed my lips. Above all things, I resolved that I would not entreat him, and that I would die making some last poor resistance to him. Softened as my thoughts of all the rest of men were in that dire extremity; humbly beseeching pardon, as I did, of Heaven; melted at heart, as I was, by the thought that I had taken no farewell, and never now could take farewell, of those who were dear to me, or could explain myself to them, or ask for their compassion on my miserable errors; still, if I could have killed him, even in dying, I would have done it.
  


  
    He had been drinking, and his eyes were red and bloodshot. Around his neck was slung a tin bottle, as I had often seen his meat and drink slung about him in other days. He brought the bottle to his lips, and took a fiery drink from it; and I smelt the strong spirits that I saw flash into his face.
  


  
    ‘Wolf!’ said he, folding his arms again, ‘Old Orlick’s a going to tell you somethink. It was you as did for your shrew sister.’
  


  
    Again my mind, with its former inconceivable rapidity, had exhausted the whole subject of the attack upon my sister, her illness, and her death, before his slow and hesitating speech had formed those words.
  


  
    ‘It was you, villain,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘I tell you it was your doing—I tell you it was done through you,’ he retorted, catching up the gun, and making a blow with the stock at the vacant air between us. ‘I come upon her from behind, as I come upon you to-night. I giv’ it her! I left her for dead, and, if there had been a limekiln as nigh her as there is now nigh you, she shouldn’t have come to life again. But it warn’t Old Orlick as did it; it was you. You was favoured, and he was bullied and beat. Old Orlick bullied and beat, eh? Now you pays for it. You done it; now you pays for it.’
  


  
    He drank again, and became more ferocious. I saw by his tilting of the bottle that there was no great quantity left in it. I distinctly understood that he was working himself up with its contents, to make an end of me. I knew that every drop it held was a drop of my life. I knew that when I was changed into a part of the vapour that had crept towards me but a little while before, like my own warning ghost, he would do as he had done in my sister’s case—make all haste to the town, and be seen slouching about there, drinking at the ale-houses. My rapid mind pursued him to the town, made a picture of the street with him in it, and contrasted its lights and life with the lonely marsh and the white vapour creeping over it, into which I should have dissolved.
  


  
    It was not only that I could have summed up years and years and years while he said a dozen words, but that what he did say presented pictures to me, and not mere words. In the excited and exalted state of my brain, I could not think of a place without seeing it, or of persons without seeing them. It is impossible to over-state the vividness of these images, and yet I was so intent, all the time, upon him himself—who would not be intent on the tiger crouching to spring!—that I knew of the slightest action of his fingers.
  


  
    When he had drunk this second time, he rose from the bench on which he sat, and pushed the table aside. Then, he took up the candle, and shading it with his murderous hand so as to throw its light on me, stood before me, looking at me and enjoying the sight.
  


  
    ‘Wolf, I’ll tell you something more. It was Old Orlick as you tumbled over on your stairs that night.’
  


  
    I saw the staircase with its extinguished lamps. I saw the shadows of the heavy stair-rails, thrown by the watchman’s lantern on the wall. I saw the rooms that I was never to see again; here, a door half open, there, a door closed; all the articles of furniture around.
  


  
    ‘And why was Old Orlick there? I’ll tell you something more wolf. You and her have pretty well hunted me out of this country, so far as getting a easy living in it goes, and I’ve took up with new companions and new masters. Some of ’em writes my letters when I wants ’em wrote—do you mind?—writes my letters, wolf! They writes fifty hands; they’re not like sneaking you, as writes but one. I’ve had a firm mind and a firm will to have your life, since you was down here at your sister’s burying. I han’t seen a way to get you safe, and I’ve looked arter you to know your ins and outs. For, says Old Orlick to himself, “Somehow or another I’ll have him!” What! When I looks for you, I finds your uncle Provis, eh?’
  


  
    Mill Pond Bank, and Chinks’s Basin, and the Old Green Copper Rope-Walk, all so clear and plain! Provis in his rooms, the signal whose use was over, pretty Clara, the good motherly woman, old Billy Barley on his back, all drifting by, as on the swift stream of my life fast running out to sea!
  


  
    ‘You with a uncle too! Why, I knowed you at Gargery’s when you was so small a wolf that I could have took your weazen betwixt this finger and thumb and chucked you away dead (as I’d thought o’ doing, odd times, when I saw you a loitering among the pollards on a Sunday), and you hadn’t found no uncles then. No, not you! But when Old Orlick come for to hear that your uncle Provis had mostlike wore the leg-iron wot Old Orlick had picked up, filed asunder, on these meshes ever so many year ago, and wot he kep by him till he dropped your sister with it, like a bullock, as he means to drop you—hey?— when he come for to hear that—hey?——’
  


  
    In his savage taunting, he flared the candle so close at me, that I turned my face aside to save it from the flame.
  


  
    ‘Ah!’ he cried, laughing, after doing it again, ‘the burnt child dreads the fire! Old Orlick knowed you was burnt, Old Orlick knowed you was a smuggling your uncle Provis away, Old Orlick’s a match for you and know’d you’d come to-night! Now I’ll tell you something more, wolf, and this ends it. There’s them that’s as good a match for your uncle Provis as Old Orlick has been for you. Let him ’ware them when he’s lost his nevvy. Let him ’ware them when no man can’t find a rag of his dear relation’s clothes, nor yet a bone of his body. There’s them that can’t and that won’t have Magwitch—yes, I know the name!—alive in the same land with them, and that’s had such sure information of him when he was alive in another land, as that he couldn’t and shouldn’t leave it unbeknown and put them in danger. P’raps it’s them that writes fifty hands, and that’s not like sneaking you as writes but one. ’Ware Compeyson, Magwitch, and the gallows!’
  


  
    He flared the candle at me again, smoking my face and hair, and for an instant blinding me, and turned his powerful back as he replaced the light on the table. I had thought a prayer, and had been with Joe and Biddy and Herbert, before he turned towards me again.
  


  
    There was a clear space of a few feet between the table and the opposite wall. Within this space, he now slouched backwards and forwards. His great strength seemed to sit stronger upon him than ever before, as he did this with his hands hanging loose and heavy at his sides, and with his eyes scowling at me. I had no grain of hope left. Wild as my inward hurry was, and wonderful the force of the pictures that rushed by me instead of thoughts, I could yet clearly understand that unless he had resolved that I was within a few moments of surely perishing out of all human knowledge, he would never have told me what he had told.
  


  
    Of a sudden, he stopped, took the cork out of his bottle, and tossed it away. Light as it was, I heard it fall like a plummet. He swallowed slowly, tilting up the bottle by little and little, and now he looked at me no more. The last few drops of liquor he poured into the palm of his hand, and licked up. Then with a sudden hurry of violence and swearing horribly, he threw the bottle from him, and stooped; and I saw in his hand a stone-hammer with a long heavy handle.
  


  
    The resolution I had made did not desert me, for, without uttering one vain word of appeal to him, I shouted out with all my might, and struggled with all my might. It was only my head and my legs that I could move, but to that extent I struggled with all the force, until then unknown, that was within me. In the same instant I heard responsive shouts, saw figures and a gleam of light dash in at the door, heard voices and tumult, and saw Orlick emerge from a struggle of men, as if it were tumbling water, clear the table at a leap, and fly out into the night!
  


  
    After a blank, I found that I was lying unbound, on the floor, in the same place, with my head on some one’s knee. My eyes were fixed on the ladder against the wall, when I came to myself—had opened on it before my mind saw it—and thus as I recovered consciousness, I knew that I was in the place where I had lost it.
  


  
    Too indifferent at first, even to look round and ascertain who supported me, I was lying looking at the ladder, when there came between me and it, a face. The face of Trabb’s boy!
  


  
    ‘I think he’s all right!’ said Trabb’s boy, in a sober voice; ‘but ain’t he just pale though!’
  


  
    At these words, the face of him who supported me looked over into mine, and I saw my supporter to be——
  


  
    ‘Herbert! Great Heaven!’
  


  
    ‘Softly,’ said Herbert. ‘Gently, Handel. Don’t be too eager.’
  


  
    ‘And our old comrade, Startop!’ I cried, as he too bent over me.
  


  
    ‘Remember what he is going to assist us in,’ said Herbert, ‘and be calm.’
  


  
    The allusion made me spring up; though I dropped again from the pain in my arm. ‘The time has not gone by, Herbert, has it? What night is to-night? How long have I been here?’ For I had a strange and strong misgiving that I had been lying there a long time—a day and a night—two days and nights—more.
  


  
    ‘The time has not gone by. It is still Monday night.’
  


  
    ‘Thank God!’
  


  
    ‘And you have all to-morrow, Tuesday, to rest in,’ said Herbert. ‘But you can’t help groaning, my dear Handel. What hurt have you got? Can you stand?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, yes,’ said I, ‘I can walk. I have no hurt but in this throbbing arm.’
  


  
    They laid it bare and did what they could. It was violently swollen and inflamed, and I could scarcely endure to have it touched. But they tore up their handkerchiefs to make fresh bandages, and carefully replaced it in the sling, until we could get to the town and obtain some cooling lotion to put upon it. In a little while we had shut the door of the dark and empty sluice-house, and were passing through the quarry on our way back. Trabb’s boy—Trabb’s overgrown young man now—went before us with a lantern, which was the light I had seen come in at the door. But the moon was a good two hours higher than when I had last seen the sky, and the night though rainy was much lighter. The white vapour of the kiln was passing from us as we went by, and, as I had thought a prayer before, I thought a thanksgiving now.
  


  
    Entreating Herbert to tell me how he had come to my rescue—which at first he had flatly refused to do, but had insisted on my remaining quiet—I learnt that I had in my hurry dropped the letter, open, in our chambers, where he, coming home to bring with him Startop, whom he had met in the street on his way to me, found it, very soon after I was gone. Its tone made him uneasy, and the more so because of the inconsistency between it and the hasty letter I had left for him. His uneasiness increasing instead of subsiding after a quarter of an hour’s consideration, he set off for the coach-office, with Startop, who volunteered his company, to make inquiry when the next coach went down. Finding that the afternoon coach was gone, and finding that his uneasiness grew into positive alarm, as obstacles came in his way, he resolved to follow in a post-chaise. So, he and Startop arrived at the Blue Boar, fully expecting there to find me, or tidings of me; but, finding neither, went on to Miss Havisham’s, where they lost me. Hereupon they went back to the hotel (doubtless at about the time when I was hearing the popular local version of my own story) to refresh themselves, and to get some one to guide them out upon the marshes. Among the loungers under the Boar’s archway happened to be Trabb’s boy—true to his ancient habit of happening to be everywhere where he had no business—and Trabb’s boy had seen me passing from Miss Havisham’s, in the direction of my dining-place. Thus Trabb’s boy became their guide, and with him they went out to the sluice-house: though by the town way to the marshes, which I had avoided. Now, as they went along, Herbert reflected that I might, after all, have been brought there on some genuine and serviceable errand tending to Provis’s safety, and bethinking himself that in that case interruption might be mischievous, left his guide and Startop on the edge of the quarry, and went on by himself, and stole round the house two or three times, endeavouring to ascertain whether all was right within. As he could hear nothing but indistinct sounds of one deep rough voice (this was while my mind was so busy), he even at last began to doubt whether I was there, when suddenly I cried out loudly, and he answered the cries, and rushed in, closely followed by the other two.
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    Boundless Confidence (p. 448)
  


  


  
    When I told Herbert what had passed within the house, he was for our immediately going before a magistrate in the town, late at night as it was, and getting out a warrant. But I had already considered that such a course, by detaining us there, or binding us to come back, might be fatal to Provis. There was no gainsaying this difficulty, and we relinquished all thoughts of pursuing Orlick at that time. For the present, under the circumstances, we deemed it prudent to make rather light of the matter to Trabb’s boy; who I am convinced would have been much affected by disappointment, if he had known that his intervention saved me from the limekiln. Not that Trabb’s boy was of a malignant nature, but that he had too much spare vivacity, and that it was in his constitution to want variety and excitement at anybody’s expense. When we parted, I presented him with two guineas (which seemed to meet his views), and told him that I was sorry ever to have had an ill opinion of him (which made no impression on him at all).
  


  
    Wednesday being so close upon us, we determined to go back to London that night, three in the post-chaise; the rather, as we should then be clear away, before the night’s adventure began to be talked of. Herbert got a large bottle of stuff for my arm, and by dint of having this stuff dropped over it all the night through, I was just able to bear its pain on the journey. It was daylight when we reached the Temple, and I went at once to bed, and lay in bed all day.
  


  
    My terror, as I lay there, of falling ill and being unfitted for to-morrow, was so besetting, that I wonder it did not disable me of itself. It would have done so, pretty surely, in conjunction with the mental wear and tear I had suffered, but for the unnatural strain upon me that to-morrow was. So anxiously looked forward to, charged with such consequences, its results so impenetrably hidden though so near.
  


  
    No precaution could have been more obvious than our refraining from communication with him that day; yet this again increased my restlessness. I started at every footstep and every sound, believing that he was discovered and taken, and this was the messenger to tell me so. I persuaded myself that I knew he was taken; that there was something more upon my mind than a fear or a presentiment; that the fact had occurred, and I had a mysterious knowledge of it. As the day wore on and no ill news came, as the day closed in and darkness fell, my overshadowing dread of being disabled by illness before to-morrow morning, altogether mastered me. My burning arm throbbed, and my burning head throbbed, and I fancied I was beginning to wander. I counted up to high numbers, to make sure of myself, and repeated passages that I knew in prose and verse. It happened sometimes that in the mere escape of a fatigued mind, I dozed for some moments or forgot; then I would say to myself with a start, ‘Now it has come, and I am turning delirious!’
  


  
    They kept me very quiet all day, and kept my arm constantly dressed, and gave me cooling drinks. Whenever I fell asleep, I awoke with the notion I had had in the sluice-house, that a long time had elapsed and the opportunity to save him was gone. About midnight I got out of bed and went to Herbert, with the conviction that I had been asleep for four-and-twenty hours, and that Wednesday was past. It was the last self-exhausting effort of my fretfulness, for after that I slept soundly.
  


  
    Wednesday morning was dawning when I looked out of window. The winking lights upon the bridges were already pale, the coming sun was like a marsh of fire on the horizon. The river, still dark and mysterious, was spanned by bridges that were turning coldly grey, with here and there at top a warm touch from the burning in the sky. As I looked along the clustered roofs, with church towers and spires shooting into the unusually clear air, the sun rose up, and a veil seemed to be drawn from the river, and millions of sparkles burst out upon its waters. From me, too, a veil seemed to be drawn, and I felt strong and well.
  


  
    Herbert lay asleep in his bed, and our old fellow-student lay asleep on the sofa. I could not dress myself without help, but I made up the fire, which was still burning, and got some coffee ready for them. In good time they too started up strong and well, and we admitted the sharp morning air at the windows, and looked at the tide that was still flowing towards us.
  


  
    ‘When it turns at nine o’clock,’ said Herbert, cheerfully, ‘look out for us, and stand ready, you over there at Mill Pond Bank!’
  


  
    CHAPTER LIV
  


  
    IT was one of those March days when the sun shines hot and the wind blows cold: when it is summer in the light, and winter in the shade. We had our pea-coats with us, and I took a bag. Of all my worldly possessions I took no more than the few necessaries that filled the bag. Where I might go, what I might do, or when I might return, were questions utterly unknown to me; nor did I vex my mind with them, for it was wholly set on Provis’s safety. I only wondered for the passing moment, as I stopped at the door and looked back, under what altered circumstances I should next see those rooms, if ever.
  


  
    We loitered down to the Temple stairs, and stood loitering there, as if we were not quite decided to go upon the water at all. Of course I had taken care that the boat should be ready, and everything in order. After a little show of indecision, which there were none to see but the two or three amphibious creatures belonging to our Temple stairs, we went on board and cast off; Herbert in the bow, I steering. It was then about high-water—half-past eight.
  


  
    Our plan was this. The tide, beginning to run down at nine, and being with us until three, we intended still to creep on after it had turned, and row against it until dark. We should then be well in those long reaches below Gravesend, between Kent and Essex, where the river is broad and solitary, where the water-side inhabitants are very few, and where lone public-houses are scattered here and there, of which we could choose one for a resting-place. There, we meant to lie by, all night. The steamer for Hamburg, and the steamer for Rotterdam, would start from London at about nine on Thursday morning. We should know at what time to expect them, according to where we were, and would hail the first; so that if by any accident we were not taken aboard, we should have another chance. We knew the distinguishing marks of each vessel.
  


  
    The relief of being at last engaged in the execution of the purpose, was so great to me that I felt it difficult to realise the condition in which I had been in a few hours before. The crisp air, the sunlight, the movement on the river, and the moving river itself—the road that ran with us, seeming to sympathise with us, animate us, and encourage us on—freshened me with new hope. I felt mortified to be of so little use in the boat; but there were few better oarsmen than my two friends, and they rowed with a steady stroke that was to last all day.
  


  
    At that time, the steam-traffic on the Thames was far below its present extent, and waterman’s boats were far more numerous. Of barges, sailing colliers, and coasting traders, there were perhaps as many as now; but of steam-ships, great and small, not a tithe or a twentieth part so many. Early as it was, there were plenty of scullers going here and there that morning, and plenty of barges dropping down with the tide; the navigation of the river between bridges, in an open boat, was a much easier and commoner matter in those days than it is in these; and we went ahead among many skiffs and wherries, briskly.
  


  
    Old London Bridge was soon passed, and old Billingsgate market with its oyster-boats and Dutchmen, and the White Tower and Traitor’s Gate, and we were in among the tiers of shipping. Here, were the Leith, Aberdeen, and Glasgow steamers, loading and unloading goods, and looking immensely high out of the water as we passed alongside; here, were colliers by the score and score, with the coal-whippers plunging off stages on deck, as counterweights to measures of coal swinging up, which were then rattled over the side into barges; here, at her moorings, was to-morrow’s steamer for Rotterdam, of which we took good notice; and here to-morrow’s for Hamburg, under whose bowsprit we crossed. And now I, sitting in the stern, could see with a faster beating heart, Mill Pond Bank and Mill Pond stairs.
  


  
    ‘Is he there?’ said Herbert.
  


  
    ‘Not yet.’
  


  
    ‘Right! He was not to come down till he saw us. Can you see his signal?’
  


  
    ‘Not well from here; but I think I see it.—Now I see him! Pull both. Easy, Herbert. Oars.’
  


  
    We touched the stairs lightly for a single moment, and he was on board and we were off again. He had a boat-cloak with him, and a black canvas bag, and he looked as like a river-pilot as my heart could have wished.
  


  
    ‘Dear boy!’ he said, putting his arm on my shoulder, as he took his seat. ‘Faithful dear boy, well done. Thankye, thankye!’
  


  
    Again among the tiers of shipping, in and out, avoiding rusty chain-cables, frayed hempen hawsers, and bobbing buoys, sinking for the moment floating broken baskets, scattering floating chips of wood and shaving, cleaving floating scum of coal, in and out, under the figure-head of the John of Sunderland making a speech to the winds (as is done by many Johns), and the Betsy of Yarmouth with a firm formality of bosom and her knobby eyes starting two inches out of her head; in and out, hammers going in shipbuilders’ yards, saws going at timber, clashing engines going at things unknown, pumps going in leaky ships, capstans going, ships going out to sea, and unintelligible sea-creatures roaring curses over the bulwarks at respondent lightermen; in and out—out at last upon the clearer river, where the ships’ boys might take their fenders in, no longer fishing in troubled waters with them over the side, and where the festooned sails might fly out to the wind.
  


  
    At the Stairs where we had taken him aboard, and ever since, I had looked warily for any token of our being suspected. I had seen none. We certainly had not been and at that time as certainly we were not, either attended or followed by any boat. If we had been waited on by any boat, I should have run in to shore, and have obliged her to go on, or to make her purpose evident. But we held our own, without any appearance of molestation.
  


  
    He had his boat-cloak on him, and looked, as I have said, a natural part of the scene. It was remarkable (but perhaps the wretched life he had led accounted for it), that he was the least anxious of any of us. He was not indifferent, for he told me that he hoped to live to see his gentleman one of the best of gentlemen in a foreign country; he was not disposed to be passive or resigned, as I understood it; but he had no notion of meeting danger half-way. When it came upon him, he confronted it, but it must come before he troubled himself.
  


  
    ‘If you knowed, dear boy,’ he said to me, ‘what it is to sit here alonger my dear boy and have my smoke, arter having been day by day betwixt four walls, you’d envy me. But you don’t know what it is.’
  


  
    ‘I think I know the delights of freedom,’ I answered.
  


  
    ‘Ah,’ said he, shaking his head gravely. ‘But you don’t know it equal to me. You must have been under lock and key, dear boy, to know it equal to me—but I ain’t a going to be low.’
  


  
    It occurred to me as inconsistent, that for any mastering idea he should have endangered his freedom and even his life. But I reflected that perhaps freedom without danger was too much apart from all the habit of his existence to be to him what it would be to another man. I was not far out, since he said, after smoking a little:
  


  
    ‘You see, dear boy, when I was over yonder, t’other side the world, I was always a looking to this side; and it come flat to be there, for all I was a growing rich. Everybody knowed Magwitch, and Magwitch could come, and Magwitch could go, and nobody’s head would be troubled about him. They ain’t so easy concerning me here, dear boy—wouldn’t be, leastwise, if they knowed where I was.’
  


  
    ‘If all goes well,’ said I, ‘you will be perfectly free and safe again, within a few hours.’
  


  
    ‘Well,’ he returned, drawing a long breath, ‘I hope so.’
  


  
    ‘And think so?’
  


  
    He dipped his hand in the water over the boat’s gunwale, and said, smiling with that softened air upon him which was not new to me:
  


  
    ‘Ay, I s’pose I think so, dear boy. We’d be puzzled to be more quiet and easy-going than we are at present. But—it’s a flowing so soft and pleasant through the water, p’raps, as makes me think it—I was a thinking through my smoke just then, that we can no more see to the bottom of the next few hours, than we can see to the bottom of this river what I catches hold of. Nor yet we can’t no more hold their tide than I can hold this. And it’s run through my fingers and gone, you see!’ holding up his dripping hand.
  


  
    ‘But for your face, I should think you were a little despondent,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Not a bit on it, dear boy! It comes of flowing on so quiet, and of that there rippling at the boat’s head making a sort of a Sunday tune. Maybe I’m a growing a trifle old besides.’
  


  
    He put his pipe back in his mouth with an undisturbed expression of face, and sat as composed and contented as if we were already out of England. Yet he was as submissive to a word of advice as if he had been in constant terror, for when we ran ashore to get some bottles of beer into the boat, and he was stepping out, I hinted that I thought he would be safest where he was, and he said, ‘Do you, dear boy?’ and quietly sat down again.
  


  
    The air felt cold upon the river, but it was a bright day, and the sunshine was very cheering. The tide ran strong, I took care to lose none of it, and our steady stroke carried us on thoroughly well. By imperceptible degrees, as the tide ran out, we lost more and more of the nearer woods and hills, and dropped lower and lower between the muddy banks, but the tide was yet with us when we were off Gravesend. As our charge was wrapped in his cloak, I purposely passed within a boat or two’s length of the floating Custom House, and so out to catch the stream, alongside of two emigrant ships, and under the bows of a large transport with troops on the forecastle looking down at us. And soon the tide began to slacken, and the craft lying at anchor to swing, and presently they had all swung round, and the ships that were taking advantage of the new tide to get up to the Pool, began to crowd upon us in a fleet, and we kept under the shore, as much out of the strength of the tide now as we could, standing carefully off from low shallows and mud-banks.
  


  
    Our oarsmen were so fresh, by dint of having occasionally let her drive with the tide for a minute or two, that a quarter of an hour’s rest proved full as much as they wanted. We got ashore among some slippery stones while we ate and drank what we had with us, and looked about. It was like my own marsh country, flat and monotonous, and with a dim horizon; while the winding river turned and turned, and the great floating buoys upon it turned and turned, and everything else seemed stranded and still. For now the last of the fleet of ships was round the last low point we had headed; and the last green barge, straw-laden, with a brown sail, had followed; and some ballast-lighters, shaped like a child’s first rude imitation of a boat, lay low in the mud; and a little squat shoal-lighthouse on open piles, stood crippled in the mud on stilts and crutches; and slimy stakes stuck out of the mud, and slimy stones stuck out of the mud, and red landmarks and tidemarks stuck out of the mud, and an old landing-stage and an old roofless building slipped into the mud, and all about us was stagnation and mud.
  


  
    We pushed off again, and made what way we could. It was much harder work now, but Herbert and Startop persevered, and rowed, and rowed, and rowed, until the sun went down. By that time the river had lifted us a little, so that we could see above the bank. There was the red sun, on the low level of the shore, in a purple haze, fast deepening into black; and there was the solitary flat marsh; and far away there were the rising grounds, between which and us there seemed to be no life, save here and there in the foreground a melancholy gull.
  


  
    As the night was fast falling, and as the moon, being past the full, would not rise early, we held a little council: a short one, for clearly our course was to lie by at the first lonely tavern we could find. So they plied their oars once more, and I looked out for anything like a house. Thus we held on, speaking little, for four or five dull miles. It was very cold, and a collier coming by us, with her galley-fire smoking and flaring, looked like a comfortable home. The night was dark by this time as it would be until morning; what light we had, seemed to come more from the river than the sky, as the oars in their dipping struck at a few reflected stars.
  


  
    At this dismal time we were evidently all possessed by the idea that we were followed. As the tide made, it flapped heavily at irregular intervals against the shore; and whenever such a sound came, one or other of us was sure to start and look in that direction. Here and there, the set of the current had worn down the bank into a little creek, and we were all suspicious of such places, and eyed them nervously. Sometimes, ‘What was that ripple?’ one of us would say in a low voice. Or another, ‘Is that a boat yonder?’ And afterwards, we would fall into a dead silence, and I would sit impatiently thinking with what an unusual amount of noise the oars worked in the thowels.
  


  
    At length we descried a light and a roof, and presently afterwards ran alongside a little causeway made of stones that had been picked up hard by. Leaving the rest in the boat, I stepped ashore, and found the light to be in the window of a public-house. It was a dirty place enough, and I dare say not unknown to smuggling adventurers; but there was a good fire in the kitchen, and there were eggs and bacon to eat, and various liquors to drink. Also, there were two double-bedded rooms—‘such as they were,’ the landlord said. No other company was in the house than the landlord, his wife, and a grizzled male creature, the ‘Jack’ of the little causeway, who was as slimy and smeary as if he had been low water-mark too.
  


  
    With this assistant, I went down to the boat again, and we all came ashore, and brought out the oars, and rudder, and boat-hook, and all else, and hauled her up for the night. We made a very good meal by the kitchen fire, and then apportioned the bedrooms: Herbert and Startop were to occupy one; I and our charge the other. We found the air as carefully excluded from both as if air were fatal to life; and there were more dirty clothes and bandboxes under the beds, than I should have thought the family possessed. But we considered ourselves well off, notwithstanding, for a more solitary place we could not have found.
  


  
    While we were comforting ourselves by the fire after our meal, the Jack—who was sitting in a corner, and who had a bloated pair of shoes on, which he had exhibited while we were eating our eggs and bacon, as interesting relics that he had taken a few days ago from the feet of a drowned seaman washed ashore—asked me if we had seen a four-oared galley going up with the tide? When I told him No, he said she must have gone down then, and yet she ‘took up too,’ when she left there.
  


  
    ‘They must ha’ thought better on’t for some reason or another,’ said the Jack, ‘and gone down.’
  


  
    ‘A four-oared galley, did you say?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘A four,’ said the Jack, ‘and two sitters.’
  


  
    ‘Did they come ashore here?’
  


  
    ‘They put in with a stone two-gallon jar, for some beer. I’d ha’ been glad to pison the beer myself,’ said the Jack, ‘or put some rattling physic in it.’
  


  
    ‘Why?’
  


  
    ‘I know why,’ said the Jack. He spoke in a slushy voice, as if much mud had washed into his throat.
  


  
    ‘He thinks,’ said the landlord: a weakly meditative man with a pale eye, who seemed to rely greatly on his Jack: ‘he thinks they was, what they wasn’t.’
  


  
    ‘I knows what I thinks,’ observed the Jack.
  


  
    ‘You thinks Custom ’Us, Jack?’ said the landlord.
  


  
    ‘I do,’ said the Jack.
  


  
    ‘Then you’re wrong, Jack.’
  


  
    ‘AM I!’
  


  
    In the infinite meaning of his reply and his boundless confidence in his views, the Jack took one of his bloated shoes off, looked into it, knocked a few stones out of it on the kitchen floor, and put it on again. He did this with the air of a Jack who was so right that he could afford to do anything.
  


  
    ‘Why, what do you make out that they done with their buttons, then, Jack?’ asked the landlord, vacillating weakly.
  


  
    ‘Done with their buttons?’ returned the Jack. ‘Chucked ’em overboard. Swallered ’em. Sowed ’em, to come up small salad. Done with their buttons.’
  


  
    ‘Don’t be cheeky, Jack,’ remonstrated the landlord, in a melancholy and pathetic way.
  


  
    ‘A Custom ’Us officer knows what to do with his Buttons,’ said the Jack, repeating the obnoxious word with the greatest contempt, ‘when they comes betwixt him and his own light. A Four and two sitters don’t go hanging and hovering, up with one tide and down with another, and both with and against another, without there being Custom ’Us at the bottom of it.’ Saying which he went out in disdain; and the landlord, having no one to rely upon, found it impracticable to pursue the subject.
  


  
    This dialogue made us all uneasy, and me very uneasy. The dismal wind was muttering round the house, the tide was flapping at the shore, and I had a feeling that we were caged and threatened. A four-oared galley hovering about in so unusual a way as to attract this notice, was an ugly circumstance that I could not get rid of. When I had induced Provis to go up to bed, I went outside with my two companions (Startop by this time knew the state of the case), and held another council. Whether we should remain at the house until near the steamer’s time, which would be about one in the afternoon; or whether we should put off early in the morning; was the question we discussed. On the whole we deemed it the better course to lie where we were, until within an hour or so of the steamer’s time, and then to get out in her track, and drift easily with the tide. Having settled to do this, we returned into the house and went to bed.
  


  
    I lay down with the greater part of my clothes on, and slept well for a few hours. When I awoke, the wind had risen, and the sign of the house (the Ship) was creaking and banging about, with noises that startled me. Rising softly, for my charge lay fast asleep, I looked out of the window. It commanded the causeway where we had hauled up our boat, and, as my eyes adapted themselves to the light of the clouded moon, I saw two men looking into her. They passed by under the window, looking at nothing else, and they did not go down to the landing-place which I could discern to be empty, but struck across the marsh in the direction of the Nore.
  


  
    My first impulse was to call up Herbert, and show him the two men going away. But, reflecting before I got into his room, which was at the back of the house and adjoined mine, that he and Startop had had a harder day than I, and were fatigued, I forbore. Going back to my window I could see the two men moving over the marsh. In that light, however, I soon lost them, and feeling very cold, lay down to think of the matter, and fell asleep again.
  


  
    We were up early. As we walked to and fro, all four together, before breakfast, I deemed it right to recount what I had seen. Again our charge was the least anxious of the party. It was very likely that the men belonged to the Custom House, he said quietly, and that they had no thought of us. I tried to persuade myself that it was so—as, indeed, it might easily be. However, I proposed that he and I should walk away together to a distant point we could see, and that the boat should take us aboard there, or as near there as might prove feasible, at about noon. This being considered a good precaution, soon after breakfast he and I set forth, without saying anything at the tavern.
  


  
    He smoked his pipe as we went along, and sometimes stopped to clap me on the shoulder. One would have supposed that it was I who was in danger, not he, and that he was reassuring me. We spoke very little. As we approached the point, I begged him to remain in a sheltered place, while I went on to reconnoitre; for it was towards it that the men had passed in the night. He complied, and I went on alone. There was no boat off the point, nor any boat drawn up anywhere near it, nor were there any signs of the men having embarked there. But, to be sure, the tide was high, and there might have been some footprints under water.
  


  
    When he looked out from his shelter in the distance, and saw that I waved my hat to him to come up, he rejoined me, and there we waited; sometimes lying on the bank wrapped in our coats, and sometimes moving about to warm ourselves: until we saw our boat coming round. We got aboard easily, and rowed out into the track of the steamer. By that time it wanted but ten minutes of one o’clock, and we began to look out for her smoke.
  


  
    But it was half-past one before we saw her smoke, and soon after we saw behind it the smoke of another steamer. As they were coming on at full speed, we got the two bags ready, and took that opportunity of saying good-bye to Herbert and Startop. We had all shaken hands cordially, and neither Herbert’s eyes nor mine were quite dry, when I saw a four-oared galley shoot out from under the bank but a little way ahead of us, and row out into the same track.
  


  
    A stretch of shore had been as yet between us and the steamer’s smoke, by reason of the bend and wind of the river; but now she was visible coming head on. I called to Herbert and Startop to keep before the tide, that she might see us lying by for her, and adjured Provis to sit quite still, wrapped in his cloak. He answered cheerily, ‘Trust to me, dear boy,’ and sat like a statue. Meanwhile the galley, which was skilfully handled, had crossed us, let us come up with her, and fallen alongside. Leaving just room enough for the play of the oars, she kept alongside, drifting when we drifted, and pulling a stroke or two when we pulled. Of the two sitters, one held the rudder lines, and looked at us attentively—as did all the rowers, the other sitter was wrapped up, much as Provis was, and seemed to shrink, and whisper some instruction to the steerer as he looked at us. Not a word was spoken in either boat.
  


  
    Startop could make out, after a few minutes, which steamer was first, and gave me the word ‘Hamburg,’ in a low voice as we sat face to face. She was nearing us very fast, and the beating of her paddles grew louder and louder. I felt as if her shadow were absolutely upon us, when the galley hailed us. I answered.
  


  
    ‘You have a returned transport there,’ said the man who held the lines. ‘That’s the man, wrapped in the cloak. His name is Abel Magwitch, otherwise Provis. I apprehend that man, and call upon him to surrender, and you to assist.’
  


  
    At the same moment, without giving any audible direction to his crew, he ran the galley aboard of us. They had pulled one sudden stroke ahead, had got their oars in, had run athwart us, and were holding on to our gunwale, before we knew what they were doing. This caused great confusion on board of the steamer, and I heard them calling to us, and heard the order given to stop the paddles, and heard them stop, but felt her driving down upon us irresistibly. In the same moment, I saw the steersman of the galley lay his hand on his prisoner’s shoulder, and saw that both boats were swinging round with the force of the tide, and saw that all hands on board the steamer were running forward quite frantically. Still in the same moment, I saw the prisoner start up, lean across his captor, and pull the cloak from the neck of the shrinking sitter in the galley. Still in the same moment, I saw that the face disclosed was the face of the other convict of long ago. Still in the same moment, I saw the face tilt backward with a white terror on it that I shall never forget, and heard a great cry on board the steamer and a loud splash in the water, and felt the boat sink from under me.
  


  
    It was but for an instant that I seemed to struggle with a thousand mill-weirs and a thousand flashes of light; that instant past, I was taken on board the galley. Herbert was there, and Startop was there; but our boat was gone, and the two convicts were gone.
  


  
    What with the cries aboard the steamer, and the furious blowing off of her steam, and her driving on, and our driving on, I could not at first distinguish sky from water or shore from shore; but the crew of the galley righted her with great speed, and, pulling certain swift strong strokes ahead, lay upon their oars, every man looking silently and eagerly at the water astern. Presently a dark object was seen in it, bearing towards us on the tide. No man spoke, but the steersman held up his hand, and all softly backed water, and kept the boat straight and true before it. As it came nearer, I saw it to be Magwitch, swimming, but not swimming freely. He was taken on board, and instantly manacled at the wrists and ankles.
  


  
    The galley was kept steady, and the silent eager look-out at the water was resumed. But the Rotterdam steamer now came up, and apparently not understanding what had happened, came on at speed. By the time she had been hailed and stopped, both steamers were drifting away from us, and we were rising and falling in a troubled wake of water. The look-out was kept, long after all was still again and the two steamers were gone; but everybody knew that it was hopeless now.
  


  
    At length we gave it up, and pulled under the shore towards the tavern we had lately left, where we were received with no little surprise. Here I was able to get some comforts for Magwitch—Provis no longer—who had received some very severe injury in the chest and a deep cut in the head.
  


  
    He told me that he believed himself to have gone under the keel of the steamer, and to have been struck on the head in rising. The injury to his chest (which rendered his breathing extremely painful) he thought he had received against the side of the galley. He added that he did not pretend to say what he might or might not have done to Compeyson, but that in the moment of his laying his hand on his cloak to identify him, that villain had staggered up and staggered back, and they had both gone overboard together; when the sudden wrenching of him (Magwitch) out of our boat, and the endeavour of his captor to keep him in it, had capsized us. He told me in a whisper that they had gone down, fiercely locked in each other’s arms, and that there had been a struggle under water, and that he had disengaged himself, struck out, and swam away.
  


  
    I never had any reason to doubt the exact truth of what he had told me. The officer who steered the galley gave the same account of their going overboard.
  


  
    When I asked this officer’s permission to change the prisoner’s wet clothes by purchasing any spare garments I could get at the public-house, he gave it readily: merely observing that he must take charge of everything his prisoner had about him. So the pocket-book which had once been in my hands, passed into the officer’s. He further gave me leave to accompany the prisoner to London; but declined to accord that grace to my two friends.
  


  
    The Jack at the Ship was instructed where the drowned man had gone down, and undertook to search for the body in the places where it was likeliest to come ashore. His interest in its recovery seemed to me to be much heightened when he heard that it had stockings on. Probably it took about a dozen drowned men to fit him out completely; and that may have been the reason why the different articles of his dress were in various stages of decay.
  


  
    We remained at the public-house until the tide turned, and then Magwitch was carried down to the galley and put on board. Herbert and Startop were to get to London by land, as soon as they could. We had a doleful parting, and when I took my place by Magwitch’s side, I felt that that was my place henceforth while he lived.
  


  
    For now my repugnance to him had all melted away, and in the hunted wounded shackled creature who held my hand in his, I only saw a man who had meant to be my benefactor, and who had felt affectionately, gratefully, and generously, towards me with great constancy through a series of years. I only saw in him a much better man than I had been to Joe.
  


  
    His breathing became more difficult and painful as the night drew on, and often he could not repress a groan. I tried to rest him on the arm I could use, in any easy position; but it was dreadful to think that I could not be sorry at heart for his being badly hurt, since it was unquestionably best that he should die. That there were, still living, people enough who were able and willing to identify him, I could not doubt. That he would be leniently treated, I could not hope. He who had been presented in the worst light at his trial, who had since broken prison and been tried again, who had returned from transportation under a life sentence, and who had occasioned the death of the man who was the cause of his arrest.
  


  
    As we returned towards the setting sun we had yesterday left behind us, and as the stream of our hopes seemed all running back, I told him how grieved I was to think he had come home for my sake.
  


  
    ‘Dear boy,’ he answered, ‘I’m quite content to take my chance. I’ve seen my boy, and he can be a gentleman without me.’
  


  
    No. I had thought about that while we had been there side by side. No. Apart from any inclinations of my own, I understand Wemmick’s hint now. I foresaw that, being convicted, his possessions would be forfeited to the Crown.
  


  
    ‘Lookee here, dear boy,’ said he. ‘It’s best as a gentleman should not be knowed to belong to me now. Only come to see me as if you come by chance alonger Wemmick. Sit where I can see you when I am swore to, for the last o’ many times, and I don’t ask no more.’
  


  
    ‘I will never stir from your side,’ said I, ‘when I am suffered to be near you. Please God, I will be as true to you as you have been to me!’
  


  
    I felt his hand tremble as it held mine, and he turned his face away as he lay in the bottom of the boat, and I heard that old sound in his throat—softened now, like all the rest of him. It was a good thing that he had touched this point, for it put into my mind what I might not otherwise have thought of until too late: that he need never know how his hopes of enriching me had perished.
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    The Arrest (p. 470)
  


  
    CHAPTER LV
  


  
    HE was taken to the Police Court next day, and would have been immediately committed for trial, but that it was necessary to send down for an old officer of the prison-ship from which he had once escaped, to speak to his identity. Nobody doubted it; but Compeyson, who had meant to depose to it, was tumbling on the tides, dead, and it happened that there was not at that time any prison officer in London who could give the required evidence. I had gone direct to Mr. Jaggers at his private house, on my arrival over-night, to retain his assistance, and Mr. Jaggers on the prisoner’s behalf would admit nothing. It was the sole resource, for he told me that the case must be over in five minutes when the witness was there, and that no power on earth could prevent its going against us.
  


  
    I imparted to Mr. Jaggers my design of keeping him in ignorance of the fate of his wealth. Mr. Jaggers was querulous and angry with me for having ‘let it slip through my fingers,’ and said we must memorialise by-and-by, and try at all events for some of it. But he did not conceal from me that although there might be many cases in which forfeiture would not be exacted, there were no circumstances in this case to make it one of them. I understood that very well. I was not related to the outlaw, or connected with him by any recognisable tie; he had put his hand to no writing or settlement in my favour before his apprehension, and to do so now would be idle. I had no claim, and I finally resolved, and ever afterwards abided by the resolution, that my heart should never be sickened with the hopeless task of attempting to establish one.
  


  
    There appeared to be reason for supposing that the drowned informer had hoped for a reward out of this forfeiture, and had obtained some accurate knowledge of Magwitch’s affairs. When his body was found, many miles from the scene of his death, and so horribly disfigured that he was only recognisable by the contents of his pockets, notes were still legible, folded in a case he carried. Among these were the name of a banking-house in New South Wales where a sum of money was, and the designation of certain lands of considerable value. Both those heads of information were in a list that Magwitch, while in prison, gave to Mr. Jaggers, of the possessions he supposed I should inherit. His ignorance, poor fellow, at last served him; he never mistrusted but that my inheritance was quite safe, with Mr. Jaggers’s aid.
  


  
    After three days’ delay, during which the crown prosecution stood over for the production of the witness from the prison-ship, the witness came, and completed the easy case. He was commited to take his trial at the next Session, which would come on in a month.
  


  
    It was at this dark time of my life that Herbert returned home one evening, a good deal cast down, and said:
  


  
    ‘My dear Handel, I fear I shall soon have to leave you.’
  


  
    His partner having prepared me for that, I was less surprised than he thought.
  


  
    ‘We shall lose a fine opportunity if I put off going to Cairo, and I am very much afraid I must go, Handel, when you most need me.’
  


  
    ‘Herbert, I shall always need you, because I shall always love you; but my need is no greater now, than at another time.’
  


  
    ‘You will be so lonely.’
  


  
    ‘I have not leisure to think of that,’ said I. ‘You know that I am always with him to the full extent of the time allowed, and that I should be with him all day long, if I could. And when I come away from him, you know that my thoughts are with him.’
  


  
    The dreadful condition to which he was brought, was so appalling to both of us, that we could not refer to it in plainer words.
  


  
    ‘My dear fellow,’ said Herbert, ‘let the near prospect of our separation—for it is very near—be my justification for troubling you about yourself. Have you thought of your future?’
  


  
    ‘No, for I have been afraid to think of any future.’
  


  
    ‘But yours cannot be dismissed; indeed, my dear, dear Handel, it must not be dismissed. I wish you would enter on it now, as far as a few friendly words go, with me.’
  


  
    ‘I will,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘In this branch house of ours, Handel, we must have a——’
  


  
    I saw that his delicacy was avoiding the right word, so I said, ‘A clerk.’
  


  
    ‘A clerk. And I hope it is not at all unlikely that he may expand (as a clerk of your acquaintance has expanded) into a partner. Now, Handel——in short, my dear boy, will you come to me?’
  


  
    There was something charmingly cordial and engaging in the manner in which after saying, ‘Now, Handel,’ as if it were the grave beginning of a portentous business exordium, he had suddenly given up that tone, stretched out his honest hand, and spoken like a schoolboy.
  


  
    ‘Clara and I have talked about it again and again,’ Herbert pursued, ‘and the dear little thing begged me only this evening, with tears in her eyes, to say to you that if you will live with us when we come together, she will do her best to make you happy, and to convince her husband’s friend that he is her friend too. We should get on so well, Handel!’
  


  
    I thanked her heartily, and I thanked him heartily, but said I could not yet make sure of joining him as he so kindly offered. Firstly, my mind was too preoccupied to be able to take in the subject clearly. Secondly——Yes! Secondly, there was a vague something lingering in my thoughts that will come out very near the end of this slight narrative.
  


  
    ‘But if you thought, Herbert, that you could, without doing any injury to your business, leave the question open for a little while——’
  


  
    ‘For any while,’ cried Herbert. ‘Six months, a year!’
  


  
    ‘Not so long as that,’ said I. ‘Two or three months at most.’
  


  
    Herbert was highly delighted when we shook hands on this arrangement, and said he could now take courage to tell me that he believed he must go away at the end of the week.
  


  
    ‘And Clara?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘The dear little thing,’ returned Herbert, ‘holds dutifully to her father as long as he lasts; but he won’t last long. Mrs. Whimple confides to me that he is certainly going.’
  


  
    ‘Not to say an unfeeling thing,’ said I, ‘he cannot do better than go.’
  


  
    ‘I am afraid that must be admitted,’ said Herbert; ‘and then I shall come back for the dear little thing, and the dear little thing and I will walk quietly into the nearest church. Remember! The blessed darling comes of no family, my dear Handel, and never looked into the red book, and hasn’t a notion about her grandpapa. What a fortune for the son of my mother!’
  


  
    On the Saturday in that same week, I took my leave of Herbert—full of bright hope, but sad and sorry to leave me—as he sat on one of the seaport mail coaches. I went into a coffee-house to write a little note to Clara, telling her he had gone off, sending his love to her over and over again, and then went to my lonely home—if it deserved the name, for it was now no home to me, and I had no home anywhere.
  


  
    On the stairs I encountered Wemmick, who was coming down, after an unsuccessful application of his knuckles to my door. I had not seen him alone, since the disastrous issue of the attempted flight; and he had come, in his private and personal capacity, to say a few words of explanation in reference to that failure.
  


  
    ‘The late Compeyson,’ said Wemmick, ‘had by little and little got at the bottom of half of the regular business now transacted, and it was from the talk of some of his people in trouble (some of his people being always in trouble) that I heard what I did. I kept my ears open, seeming to have them shut, until I heard that he was absent, and I thought that would be the best time for making the attempt. I can only suppose now, that it was a part of his policy, as a very clever man, habitually to deceive his own instruments. You don’t blame me, I hope, Mr. Pip? I’m sure I tried to serve you, with all my heart.’
  


  
    ‘I am as sure of that, Wemmick, as you can be, and I thank you most earnestly for all your interest and friendship.’
  


  
    ‘Thank you, thank you very much. It’s a bad job’, said Wemmick, scratching his head, ‘and I assure you I haven’t been so cut up for a long time. What I look at is, the sacrifice of so much portable property. Dear me!’
  


  
    ‘What I think of, Wemmick, is the poor owner of the property.’
  


  
    ‘Yes, to be sure,’ said Wemmick. ‘Of course there can be no objection to your being sorry for him, and I’d put down a five-pound note myself to get him out of it. But what I look at, is this. The late Compeyson having been beforehand with him in intelligence of his return, and being so determined to bring him to book, I do not think he could have been saved. Whereas, the portable property certainly could have been saved. That’s the difference between the property and the owner, don’t you see?’
  


  
    I invited Wemmick to come up-stairs, and refresh himself with a glass of grog before walking to Walworth. He accepted the invitation. While he was drinking his moderate allowance, he said, with nothing to lead up to it, and after having appeared rather fidgety:
  


  
    ‘What do you think of my meaning to take a holiday on Monday, Mr. Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Why, I suppose you have not done such a thing these twelve months.’
  


  
    ‘These twelve years, more likely,’ said Wemmick. ‘Yes. I’m going to take a holiday. More than that; I’m going to take a walk. More than that; I’m going to ask you to take a walk with me.’
  


  
    I was about to excuse myself, as being but a bad companion just then, when Wemmick anticipated me.
  


  
    ‘I know your engagements,’ said he, ‘and I know you are out of sorts, Mr. Pip. But if you could oblige me, I should take it as a kindness. It ain’t a long walk, and it’s an early one. Say it might occupy you (including breakfast on the walk) from eight to twelve. Couldn’t you stretch a point and manage it?’
  


  
    He had done so much for me at various times, that this was very little to do for him. I said I could manage it—would manage it—and he was so very much pleased by my acquiescence, that I was pleased too. At his particular request, I appointed to call for him at the Castle at half-past eight on Monday morning, and so we parted for the time.
  


  
    Punctual to my appointment, I rang at the Castle gate on the Monday morning, and was received by Wemmick himself: who struck me as looking tighter than usual, and having a sleeker hat on. Within, there were two glasses of rum-and-milk prepared, and two biscuits. The Aged must have been stirring with the lark, for, glancing into the perspective of his bedroom, I observed that his bed was empty.
  


  
    When we had fortified ourselves with the rum-and-milk and biscuits, and were going out for the walk with that training preparation on us, I was considerably surprised to see Wemmick take up a fishing-rod, and put it over his shoulder. ‘Why, we are not going fishing!’ said I. ‘No,’ returned Wemmick, ‘but I like to walk with one.’
  


  
    I thought this odd; however, I said nothing, and we set off. We went towards Camberwell Green, and when we were thereabouts, Wemmick said suddenly:
  


  
    ‘Halloa! Here’s a church!’
  


  
    There was nothing very surprising in that; but again, I was rather surprised, when he said, as if he were animated by a brilliant idea:
  


  
    ‘Let’s go in!’
  


  
    We went in, Wemmick leaving his fishing-rod in the porch, and looked all round. In the mean time, Wemmick was diving into his coat-pockets, and getting something out of paper there.
  


  
    ‘Halloa!’ said he. ‘Here’s a couple of pair of gloves! Let’s put ’em on!’
  


  
    As the gloves were white kid gloves, and as the post-office was widened to its utmost extent, I now began to have my strong suspicions. They were strengthened into certainty when I beheld the Aged enter at a side door, escorting a lady.
  


  
    ‘Halloa!’ said Wemmick. ‘Here’s Miss Skiffins! Let’s have a wedding.’
  


  
    That discreet damsel was attired as usual, except that she was now engaged in substituting for her green kid gloves, a pair of white. The Aged was likewise occupied in preparing a similar sacrifice for the altar of Hymen. The old gentleman, however, experienced so much difficulty in getting his gloves on, that Wemmick found it necessary to put him with his back against a pillar, and then to get behind the pillar himself and pull away at them, while I for my part held the old gentleman round the waist, that he might present an equal and safe resistance. By dint of this ingenious scheme, his gloves were got on to perfection.
  


  
    The clerk and clergyman then appearing, we were ranged in order at those fatal rails. True to his notion of seeming to do it all without preparation, I heard Wemmick say to himself as he took something out of his waistcoat-pocket before the service began, ‘Halloa! Here’s a ring!’
  


  
    I acted in the capacity of backer, or best-man, to the bridegroom; while a little limp pew-opener in a soft bonnet like a baby’s, made a feint of being the bosom friend of Miss Skiffins. The responsibility of giving the lady away, devolved upon the Aged, which led to the clergyman’s being unintentionally scandalised, and it happened thus. When he said, ‘Who giveth this woman to be married to this man?’ the old gentleman, not in the least knowing what point of the ceremony we had arrived at, stood most amiably beaming at the ten commandments. Upon which, the clergyman said again, ‘WHO giveth this woman to be married to this man?’ The old gentleman being still in a state of most estimable unconsciousness, the bridegroom cried out in his accustomed voice, ‘Now, Aged P., you know; who giveth?’ To which the Aged replied with great briskness, before saying that he gave, ‘All right, John, all right, my boy!’ And the clergyman came to so gloomy a pause upon it, that I had doubts for the moment whether we should get completely married that day.
  


  
    It was completely done, however, and when we were going out of church, Wemmick took the cover off the font, and put his white gloves in it, and put the cover on again. Mrs. Wemmick, more heedful of the future, put her white gloves in her pocket and assumed her green. ‘Now, Mr. Pip,’ said Wemmick, triumphantly shouldering the fishing-rod as we came out, ‘let me ask you whether anybody would suppose this to be a wedding-party!’
  


  
    Breakfast had been ordered at a pleasant little tavern, a mile or so away upon the rising ground beyond the green; and there was a bagatelle board in the room, in case we should desire to unbend our minds after the solemnity. It was pleasant to observe that Mrs. Wemmick no longer unwound Wemmick’s arm when it adapted itself to her figure, but sat in a high-backed chair against the wall, like a violoncello in its case, and submitted to be embraced as that melodious instrument might have done.
  


  
    We had an excellent breakfast, and when any one declined anything on table, Wemmick said, ‘Provided by contract, you know; don’t be afraid of it!’ I drank to the new couple, drank to the Aged, drank to the Castle, saluted the bride at parting, and made myself as agreeable as I could.
  


  
    Wemmick came down to the door with me, and I again shook hands with him, and wished him joy.
  


  
    ‘Thankee!’ said Wemmick, rubbing his hands, ‘She’s such a manager of fowls, you have no idea. You shall have some eggs and judge for yourself. I say, Mr. Pip!’ calling me back and speaking low. ‘This is altogether a Walworth sentiment, please.’
  


  
    ‘I understand. Not to be mentioned in Little Britain’ said I.
  


  
    Wemmick nodded. ‘After what you let out the other day, Mr. Jaggers may as well not know of it. He might think my brain was softening, or something of the kind.’
  


  
    CHAPTER LVI
  


  
    HE lay in prison very ill, during the whole interval between his committal for trial, and the coming round of the Sessions. He had broken two ribs, they had wounded one of his lungs, and he breathed with great pain and difficulty, which increased daily. It was a consequence of his hurt that he spoke so low as to be scarcely audible; therefore he spoke very little. But he was ever ready to listen to me, and it became the first duty of my life to say to him, and read to him, what I knew he ought to hear.
  


  
    Being far too ill to remain in the common prison, he was removed, after the first day or so, into the infirmary. This gave me opportunities of being with him that I could not otherwise have had. And but for his illness he would have been put in irons, for he was regarded as a determined prison-breaker, and I know not what else.
  


  
    Although I saw him every day, it was for only a short time; hence the regularly recurring spaces of our separation were long enough to record on his face any slight changes that occurred in his physical state. I do not recollect that I once saw any change in it for the better; he wasted, and became slowly weaker and worse, day by day from the day when the prison door closed upon him.
  


  
    The kind of submission or resignation that he showed, was that of a man who was tired out. I sometimes derived an impression, from his manner or from a whispered word or two which escaped him, that he pondered over the question whether he might have been a better man under better circumstances. But he never justified himself by a hint tending that way, or tried to bend the past out of its eternal shape.
  


  
    It happened on two or three occasions in my presence, that his desperate reputation was alluded to by one or other of the people in attendance on him. A smile crossed his face then, and he turned his eyes on me with a trustful look, as if he were confident that I had seen some small redeeming touch in him, even so long ago as when I was a little child. As to all the rest, he was humble and contrite, and I never knew him complain.
  


  
    When the Sessions came round, Mr. Jaggers caused an application to be made for the postponement of his trial until the following Sessions. It was obviously made with the assurance that he could not live so long, and was refused. The trial came on at once, and when he was put to the bar, he was seated in a chair. No objection was made to my getting close to the dock, on the outside of it, and holding the hand that he stretched forth to me.
  


  
    The trial was very short and very clear. Such things as could be said for him, were said—how he had taken to industrious habits, and had thriven lawfully and reputably. But nothing could unsay the fact that he had returned, and was there in presence of the Judge and Jury. It was impossible to try him for that, and do otherwise than find him guilty.
  


  
    At that time it was the custom (as I learnt from my terrible experience of that Sessions) to devote a concluding day to the passing of Sentences, and to make a finishing effect with the Sentence of Death. But for the indelible picture that my remembrance now holds before me, I could scarcely believe, even as I write these words, that I saw two-and-thirty men and women put before the Judge to receive that sentence together. Foremost among the two-and-thirty was he; seated, that he might get breath enough to keep life in him.
  


  
    The whole scene starts out again in the vivid colours of the moment, down to the drops of April rain on the windows of the court, glittering in the rays of April sun. Penned in the dock, as I again stood outside it at the corner with his hand in mine, were the two-and-thirty men and women; some defiant, some stricken with terror, some sobbing and weeping, some covering their faces, some staring gloomily about. There had been shrieks from among the women convicts, but they had been stilled, and a hush had succeeded. The sheriffs with their great chains and nosegays, other civic gewgaws and monsters, criers, ushers, a great gallery full of people—a large theatrical audience—looked on, as the two-and-thirty and the Judge were solemnly confronted. Then the Judge addressed them. Among the wretched creatures before him whom he must single out for special address, was one who almost from his infancy had been an offender against the laws; who, after repeated imprisonments and punishments, had been at length sentenced to exile for a term of years; and who, under circumstances of great violence and daring, had made his escape and been re-sentenced to exile for life. That miserable man would seem for a time to have become convinced of his errors, when far removed from the scenes of his old offences, and to have lived a peaceable and honest life. But in a fatal moment, yielding to those propensities and passions, the indulgence of which had so long rendered him a scourge to society, he had quitted his haven of rest and repentance, and had come back to the country where he was proscribed. Being here presently denounced, he had for a time succeeded in evading the officers of Justice, but being at length seized while in the act of flight, he had resisted them, and had—he best knew whether by express design, or in the blindness of his hardihood—caused the death of his denouncer, to whom his whole career was known. The appointed punishment for his return to the land that had cast him out being Death, and his case being this aggravated case, he must prepare himself to Die.
  


  
    The sun was striking in at the great windows of the court, through the glittering drops of rain upon the glass, and it made a broad shaft of light between the two-and-thirty and the Judge, linking both together, and perhaps reminding some among the audience, how both were passing on, with absolute equality, to the greater Judgment that knoweth all things and cannot err. Rising for a moment, a distinct speck of face in this way of light, the prisoner said, ‘My Lord, I have received my sentence of Death from the Almighty, but I bow to yours,’ and sat down again. There was some hushing, and the Judge went on with what he had to say to the rest. Then, they were all formally doomed, and some of them were supported out, and some of them sauntered out with a haggard look of bravery, and a few nodded to the gallery, and two or three shook hands, and others went out chewing the fragments of herb they had taken from the sweet herbs lying about. He went last of all, because of having to be helped from his chair and to go very slowly; and he held my hand while all the others were removed, and while the audience got up (putting their dresses right, as they might at church or elsewhere) and pointed down at this criminal or at that, and most of all at him and me.
  


  
    I earnestly hoped and prayed that he might die before the Recorder’s Report was made, but, in the dread of his lingering on, I began that night to write out a petition to the Home Secretary of State, setting forth my knowledge of him, and how it was that he had come back for my sake. I wrote it as fervently and pathetically as I could, and when I had finished it and sent it in, I wrote out other petitions to such men in authority as I hoped were the most merciful, and drew up one to the Crown itself. For several days and nights after he was sentenced I took no rest, except when I fell asleep in my chair, but was wholly absorbed in these appeals. And after I had sent them in, I could not keep away from the places where they were, but felt as if they were more hopeful and less desperate when I was near them. In this unreasonable restlessness and pain of mind, I would roam the streets of an evening, wandering by those offices and houses where I had left the petitions. To the present hour, the weary western streets of London on a cold dusty spring night, with their ranges of stern shut-up mansions and their long rows of lamps, are melancholy to me from this association.
  


  
    The daily visits I could make him were shortened now, and he was more strictly kept. Seeing, or fancying, that I was suspected of an intention of carrying poison to him, I asked to be searched before I sat down at his bedside, and told the officer who was always there, that I was willing to do anything that would assure him of the singleness of my designs. Nobody was hard with him or with me. There was duty to be done, and it was done, but not harshly. The officer always gave me the assurance that he was worse, and some other sick prisoners in the room, and some other prisoners who attended on them as sick nurses (malefactors, but not incapable of kindness, GOD be thanked!), always joined in the same report.
  


  
    As the days went on, I noticed more and more that he would lie placidly looking at the white ceiling, with an absence of light in his face, until some word of mine brightened it for an instant, and then it would subside again. Sometimes he was almost, or quite, unable to speak; then, he would answer me with slight pressures on my hand, and I grew to understand his meaning very well.
  


  
    The number of the days had risen to ten, when I saw a greater change in him than I had seen yet. His eyes were turned towards the door, and lighted up as I entered.
  


  
    ‘Dear boy,’ he said, as I sat down by his bed: ‘I thought you was late. But I knowed you couldn’t be that.’
  


  
    ‘It is just the time,’ said I. ‘I waited for it at the gate.’
  


  
    ‘You always waits at the gate; don’t you, dear boy?’
  


  
    ‘Yes. Not to lose a moment of the time.’
  


  
    ‘Thank’ee, dear boy, thank’ee. God bless you! You’ve never deserted me, dear boy.’
  


  
    I pressed his hand in silence, for I could not forget that I had once meant to desert him.
  


  
    ‘And what’s the best of all,’ he said, ‘you’ve been more comfortable alonger me, since I was under a dark cloud, than when the sun shone. That’s best of all.’
  


  
    He lay on his back, breathing with great difficulty. Do what he would, and love me though he did, the light left his face ever and again, and a film came over the placid look at the white ceiling.
  


  
    ‘Are you in much pain to-day?’
  


  
    ‘I don’t complain of none, dear boy.’
  


  
    ‘You never do complain.’
  


  
    He had spoken his last words. He smiled, and I understood his touch to mean that he wished to lift my hand, and lay it on his breast. I laid it there, and he smiled again, and put both his hands upon it.
  


  
    The allotted time ran out, while we were thus; but, looking round, I found the governor of the prison standing near me, and he whispered, ‘You needn’t go yet.’ I thanked him gratefully, and asked, ‘Might I speak to him, if he can hear me?’
  


  
    The governor stepped aside, and beckoned the officer away. The change, though it was made without noise, drew back the film from the placid look at the white ceiling, and he looked most affectionately at me.
  


  
    ‘Dear Magwitch, I must tell you, now at last. You understand what I say?’
  


  
    A gentle pressure on my hand.
  


  
    ‘You had a child once, whom you loved and lost.’
  


  
    A stronger pressure on my hand.
  


  
    ‘She lived and found powerful friends. She is living now. She is a lady and very beautiful. And I love her!’
  


  
    With a last faint effort, which would have been powerless but for my yielding to it, and assisting it, he raised my hand to his lips. Then he gently let it sink upon his breast again, with his own hands lying on it. The placid look at the white ceiling came back, and passed away, and his head dropped quietly on his breast.
  


  
    Mindful, then, of what we had read together, I thought of the two men who went up into the Temple to pray, and I knew there were no better words that I could say beside his bed, than ‘O Lord, be merciful to him a sinner!’
  


  
    CHAPTER LVII
  


  
    NOW that I was left wholly to myself I gave notice of my intention to quit the chambers in the Temple as soon as my tenancy could legally determine, and in the meanwhile to underlet them. At once I put bills up in the windows; for I was in debt, and had scarcely any money, and began to be seriously alarmed by the state of my affairs. I ought rather to write that I should have been alarmed if I had had energy and concentration enough to help me to the clear perception of any truth beyond the fact that I was falling very ill. The late stress upon me had enabled me to put off illness, but not to put it away; I knew that it was coming on me now, and I knew very little else, and was even careless as to that.
  


  
    For a day or two, I lay on the sofa, or on the floor—anywhere, according as I happened to sink down—with a heavy head and aching limbs, and no purpose, and no power. Then there came one night which appeared of great duration, and which teemed with anxiety and horror; and when in the morning I tried to sit up in my bed and think of it, I found I could not do so.
  


  
    Whether I really had been down in Garden-court in the dead of the night, groping about for the boat that I supposed to be there; whether I had two or three times come to myself on the staircase with great terror, not knowing how I had got out of bed; whether I had found myself lighting the lamp, possessed by the idea that he was coming up the stairs, and that the lights were blown out; whether I had been inexpressibly harassed by the distracted talking, laughing, and groaning, of some one, and had half suspected those sounds to be of my own making; whether there had been a closed iron furnace in a dark corner of the room, and a voice had called out over and over again that Miss Havisham was consuming within it; these were things that I tried to settle with myself and get into some order, as I lay that morning on my bed. But the vapour of a limekiln would come between me and them, disordering them all, and it was through the vapour at last that I saw two men looking at me.
  


  
    ‘What do you want?’ I asked, starting; ‘I don’t know you.’
  


  
    ‘Well, sir,’ returned one of them, bending down and touching me on the shoulder, ‘this is a matter that you’ll soon arrange, I dare say, but you’re arrested.’
  


  
    ‘What is the debt?’
  


  
    ‘Hundred and twenty-three pound, fifteen, six. Jeweller’s account, I think.’
  


  
    ‘What is to be done?’
  


  
    ‘You had better come to my house,’ said the man. ‘I keep a very nice house.’
  


  
    I made some attempt to get up and dress myself. When I next attended to them, they were standing a little off from the bed, looking at me. I still lay there.
  


  
    ‘You see my state,’ said I. ‘I would come with you if I could; but indeed I am quite unable. If you take me from here, I think I shall die by the way.’
  


  
    Perhaps they replied, or argued the point, or tried to encourage me to believe that I was better than I thought. Forasmuch as they hang in my memory by only this one slender thread, I don’t know what they did, except that they forbore to remove me.
  


  
    That I had a fever and was avoided, that I suffered greatly, that I often lost my reason, that the time seemed interminable, that I confounded impossible existences with my own identity; that I was a brick in the house wall, and yet entreating to be released from the giddy place where the builders had set me; that I was a steel beam of a vast engine, clashing and whirling over a gulf, and yet that I implored in my own person to have the engine stopped, and my part in it hammered off; that I passed through these phases of disease, I know of my own remembrance, and did in some sort know at the time. That I sometimes struggled with real people, in the belief that they were murderers, and that I would all at once comprehend that they meant to do me good, and would then sink exhausted in their arms, and suffer them to lay me down, I also knew at the time. But, above all, I knew that there was a constant tendency in all these people—who, when I was very ill, would present all kinds of extraordinary transformations of the human face, and would be much dilated in size—above all, I say, I knew that there was an extraordinary tendency in all these people, sooner or later, to settle down into the likeness of Joe.
  


  
    After I had turned the worst point of my illness, I began to notice that while all its other features changed, this one consistent feature did not change. Whoever came about me, still settled down into Joe. I opened my eyes in the night, and I saw in the great chair at the bedside, Joe. I opened my eyes in the day, and, sitting on the window-seat, smoking his pipe in the shaded open window, still I saw Joe. I asked for cooling drink, and the dear hand that gave it me was Joe’s. I sank back on my pillow after drinking, and the face that looked so hopefully and tenderly upon me was the face of Joe.
  


  
    At last, one day, I took courage, and said, ‘Is it Joe?’
  


  
    And the dear old home-voice answered, ‘Which it air, old chap.’
  


  
    ‘O Joe, you break my heart! Look angry at me, Joe. Strike me, Joe. Tell me of my ingratitude. Don’t be so good to me!’
  


  
    For Joe had actually laid his head down on the pillow at my side, and put his arm round my neck, in his joy that I knew him.
  


  
    ‘Which dear old Pip, old chap,’ said Joe, ‘you and me was ever friends. And when you’re well enough to go out for a ride—what larks!’
  


  
    After which, Joe withdrew to the window, and stood with his back towards me, wiping his eyes. And as my extreme weakness prevented me from getting up and going to him, I lay there, penitently whispering, ‘O God bless him! O God bless this gentle Christian man!’
  


  
    Joe’s eyes were red when I next found him beside me; but I was holding his hand and we both felt happy.
  


  
    ‘How long, dear Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Which you meantersay, Pip, how long have your illness lasted, dear old chap?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘It’s the end of May, Pip. To-morrow is the first of June.’
  


  
    ‘And have you been here all the time, dear Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Pretty nigh, old chap. For, as I says to Biddy when the news of your being ill were brought by letter, which it were brought by the post, and being formerly single he is now married though underpaid for a deal of walking and shoe-leather, but wealth were not a object on his part, and marriage were the great wish of his hart——’
  


  
    ‘It is so delightful to hear you, Joe! But I interrupt you in what you said to Biddy.’
  


  
    ‘Which it were,’ said Joe, ‘that how you might be amongst strangers, and that how you and me having been ever friends, a wisit at such a moment might not prove unacceptabobble. And Biddy, her word were, “Go to him, without loss of time.” That,’ said Joe, summing up with his judicial air, ‘were the word of Biddy. “Go to him,” Biddy say, “without loss of time.” In short, I shouldn’t greatly deceive you,’ Joe added, after a little grave reflection, ‘if I represented to you that the word of that young woman were, “without a minute’s loss of time.”’
  


  
    There Joe cut himself short, and informed me that I was to be talked to in great moderation, and that I was to take a little nourishment at stated frequent times, whether I felt inclined for it or not, and that I was to submit myself to all his orders. So, I kissed his hand, and lay quiet, while he proceeded to indite a note to Biddy, with my love in it.
  


  
    Evidently Biddy had taught Joe to write. As I lay in bed looking at him, it made me, in my weak state, cry again with pleasure to see the pride with which he set about his letter. My bedstead, divested of its curtains, had been removed, with me upon it, into the sitting-room, as the airiest and largest, and the carpet had been taken away, and the room kept always fresh and wholesome night and day. At my own writing-table, pushed into a corner and cumbered with little bottles, Joe now sat down to his great work, first choosing a pen from the pen-tray as if it were a chest of large tools, and tucking up his sleeves as if he were going to wield a crowbar or sledge-hammer. It was necessary for Joe to hold on heavily to the table with his left elbow, and to get his right leg well out behind him, before he could begin, and when he did begin he made every downstroke so slowly that it might have been six feet long, while at every upstroke I could hear his pen spluttering extensively. He had a curious idea that the inkstand was on the side of him where it was not, and constantly dipped his pen into space, and seemed quite satisfied with the result. Occasionally, he was tripped up by some orthographical stumbling-block, but on the whole he got on very well indeed, and when he had signed his name, and had removed a finishing blot from the paper to the crown of his head with his two forefingers, he got up and hovered about the table, trying the effect of his performance from various points of view as it lay there, with unbounded satisfaction.
  


  
    Not to make Joe uneasy by talking too much, even if I had been able to talk much, I deferred asking him about Miss Havisham until next day. He shook his head when I then asked him if she had recovered?
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    ‘The old place by the kitchen firelight’ (p. 489)
  


  


  
    ‘Is she dead, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Why, you see, old chap,’ said Joe, in a tone of remonstrance, and by way of getting at it by degrees, ‘I wouldn’t go so far as to say that, for that’s a deal to say; but she ain’t——’
  


  
    ‘Living, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘That’s nigher where it is,’ said Joe; ‘she ain’t living.’
  


  
    ‘Did she linger long, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Arter you was took ill, pretty much about what you might call (if you was put to it) a week,’ said Joe; still determined, on my account, to come at everything by degrees.
  


  
    ‘Dear Joe, have you heard what becomes of her property?’
  


  
    ‘Well, old chap,’ said Joe, ‘it do appear that she had settled the most of it, which I meantersay tied it up, on Miss Estella. But she had wrote out a little coddleshell in her own hand a day or two afore the accident, leaving a cool four thousand to Mr. Matthew Pocket. And why, do you suppose, above all things, Pip, she left that cool four thousand unto him? “Because of Pip’s account of him the said Matthew.” I am told by Biddy, that air the writing,’ said Joe, repeating the legal turn as if it did him infinite good, ‘“account of him the said Matthew.” And a cool four thousand, Pip!’
  


  
    I never discovered from whom Joe derived the conventional temperature of the four thousand pounds, but it appeared to make the sum of money more to him, and he had a manifest relish in insisting on its being cool.
  


  
    This account gave me great joy, as it perfected the only good thing I had done. I asked Joe whether he had heard if any of the other relations had any legacies?
  


  
    ‘Miss Sarah,’ said Joe, ‘she have twenty-five pound per-annium fur to buy pills, on account of being bilious. Miss Georgiana, she have twenty pound down. Mrs.—what’s the name of them wild beasts with humps, old chap?’
  


  
    ‘Camels?’ said I, wondering why he could possibly want to know.
  


  
    Joe nodded. ‘Mrs. Camels,’ by which I presently understood he meant Camilla, ‘she have five pound fur to buy rushlights to put her in spirits when she wake up in the night.’
  


  
    The accuracy of these recitals was sufficiently obvious to me, to give me great confidence in Joe’s information. ‘And now,’ said Joe, ‘you ain’t that strong yet, old chap, that you can take in more nor one additional shovel-full to-day. Old Orlick he ’s been a bustin’ open a dwelling-ouse.’
  


  
    ‘Whose?’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Not, I grant you, but what his manners is given to blusterous,’ said Joe, apologetically; ‘still, a Englishman’s ouse is his Castle, and castles must not be busted ’cept when done in war time. And wotsume’er the failings on his part, he were a corn and seedsman in his hart.’
  


  
    ‘Is it Pumblechook’s house that has been broken into, then?’
  


  
    ‘That’s it, Pip,’ said Joe; ‘and they took his till, and they took his cash-box, and they drinked his wine, and they partook of his wittles, and they slapped his face, and they pulled his nose, and they tied him up to his bedpust, and they giv’ him a dozen, and they stuffed his mouth full of flowering annuals to perwent his crying out. But he knowed Orlick, and Orlick’s in the county jail.’
  


  
    By these approaches we arrived at unrestricted conversation. I was slow to gain strength, but I did slowly and surely become less weak, and Joe stayed with me, and I fancied I was little Pip again.
  


  
    For the tenderness of Joe was so beautifully proportioned to my need, that I was like a child in his hands. He would sit and talk to me in the old confidence, and with the old simplicity, and in the old unassertive protecting way, so that I would half believe that all my life since the days of the old kitchen was one of the mental troubles of the fever that was gone. He did everything for me except the household work, for which he had engaged a very decent woman, after paying off the laundress on his first arrival. ‘Which I do assure you, Pip,’ he would often say, in explanation of that liberty; ‘I found her a tapping the spare bed, like a cask of beer, and drawing off the feathers in a bucket, for sale. Which she would have tapped yourn next, and draw’d it off with you a laying on it, and was then a carrying away the coals gradiwally in the soup-tureen and wegetable dishes, and the wine and spirits in your Wellington boots.’
  


  
    We looked forward to the day when I should go out for a ride, as we had once looked forward to the day of my apprenticeship. And when the day came, and an open carriage was got into the Lane, Joe wrapped me up, took me in his arms, carried me down to it, and put me in, as if I were still the small helpless creature to whom he had so abundantly given of the wealth of his great nature.
  


  
    And Joe got in beside me, and we drove away together into the country, where the rich summer growth was already on the trees and on the grass, and sweet summer scents filled all the air. The day happened to be Sunday, and when I looked on the loveliness around me, and thought how it had grown and changed, and how the little wild flowers had been forming, and the voices of the birds had been strengthening, by day and by night, under the sun and under the stars, while poor I lay burning and tossing on my bed, the mere remembrance of having burned and tossed there, came like a check upon my peace. But, when I heard the Sunday bells, and looked around a little more upon the outspread beauty, I felt that I was not nearly thankful enough—that I was too weak yet, to be even that—and I laid my head on Joe’s shoulder, as I had laid it long ago when he had taken me to the Fair or where not, and it was too much for my young senses.
  


  
    More composure came to me after a while, and we talked as we used to talk, lying on the grass at the old Battery. There was no change whatever in Joe. Exactly what he had been in my eyes then, he was in my eyes still; just as simply faithful, just as simply right.
  


  
    When we got back again and he lifted me out, and carried me—so easily!—across the court and up the stairs, I thought of that eventful Christmas Day when he had carried me over the marshes. We had not yet made any allusion to my change of fortune, now did I know how much of my late history he was acquainted with. I was so doubtful of myself now, and put so much trust in him, that I could not satisfy myself whether I ought to refer to it when he did not.
  


  
    ‘Have you heard, Joe,’ I asked him that evening, upon further consideration, as he smoked his pipe at the window, ‘who my patron was?’
  


  
    ‘I heerd,’ returned Joe, ‘as it were not Miss Havisham, old chap.’
  


  
    ‘Did you hear who it was, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Well! I heerd as it were a person what sent the person what giv’ you the bank-notes at the Jolly Bargemen, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘So it was.’
  


  
    ‘Astonishing!’ said Joe, in the placidest way.
  


  
    ‘Did you hear that he was dead, Joe?’ I presently asked, with increasing diffidence.
  


  
    ‘Which? Him as sent the bank-notes, Pip?’
  


  
    ‘Yes.’
  


  
    ‘I think,’ said Joe, after meditating a long time, and looking rather evasively at the window-seat, ‘as I did hear tell that how he were something or another in a general way in that direction.’
  


  
    ‘Did you hear anything of his circumstances, Joe?’
  


  
    ‘Not partickler, Pip.’
  


  
    ‘If you would like to hear, Joe—’ I was beginning, when Joe got up and came to my sofa.
  


  
    ‘Lookee here, old chap,’ said Joe, bending over me. ‘Ever the best of friends; ain’t us, Pip?’
  


  
    I was ashamed to answer him.
  


  
    ‘Werry good, then,’ said Joe, as if I had answered; ‘that’s all right; that’s agreed upon. Then why go into subjects, old chap, which as betwixt two sech must be for ever onnecessary? There’s subjects enough as betwixt two sech, without onnecessary ones. Lord! To think of your poor sister and her Rampages! And don’t you remember Tickler?’
  


  
    ‘I do indeed, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Lookee here, old chap,’ said Joe. ‘I done what I could to keep you and Tickler in sunders, but my power were not always fully equal to my inclinations. For when your poor sister had a mind to drop into you, it were not so much,’ said Joe, in his favourite argumentative way, ‘that she dropped into me too, if I put myself in opposition to her, but that she dropped into you always heavier for it. I noticed that. It ain’t a grab at a man’s whisker, nor yet a shake or two of a man (to which your sister was quite welcome), that ’ud put a man off from getting a little child out of punishment. But when that little child is dropped into, heavier, for that grab of whisker or shaking, then that man naterally up and says to himself, “Where is the good as you are a doing? I grant you I see the ’arm,” says the man, “but I don’t see the good. I call upon you, sir, therefore, to pint out the good.”’
  


  
    ‘The man says?’ I observed, as Joe waited for me to speak.
  


  
    ‘The man says,’ Joe assented. ‘Is he right, that man?’
  


  
    ‘Dear Joe, he is always right.’
  


  
    ‘Well, old chap,’ said Joe, ‘then abide by your words. If he’s always right (which in general he’s more likely wrong), he’s right when he says this:—Supposing ever you kep any little matter to yourself, when you was a little child, you kep it mostly because you know’d as J. Gargery’s power to part you and Tickler in sunders, were not fully equal to his inclinations. Theerfore, think no more of it as betwixt two sech, and do not let us pass remarks upon onnecessary subjects. Biddy giv’ herself a deal o’ trouble with me afore I left (for I am most awful dull), as I should view it in this light, and, viewing it in this light, as I should ser put it. Both of which,’ said Joe, quite charmed with his logical arrangement, ‘being done, now this to you a true friend, say. Namely. You mustn’t go a over-doing on it, but you must have your supper and your wine-and-water, and you must be put betwixt the sheets.’
  


  
    The delicacy with which Joe dismissed this theme, and the sweet tact and kindness with which Biddy—who with her woman’s wit had found me out so soon—had prepared him for it, made a deep impression on my mind. But whether Joe knew how poor I was, and how my great expectations had all dissolved, like our own marsh mists before the sun, I could not understand.
  


  
    Another thing in Joe that I could not understand when it first began to develop itself, but which I soon arrived at a sorrowful comprehension of, was this: As I became stronger and better, Joe became a little less easy with me. In my weakness and entire dependence on him, the dear fellow had fallen into the old tone, and called me by the old names, the dear ‘old Pip, old chap,’ that now were music in my ears. I too had fallen into the old ways, only happy and thankful that he let me. But, imperceptibly, though I held by them fast, Joe’s hold upon them began to slacken; and whereas I wondered at this, at first, I soon began to understand that the cause of it was in me, and that the fault of it was all mine.
  


  
    Ah! Had I given Joe no reason to doubt my constancy, and to think that in prosperity I should grow cold to him and cast him off? Had I given Joe’s innocent heart no cause to feel instinctively that as I got stronger, his hold upon me would be weaker, and that he had better loosen it in time and let me go, before I plucked myself away?
  


  
    It was on the third or fourth occasion of my going out walking in the Temple Gardens, leaning on Joe’s arm, that I saw this change in him very plainly. We had been sitting in the bright warm sunlight, looking at the river, and I chanced to say as we got up:
  


  
    ‘See, Joe! I can walk quite strongly. Now, you shall see me walk back by myself.’
  


  
    ‘Which do not over-do it, Pip,’ said Joe; ‘but I shall be happy fur to see you able, sir.’
  


  
    The last word grated on me; but how could I remonstrate! I walked no further than the gate of the gardens, and then pretended to be weaker than I was, and asked Joe for his arm. Joe gave it me, but was thoughtful.
  


  
    I, for my part, was thoughtful too; for how best to check this growing change in Joe was a great perplexity to my remorseful thoughts. That I was ashamed to tell him exactly how I was placed, and what I had come down to, I do not seek to conceal; but I hope my reluctance was not quite an unworthy one. He would want to help me out of his little savings, I knew, and I knew that he ought not to help me, and that I must not suffer him to do it.
  


  
    It was a thoughtful evening with both of us. But, before we went to bed, I had resolved that I would wait over to-morrow, to-morrow being Sunday, and would begin my new course with the new week. On Monday morning I would speak to Joe about this change, I would lay aside this last vestige of reserve, I would tell him what I had in my thoughts (that Secondly, not yet arrived at), and why I had not decided to go out to Herbert, and then the change would be conquered for ever. As I cleared, Joe cleared, and it seemed as though he had sympathetically arrived at a resolution too.
  


  
    We had a quiet day on the Sunday, and we rode out into the country, and then walked in the fields.
  


  
    ‘I feel thankful that I have been ill, Joe,’ I said.
  


  
    ‘Dear old Pip, old chap, you’re a’most come round, sir.’
  


  
    ‘It has been a memorable time for me, Joe.’
  


  
    ‘Likeways for myself, sir,’ Joe returned.
  


  
    ‘We have had a time together, Joe, that I can never forget. There were days once, I know, that I did for a while forget; but I never shall forget these.’
  


  
    ‘Pip,’ said Joe, appearing a little hurried and troubled, ‘there has been larks. And, dear sir, what have been betwixt us—have been.’
  


  
    At night, when I had gone to bed, Joe came into my room, as he had done all through my recovery. He asked me if I felt sure that I was as well as in the morning?
  


  
    ‘Yes, dear Joe, quite.’
  


  
    ‘And are always a getting stronger, old chap?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, dear Joe, steadily.’
  


  
    Joe patted the coverlet on my shoulder with his great good hand, and said, in what I thought a husky voice, ‘Good night!’
  


  
    When I got up in the morning, refreshed and stronger yet, I was full of my resolution to tell Joe all, without delay. I would tell him before breakfast. I would dress at once and go to his room and surprise him; for it was the first day I had been up early. I went to his room, and he was not there. Not only was he not there, but his box was gone.
  


  
    I hurried then to the breakfast-table, and on it found a letter. These were its brief contents.
  


  
    ‘Not wishful to intrude I have departured fur you are well again dear Pip and will do better without.’ Jo.
  


  
    ‘P.S. Ever the best of friends.’
  


  
    Enclosed in the letter was a receipt for the debt and costs on which I had been arrested. Down to that moment I had vainly supposed that my creditor had withdrawn or suspended proceedings until I should be quite recovered. I had never dreamed of Joe’s having paid the money; but Joe had paid it, and the receipt was in his name.
  


  
    What remained for me now, but to follow him to the dear old forge, and there to have out my disclosure to him, and my penitent remonstrance with him, and there to relieve my mind and heart of that reserved Secondly, which had begun as a vague something lingering in my thoughts, and had formed into a settled purpose?
  


  
    The purpose was, that I would go to Biddy, that I would show her how humbled and repentant I came back, that I would tell her how I had lost all I once hoped for, that I would remind her of our old confidences in my first unhappy time. Then I would say to her, ‘Biddy, I think you once liked me very well, when my errant heart, even while it strayed away from you, was quieter and better with you than it ever has been since. If you can like me only half as well once more, if you can take me with all my faults and disappointments on my head, if you can receive me like a forgiven child (and indeed I am as sorry, Biddy, and have as much need of a hushing voice and a soothing hand), I hope I am a little worthier of you than I was—not much, but a little. And, Biddy, it shall rest with you to say whether I shall work at the forge with Joe, or whether I shall try for any different occupation down in this country, or whether we shall go away to a distant place where an opportunity awaits me which I set aside when it was offered, until I knew your answer. And now, dear Biddy, if you can tell me that you will go through the world with me, you will surely make it a better world for me, and me a better man for it, and I will try hard to make it a better world for you.’
  


  
    Such was my purpose. After three days more of recovery, I went down to the old place, to put it in execution. And how I sped in it, is all I have left to tell.
  


  
    CHAPTER LVIII
  


  
    THE tidings of my high fortunes having had a heavy fall, had got down to my native place and its neighbourhood, before I got there. I found the Blue Boar in possession of the intelligence, and I found that it made a great change in the Boar’s demeanour. Whereas the Boar had cultivated my good opinion with warm assiduity when I was coming into property, the Boar was exceedingly cool on the subject now that I was going out of property.
  


  
    It was evening when I arrived, much fatigued by the journey I had so often made so easily. The Boar could not put me into my usual bedroom, which was engaged (probably by some one who had expectations), and could only assign me a very indifferent chamber among the pigeons and post-chaises up the yard. But I had as sound a sleep in that lodging as in the most superior accommodation the Boar could have given me, and the quality of my dreams was about the same as in the best bedroom.
  


  
    Early in the morning while my breakfast was getting ready, I strolled round by Satis House. There were printed bills on the gate and on bits of carpet hanging out of the windows, announcing a sale by auction of the Household Furniture and Effects, next week. The House itself was to be sold as old building materials, and pulled down. LOT 1 was marked in whitewashed knock-knee letters on the brew-house; LOT 2 on that part of the main building which had been so long shut up. Other lots were marked off on other parts of the structure, and the ivy had been torn down to make room for the inscriptions, and much of it trailed low in the dust and was withered already. Stepping in for a moment at the open gate and looking around me with the uncomfortable air of a stranger who had no business there, I saw the auctioneer’s clerk walking on the casks and telling them off for the information of a catalogue compiler, pen in hand, who made a temporary desk of the wheeled chair I had so often pushed along to the tune of Old Clem.
  


  
    When I got back to my breakfast in the Boar’s coffee-room, I found Mr. Pumblechook conversing with the landlord. Mr. Pumblechook (not improved in appearance by his late nocturnal adventure) was waiting for me, and addressed me in the following terms.
  


  
    ‘Young man, I am sorry to see you brought low. But what else could be expected! what else could be expected!’
  


  
    As he extended his hand with a magnificently forgiving air, and as I was broken by illness and unfit to quarrel, I took it.
  


  
    ‘William,’ said Mr. Pumblechook to the waiter, ‘put a muffin on table. And has it come to this! Has it come to this!’
  


  
    I frowningly sat down to my breakfast. Mr. Pumblechook stood over me and poured out my tea—before I could touch the teapot—with the air of a benefactor who was resolved to be true to the last.
  


  
    ‘William,’ said Mr. Pumblechook, mournfully, ‘put the salt on. In happier times,’ addressing me, ‘I think you took sugar? And did you take milk? You did. Sugar and milk. William, bring a watercress.’
  


  
    ‘Thank you,’ said I, shortly, ‘but I don’t eat watercresses.’
  


  
    ‘You don’t eat ’em,’ returned Mr. Pumblechook, sighing and nodding his head several times, as if he might have expected that, and as if abstinence from watercresses were consistent with my downfall. ‘True. The simple fruits of the earth. No. You needn’t bring any, William.’
  


  
    I went on with my breakfast, and Mr. Pumblechook continued to stand over me, staring fishily and breathing noisily, as he always did.
  


  
    ‘Little more than skin and bone!’ mused Mr. Pumblechook, aloud. ‘And yet when he went away from here (I may say with my blessing), and I spread afore him my humble store, like the Bee, he was as plump as a Peach!’
  


  
    This reminded me of the wonderful difference between the servile manner in which he had offered his hand in my new prosperity, saying, ‘May I?’ and the ostentatious clemency with which he had just now exhibited the same fat five fingers.
  


  
    ‘Hah!’ he went on, handing me the bread-and-butter. ‘And air you a going to Joseph?’
  


  
    ‘In Heaven’s name,’ said I, firing in spite of myself, ‘what does it matter to you where I am going? Leave that teapot alone.’
  


  
    It was the worst course I could have taken, because it gave Pumblechook the opportunity he wanted.
  


  
    ‘Yes, young man,’ said he, releasing the handle of the article in question, retiring a step or two from my table and speaking for the behoof of the landlord and waiter at the door, ‘I will leave that teapot alone. You are right, young man. For once, you are right. I forgit myself when I take such an interest in your breakfast, as to wish your frame, exhausted by the debilitating effects of prodigygality, to be stimulated by the ’olesome nourishment of your forefathers. And yet,’ said Pumblechook, turning to the landlord and waiter, and pointing me out at arm’s length, ‘this is him as I ever sported with in his days of happy infancy! Tell me not it cannot be; I tell you this is him!’
  


  
    A low murmur from the two replied. The waiter appeared to be particularly affected.
  


  
    ‘This is him,’ said Pumblechook, ‘as I have rode in my shay-cart. This is him as I have seen brought up by hand. This is him untoe the sister of which I was uncle by marriage, as her name was Georgiana M’ria from her own mother, let him deny it if he can!’
  


  
    The waiter seemed convinced that I could not deny it, and that it gave the case a black look.
  


  
    ‘Young man,’ said Pumblechook, screwing his head at me in the old fashion, ‘you air a going to Joseph. What does it matter to me, you ask me, where you air a going? I say to you, Sir, you air a going to Joseph.’
  


  
    The waiter coughed, as if he modestly invited me to get over that.
  


  
    ‘Now,’ said Pumblechook, and all this with a most exasperating air of saying in the cause of virtue what was perfectly convincing and conclusive. ‘I will tell you what to say to Joseph. Here is Squires of the Boar present, known and respected in this town, and here is William, which his father’s name was Potkins if I do not deceive myself.’
  


  
    ‘You do not, sir,’ said William.
  


  
    ‘In their presence,’ pursued Pumblechook, ‘I will tell you, young man, what to say to Joseph. Says you, “Joseph, I have this day seen my earliest benefactor and the founder of my fortun’s. I will name no names, Joseph, but so they are pleased to call him up-town, and I have seen that man.”’
  


  
    ‘I swear I don’t see him here,’ said I.
  


  
    ‘Say that likewise,’ retorted Pumblechook. ‘Say you said that, and even Joseph will probably betray surprise.’
  


  
    ‘There you quite mistake him,’ said I. ‘I know better.’
  


  
    ‘Says you,’ Pumblechook went on, ‘“Joseph, I have seen that man, and that man bears you no malice and bears me no malice. He knows your character, Joseph, and is well acquainted with your pig-headedness and ignorance; and he knows my character, Joseph, and he knows my want of gratitoode. Yes, Joseph,” says you,’ here Pumblechook shook his head and hand at me, ‘“he knows my total deficiency of common human gratitoode. He knows it, Joseph, as none can. You do not know it, Joseph, having no call to know it, but that man do.”’
  


  
    Windy donkey as he was, it really amazed me that he could have the face to talk thus to mine.
  


  
    ‘Says you, “Joseph, he gave me a little message, which I will now repeat. It was, that in my being brought low, he saw the finger of Providence. He knowed that finger when he saw it, Joseph, and he saw it plain. It pinted out this writing, Joseph. Reward of ingratitoode to earliest benefactor, and founder of fortune’s. But that man said that he did not repent of what he had done, Joseph. Not at all. It was right to do it, it was kind to do it, it was benevolent to do it, and he would do it again.”’
  


  
    ‘It’s a pity,’ said I, scornfully, as I finished my interrupted breakfast, ‘that the man did not say what he had done and would do again.’
  


  
    ‘Squires of the Boar!’ Pumblechook was now addressing the landlord, ‘and William! I have no objections to your mentioning, either up-town or down-town, if such should be your wishes, that it was right to do it, kind to do it, benevolent to do it, and that I would do it again.’
  


  
    With those words the Impostor shook them both by the hand, with an air, and left the house; leaving me much more astonished than delighted by the virtues of that same indefinite ‘it.’ I was not long after him in leaving the house too, and when I went down the High-street I saw him holding forth (no doubt to the same effect) at his shop door to a select group, who honoured me with very unfavourable glances as I passed on the opposite side of the way.
  


  
    But it was only the pleasanter to turn to Biddy and to Joe, whose great forbearance shone more brightly than before, if that could be, contrasted with this brazen pretender. I went towards them slowly, for my limbs were weak, but with a sense of increasing relief as I drew nearer to them, and a sense of leaving arrogance and untruthfulness further and further behind.
  


  
    The June weather was delicious. The sky was blue, the larks were soaring high over the green corn, I thought all that country-side more beautiful and peaceful by far than I had ever known it to be yet. Many pleasant pictures of the life that I would lead there, and of the change for the better that would come over my character when I had a guiding spirit at my side whose simple faith and clear home-wisdom I had proved, beguiled my way. They awakened a tender emotion in me; for my heart was softened by my return, and such a change had come to pass, that I felt like one who was toiling home barefoot from distant travel, and whose wanderings had lasted many years.
  


  
    The schoolhouse where Biddy was mistress, I had never seen; but the little roundabout lane, by which I entered the village for quietness’ sake, took me past it. I was disappointed to find that the day was a holiday; no children were there, and Biddy’s house was closed. Some hopeful notion of seeing her, busily engaged in her daily duties, before she saw me, had been in my mind and was defeated.
  


  
    But the forge was a very short distance off, and I went towards it under the sweet green limes, listening for the clink of Joe’s hammer. Long after I ought to have heard it, and long after I had fancied I heard it and found it but a fancy, all was still. The limes were there, and the white thorns were there, and the chestnut-trees were there, and their leaves rustled harmoniously when I stopped to listen; but the clink of Joe’s hammer was not in the midsummer wind.
  


  
    Almost fearing, without knowing why, to come in view of the forge, I saw it at last, and saw that it was closed. No gleam of fire, no glittering shower of sparks, no roar of bellows; all shut up, and still.
  


  
    But the house was not deserted, and the best parlour seemed to be in use, for there were white curtains fluttering in its window, and the window was open and gay with flowers. I went softly towards it, meaning to peep over the flowers, when Joe and Biddy stood before me, arm in arm.
  


  
    At first Biddy gave a cry, as if she thought it was my apparition, but in another moment she was in my embrace. I wept to see her, and she wept to see me; I, because she looked so fresh and pleasant; she, because I looked so worn and white.
  


  
    ‘But, dear Biddy, how smart you are!’
  


  
    ‘Yes, dear Pip.’
  


  
    ‘And Joe, how smart you are!’
  


  
    ‘Yes, dear old Pip, old chap.’
  


  
    I looked at both of them, from one to the other, and then——
  


  
    ‘It’s my wedding-day,’ cried Biddy, in a burst of happiness, ‘and I am married to Joe!’
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    They had taken me into the kitchen, and I had laid my head down on the old deal table. Biddy held one of my hands to her lips, and Joe’s restoring touch was on my shoulder. ‘Which he warn’t strong enough, my dear, fur to be surprised,’ said Joe. And Biddy said, ‘I ought to have thought of it, dear Joe, but I was too happy.’ They were both so overjoyed to see me, so proud to see me, so touched by my coming to them, so delighted that I should have come by accident to make their day complete!
  


  
    My first thought was one of great thankfulness that I had never breathed this last baffled hope to Joe. How often, while he was with me in my illness, had it risen to my lips. How irrevocable would have been his knowledge of it, if he had remained with me but another hour!
  


  
    ‘Dear Biddy,’ said I, ‘you have the best husband in the whole world, and if you could have seen him by my bed you would have——But no, you couldn’t love him better than you do.’
  


  
    ‘No, I couldn’t indeed,’ said Biddy.
  


  
    ‘And, dear Joe, you have the best wife in the whole world, and she will make you as happy as even you deserve to be, you dear, good, noble Joe!’
  


  
    Joe looked at me with a quivering lip, and fairly put his sleeve before his eyes.
  


  
    ‘And Joe and Biddy both, as you have been to church to-day and are in charity and love with all mankind, receive my humble thanks for all you have done for me, and all I have so ill repaid! And when I say that I am going away within the hour, for I am soon going abroad, and that I shall never rest until I have worked for the money with which you have kept me out of prison, and have sent it to you, don’t think, dear Joe and Biddy, that if I could repay it a thousand times over, I suppose I could cancel a farthing of the debt I owe you, or that I would do so if I could!’
  


  
    They were both melted by these words, and both entreated me to say no more.
  


  
    ‘But I must say more. Dear Joe, I hope you will have children to love, and that some little fellow will sit in this chimney corner of a winter night, who may remind you of another little fellow gone out of it for ever. Don’t tell him, Joe, that I was thankless; don’t tell him, Biddy, that I was ungenerous and unjust; only tell him that I honoured you both, because you were both so good and true, and that, as your child, I said it would be natural to him to grow up a much better man than I did.’
  


  
    ‘I ain’t a going,’ said Joe, from behind his sleeve, ‘to tell him nothink o’ that natur, Pip. Nor Biddy ain’t. Nor yet no one ain’t.’
  


  
    ‘And now, though I know you have already done it in your own kind hearts, pray tell me, both, that you forgive me! Pray let me hear you say the words, that I may carry the sound of them away with me, and then I shall be able to believe that you can trust me, and think better of me, in the time to come!’
  


  
    ‘O dear old Pip, old chap,’ said Joe. ‘God knows as I forgive you, if I have any think to forgive!’
  


  
    ‘Amen! And God knows I do!’ echoed Biddy.
  


  
    ‘Now let me go up and look at my old little room, and rest there a few minutes by myself. And then when I have eaten and drunk with you, go with me as far as the finger-post, dear Joe and Biddy, before we say good-bye!’
  


  [image: image]


  
    I sold all I had, and put aside as much as I could, for a composition with my creditors—who gave me ample time to pay them in full—and I went out and joined Herbert. Within a month I had quitted England, and within two months I was clerk to Clarriker and Co., and within four months I assumed my first undivided responsibility. For the beam across the parlour ceiling at Mill Pond Bank had then ceased to tremble under old Bill Barley’s growls and was at peace, and Herbert had gone away to marry Clara, and I was left in sole charge of the Eastern Branch until he brought her back.
  


  
    Many a year went round before I was a partner in the House; but I lived happily with Herbert and his wife, and lived frugally, and paid my debts, and maintained a constant correspondence with Biddy and Joe. It was not until I became third in the Firm, that Clarriker betrayed me to Herbert; but he then declared that the secret of Herbert’s partnership had been long enough upon his conscience, and he must tell it. So he told it, and Herbert was as much moved as amazed, and the dear fellow and I were not the worse friends for the long concealment. I must not leave it to be supposed that we were ever a great House, or that we made mints of money. We were not in a grand way of business, but we had a good name, and worked for our profits, and did very well. We owed so much to Herbert’s ever cheerful industry and readiness, that I often wondered how I had conceived that old idea of his inaptitude, until I was one day enlightened by the reflection, that perhaps the inaptitude had never been in him at all, but had been in me.
  


  
    CHAPTER LIX
  


  
    FOR eleven years I had not seen Joe nor Biddy with my bodily eyes—though they had both been often before my fancy in the East—when, upon an evening in December, an hour or two after dark, I laid my hand softly on the latch of the old kitchen door. I touched it so softly that I was not heard, and I looked in unseen. There, smoking his pipe in the old place by the kitchen firelight, as hale and as strong as ever, though a little grey, sat Joe; and there, fenced into the corner with Joe’s leg, and sitting on my own little stool looking at the fire, was——I again!
  


  
    ‘We giv’ him the name of Pip for your sake, dear old chap, said Joe, delighted when I took another stool by the child’s side (but I did not rumple his hair), ‘and we hoped he might grow a little bit like you, and we think he do.’
  


  
    I thought so too, and I took him out for a walk next morning, and we talked immensely, understanding one another to perfection. And I took him down to the churchyard, and set him on a certain tombstone there, and he showed me from that elevation which stone was sacred to the memory of Philip Pirrip, late of this Parish, and Also Georgiana, Wife of the Above.
  


  
    ‘Biddy,’ said I, when I talked with her after dinner, as her little girl lay sleeping in her lap, ‘you must give Pip to me, one of these days; or lend him, at all events.’
  


  
    ‘No, no,’ said Biddy, gently. ‘You must marry.’
  


  
    ‘So Herbert and Clara say, but I don’t think I shall, Biddy. I have so settled down in their home, that it’s not at all likely. I am already quite an old bachelor.’
  


  
    Biddy looked down at her child, and put its little hand to her lips, and then put the good matronly hand with which she had touched it, into mine. There was something in the action and in the light pressure of Biddy’s wedding-ring, that had a very pretty eloquence in it.
  


  
    ‘Dear Pip,’ said Biddy, ‘you are sure you don’t fret for her?’
  


  
    ‘O no—I think not, Biddy.’
  


  
    ‘Tell me as an old friend. Have you quite forgotten her?’
  


  
    ‘My dear Biddy, I have forgotten nothing in my life that ever had a foremost place there, and little that ever had any place there. But that poor dream, as I once used to call it, has all gone by, Biddy, all gone by!’
  


  
    Nevertheless, I knew while I said those words, that I secretly intended to revisit the site of the old house that evening, alone, for her sake. Yes, even so. For Estella’s sake.
  


  
    I had heard of her as leading a most unhappy life, and as being separated from her husband, who had used her with great cruelty, and who had become quite renowned as a compound of pride, avarice, brutality, and meanness. And I had heard of the death of her husband, from an accident consequent on his ill-treatment of a horse. This release had befallen her some two years before; for anything I knew, she was married again.
  


  
    The early dinner-hour at Joe’s left me abundance of time, without hurrying my talk with Biddy, to walk over to the old spot before dark. But, what with loitering on the way, to look at old objects and to think of old times, the day had quite declined when I came to the place.
  


  
    There was no house now, no brewery, no building whatever left, but the wall of the old garden. The cleared space had been enclosed with a rough fence, and looking over it, I saw that some of the old ivy had struck root anew, and was growing green on low quiet mounds of ruin. A gate in the fence standing ajar, I pushed it open and went in.
  


  
    A cold silvery mist had veiled the afternoon, and the moon was not yet up to scatter it. But the stars were shining beyond the mist, and the moon was coming, and the evening was not dark. I could trace out where every part of the old house had been, and where the brewery had been, and where the gates, and where the casks. I had done so, and was looking along the desolate garden-walk, when I beheld a solitary figure in it.
  


  
    The figure showed itself aware of me as I advanced. It had been moving towards me, but it stood still. As I drew nearer, I saw it to be the figure of a woman. As I drew nearer yet, it was about to turn away, when it stopped, and let me come up with it. Then, it faltered as if much surprised, and uttered my name, and I cried out:
  


  
    ‘Estella!’
  


  
    ‘I am greatly changed. I wonder you know me.’
  


  
    The freshness of her beauty was indeed gone, but its indescribable majesty and its indescribable charm remained. Those attractions in it I had seen before; what I had never seen before was the saddened softened light of the once proud eyes; what I had never felt before was the friendly touch of the once insensible hand.
  


  
    We sat down on a bench that was near, and I said, ‘After so many years, it is strange that we should thus meet again, Estella, here where our first meeting was! Do you often come back?’
  


  
    ‘I have never been here since.’
  


  
    ‘Nor I.’
  


  
    The moon began to rise, and I thought of the placid look at the white ceiling, which had passed away. The moon began to rise, and I thought of the pressure on my hand when I had spoken the last words he had heard on earth.
  


  
    Estella was the next to break the silence that ensued between us.
  


  
    ‘I have very often hoped and intended to come back, but have been prevented by many circumstances. Poor, poor old place!’
  


  
    The silvery mist was touched with the first rays of the moonlight, and the same rays touched the tears that dropped from her eyes. Not knowing that I saw them, and setting herself to get the better of them, she said quietly:
  


  
    ‘Were you wondering, as you walked along, how it came to be left in this condition?’
  


  
    ‘Yes, Estella.’
  


  
    ‘The ground belongs to me. It is the only possession I have not relinquished. Everything else has gone from me, little by little, but I have kept this. It was the subject of the only determined resistance I made in all the wretched years.’
  


  
    ‘Is it to be built on?’
  


  
    ‘At last it is. I came here to take leave of it before its change. And you,’ she said, in a voice of touching interest to a wanderer, ‘you live abroad still.’
  


  
    ‘Still.’
  


  
    ‘And do well, I am sure?’
  


  
    ‘I work pretty hard for a sufficient living, and therefore—Yes, I do well!’
  


  
    ‘I have often thought of you,’ said Estella.
  


  
    ‘Have you?’
  


  
    ‘Of late, very often. There was a long hard time when I kept far from me the remembrance of what I had thrown away when I was quite ignorant of its worth. But, since my duty has not been incompatible with the admission of that remembrance, I have given it a place in my heart.’
  


  
    ‘You have always held your place in my heart,’ I answered.
  


  
    And we were silent again until she spoke.
  


  
    ‘I little thought,’ said Estella, ‘that I should take leave of you in taking leave of this spot. I am very glad to do so.’
  


  
    ‘Glad to part again, Estella? To me parting is a painful thing. To me, the remembrance of our last parting has been ever mournful and painful.’
  


  
    ‘But you said to me,’ returned Estella, very earnestly, ‘“God bless you, God forgive you!” And if you could say that to me then, you will not hesitate to say that to me now—now, when suffering has been stronger than all other teaching, and has taught me to understand what your heart used to be. I have been bent and broken, but—I hope—into a better shape. Be as considerate and good to me as you were, and tell me we are friends.’
  


  
    ‘We are friends,’ said I, rising and bending over her, as she rose from the bench.
  


  
    ‘And will continue friends apart,’ said Estella.
  


  
    I took her hand in mine, and we went out of the ruined place; and, as the morning mists had risen long ago when I first left the forge, so, the evening mists were rising now, and in all the broad expanse of tranquil light they showed to me, I saw no shadow of another parting from her.
  


  
    THE END
  


  
    APPENDIX

  


  
    The Cancelled Conclusion
  


  
    ‘You will be surprised’, Dickens wrote to Forster, ‘to hear that I have changed the end of Great Expectations from and after Pip’s return to Joe’s, and finding his little likeness there. Bulwer, who has been, as I think you know, extraordinarily taken by the book, so strongly urged it upon me, after reading the proofs, and supported his view with such good reasons, that I resolved to make the change. You shall have it when you come back to town. I have put in as pretty a little piece of writing as I could, and I have no doubt the story will be more acceptable through the alteration.’
  


  
    There was no Chapter XX as now; but the sentence which opens it (‘For eleven years’ in the original, altered to ‘eight years’) followed the paragraph about his business partnership with Herbert, and led to Biddy’s question whether he is sure he does not fret for Estella (‘I am sure and certain, Biddy’ as originally written, altered to ‘O no—I think not, Biddy’): from which point here was the close. ‘It was two years more, before I saw herself. I had heard of her as leading a most unhappy life, and as being separated from her husband who had used her with great cruelty, and who had become quite renowned as a compound of pride, brutality and meanness. I had heard of the death of her husband (from an accident consequent on ill-treating a horse), and of her being married again to a Shropshire doctor, who, against his interest, had once very manfully interposed, on an occasion when he was in professional attendance on Mr. Drummle, and had witnessed some outrageous treatment of her. I had heard that the Shropshire doctor was not rich, and that they lived on her own personal fortune. I was in England again—in London, and walking along Piccadilly with little Pip—when a servant came running after me to ask would I step back to a lady in a carriage who wished to speak to me. It was a little pony carriage, which the lady was driving; and the lady and I looked sadly enough on one another. “I am greatly changed, I know; but I thought you would like to shake hands with Estella too, Pip. Lift up that pretty child and let me kiss it!” (She supposed the child, I think, to be my child.) I was very glad afterwards to have had the interview; for, in her face and in her voice, and in her touch, she gave me the assurance, that suffering had been stronger than Miss Havisham’s teaching, and had given her a heart to understand what my heart used to be.’
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